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INTRODUCTORY 

[T  is  now  many  years  since  I  began  these 
memoirs.  I  wrote  fully  a  third  of  them, 
and  tlieii  put  thorn  aside,  having  found 
increasing  difficulties  as  I  went  on  with 
my  task.  These;  arose  out  of  the  con- 
stant need  to  use  the  first  person  in  a  narrative  of 
adventure  and  incidents  which  chiefly  concern  the 
writer,  even  though  it  involve  also  tlie  fortunes  of 
many  in  all  ranks  of  life.  Having  no  gift  in  the 
way  of  composition,  I  knew  not  how  to  supply  or 
set  forth  what  was  outside  of  my  own  knowledge, 
nor  how  to  pretend  to  that  marvellous  insight,  as  to 
motives  and  thoughts,  which  they  affect  who  write 
books  of  fiction.  This  has  always  seemed  to  me 
absurd,  and  so  artificial  that,  with  my  fashion  of 
mind,  I  have  never  been  able  to  enjoy  such  works  nor 
agreeably  to  accept  their  claim  to  such  pri\Tlege  of 
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insight  In  a  memoir  meant  for  my  deeoendants,  it 
was  fitting  and  desirable  that  I  should  at  times  speak 
uf  my  own  appearance,  and,  if  possible,  of  how  I  seemed 
OS  child  or  man  to  others.  This,  I  found,  I  did  not 
incline  to  do,  even  when  I  myself  knew  what  had 
been  thought  of  me  by  friend  or  foe.  And  so,  as  I 
said,  I  set  the  task  aside,  with  no  desire  to  take  it 
up  again. 

Some  years  later  my  friend,  John  Warder,  died, 
leaving  to  my  son,  his  namesake,  an  ample  estate, 
and  to  me  all  his  books,  papers,  plate,  and  wines. 
Locked  in  a  desk,  I  found  a  diar}*,  begun  when  a  lad, 
and  kept,  with  more  or  less  care,  during  several  years 
of  the  great  war.  It  contained  also  recollections  of 
oar  youthful  days,  and  was  very  full  here  and  there 
of  thonghts,  comments,  and  descriptions  concerning 
eTents  of  the  time,  and  of  people  whom  we  both 
bad  known.  It  told  of  me  much  that  I  could  not 
otherwise  have  willingly  set  down,  even  if  the  mat- 
ier  had  speared  to  me  as  it  did  to  him,  which  was 
not  always  the  case ;  also  my  friend  chanced  to  have 
been  present  at  scenes  which  deeply  concerned  me, 
bnt  which,  without  his  careful  setting  forth,  would 
never  have  come  to  my  knowledge. 

A  kindly  notice,  writ  nine  years  before,  bade  me 
use  his  journal  as  seemed  best  to  me.  When  I  read 
titis,  and  came  to  see  how  fuU  and  clear  were  his 
■tatetnents  of  much  that  I  knew,  and  of  some  things 
which  I  did  nut.  I  felt  ripely  inclined  to  take  np 
again  the  stor\'  I  had  left  unfinished ;  and  now  I 
have  done  so,  and  have  used  my  friend  as  the  third 
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person,  whom  I  could  permit  to  say  what  he  thought 
of  me  from  time  to  time,  and  to  tell  of  incidents  1 
did  not  see,  or  record  impressions  and  emotions  of 
his  own.  This  latter  privilege  pleases  me  becanse  I 
shall,  besides  my  own  story,  be  able  to  let  those  dear 
to  me  gather  fi'om  the  confessions  of  his  journal,  and 
from  my  own  statements,  what  manner  of  person 
waa  the  true  gentleman  and  gallant  soldier  to  whom 
1  owed  so  much. 

I  trust  this  tale  of  an  arduous  struggle  by  a  new 
land  against  a  great  empire  will  make  those  of  my 
own  blood  the  more  desirous  to  serve  their  coun- 
try with  honour  and  earnestness,  and  with  an  abiding 
belief  in  the  great  Ruler  of  events. 

In  my  title  of  this  volume  I  have  called  myself  a 
"  Free  Quaker."  The  terra  has  no  meaning  for  most 
of  the  younger  generation,  and  yet  it  should  tell  a 
story  of  many  sad  spiritual  struggles,  of  much  heart- 
searching  distress,  of  brave  decisions,  and  of  battle 
and  of  camp. 

At  Fifth  and  Arch  streets,  on  an  old  gable,  is  this 
record: 

Bt  General  Subscription, 

For  the  Free  Qctaeebs. 

Erected  a.  d.  1783, 

Of  the  Empire,  8. 

In  the  bnrying-gronnd  across  the  street,  and  in 
and  about  the  sacred  walls  of  Christ  Church,  not  far 
away,  lie  Benjamin  Franklin,  Francis  Hopkinson, 
Peyton  Randolph,  Benjamin  Rush,  and  mamy  a  gal- 
lant soldier  and  sailor  of  the  war  for  freedom. 
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Among:  them,  at  peace  forever,  rest  the  gentle-folks 
who  stood  for  the  king— the  gay  men  and  women  who 
were  neutral,  or  who  cared  little  under  which  George 
they  danced  or  gambled  or  drank  their  old  Madeira. 
It  is  a  neighbourh(K)d  which  should  be  forever  full  of 
interest  to  those  who  love  the  country  of  our  biilh. 
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As  these  pages  will  sliow,  I  have  found  it  agree- 
able, and  at  times  useful,  to  trj-  to  understand,  as 
far  as  in  lue  lay,  not  only  the  men  who  were  my  cap- 
tains or  mates  in  war  or  in  peace,  but  also  nivself.  I 
have  oft«u  been  jmzzled  by  that  well-worn  plirase 
as  to  the  wisdom  of  knowing  thyself,  for  with  what 
manner  of  kuowk'Jge  jou  know  yourself  is  a  gi-ave 
question,  and  it  is  sometimes  more  valuable  Ut  know 
what  is  truly  thought  of  you  by  your  nearest  frientls 
than  to  be  foi'e%-er  teasing  yourself  to  determine 
whether  what  you  have  done  in  the  course  of  your 
hfe  was  just  what  it  should  have  been. 

I  may  be  wrong  in  the  belief  that  my  friend  War- 
der saw  others  more  clearly  than  he  saw  himself. 
He  was  of  that  opinion,  and  lie  says  in  one  place  that 
he  is  like  a  mu-ror,  seeing  all  things  sharply  except 
that  he  saw  not  himself.  Wljetlier  he  judged  me 
justly  or  not,  I  must  leave  t«  others  to  decide.  I 
should  be  glad  to  think  tliat,  in  the  great  account,  I 
shiill  bo  as  kindly  dealt  willi  as  in  the  worn  and 
faded  pages  which  tell  brokenly  of  the  days  of  our 
youth.  I  am  not  ashamed  to  say  that  my  eyes  have 
filled  many  times  as  I  have  lingered  over  these 
records  of  my  friend,  surely  as  sweet  and  true  a 
gentleman  as  I  have  ever  known.  Perhaps  some- 
times they  have  even  overflowed  at  what  they 
read.  Why  are  we  reluctant  to  confess  a  not  ign<»ble 
weakness,  such  as  is,  after  all,  only  the  heart's  con- 
fession of  what  is  best  in  life!  What  becomes  of 
the  tears  of  age! 

This  is  but  a  wearisome  introduction,  and  yet 
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necessary,  for  I  desire  to  use  freely  my  friend's  Jour- 
nal, and  thk  without  perpetual  mention  of  his  name, 
save  as  one  of  the  actors  who  played,  as  I  did,  a 
modest  part  in  the  tumult  of  the  war,  in  which  my 
own  fortunes  and  his  were  so  deeply  concemei  To 
tell  of  my  own  life  without  speaking  freely  of  the 
course  of  a  mighty  story  would  be  quite  impossible. 
I  look  back,  indeed,  with  honest  comfort  on  a  strug- 
gle which  changed  the  history  of  three  nations,  but 
I  am  sure  that  the  war  did  more  for  me  than  I  for 
it.  This  I  saw  in  others.  Some  who  went  into  it 
unformed  lads  came  out  strong  men.  In  others  its 
temptations  seemed  to  find  and  foster  weaknesses  of 
character,  and  to  cultivate  the  hidden  germs  of  evil. 
Of  all  the  examples  of  this  influence,  none  has  seemed 
to  me  so  tragical  as  that  of  General  Arnold,  because, 
being  of  reputable  stock  and  sufficient  means,  gen- 
erous, in  every-day  life  kindly,  and  a  free-handed 
friend,  he  was  also,  as  men  are  now  loath  to  believe, 
a  most  gallant  and  daring  soldier,  a  tender  father, 
and  an  attached  husband.  The  thought  of  the  fall 
of  this  man  fetches  back  to  me,  as  I  write,  the  re- 
membrance of  my  own  lesser  temptations,  and  with 
a  thankful  heart  I  turn  aside  to  the  uneventful  story 
of  my  boyhood  and  its  surroundings. 

I  was  bom  in  the  great  city  Governor  William 
Penn  founded,  in  Pennsylvania,  on  the  banks  of  the 
Delaware,  and  my  earliest  memories  are  of  the  broad 
river,  the  ships,  the  creek  before  our  door,  and  of 
grave  gentlemen  in  straight-collared  coats  and  broad- 
brimmed  beaver  hats. 
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I  began  life  in  a  day  of  stem  role,  and  among  a 
people  who  did  not  concern  themselves  greatly  as  to 
a  child's  having  that  inheritance  of  happiness  with 
which  we  like  to  credit  childhood.  Who  my  people 
were  had  much  to  do  with  my  own  character,  and 
what  those  people  were  and  had  been  it  is  needful  to 
aay  before  I  let  my  story  run  its  natural  and,  I  hope, 
not  uninteresting  course. 

In  my  father's  bedroom,  over  the  fireplace,  hung  a 
pretty  picture  done  in  oils,  by  whom  I  know  not  It 
is  now  in  my  library.  It  represents  a  pleasant  park, 
and  on  a  rise  of  land  a  gray  Jacobean  house,  with, 
at  either  side,  low  wings  cur\'ed  forward,  so  as  to 
embrace  a  oourtA'ard  shut  in  by  railings  and  gilded 
gates.  There  is  also  a  terrace  with  urns  and  flowers. 
I  osed  to  think  it  was  the  king's  palace,  until,  one 
morning,  when  I  was  still  a  child,  Friend  Pember- 
ton  came  to  visit  my  father  with  William  Logan  and 
a  very  gay  gentleman,  Mr.  John  Penn,  he  who  was 
sometime  lieutenant-governor  of  the  province,  and  of 
whom  and  of  his  brother  Richard  great  hopes  were 
conceived  unong  Friends.  I  was  encouraged  by 
Mr.  Penn  to  speak  more  tlian  was  thought  fitting 
for  children  in  those  daj's,  and  because  of  his  rank 
I  escaped  the  reproof  I  should  else  have  met  with. 

He  said  to  my  father. "  The  boy  favours  thy  people." 
Then  he  added,  patting  my  head,  "When  thou  art 
a  man,  my  lad,  thou  shouldst  go  and  see  where  thy 
people  came  from  in  Wales.  I  have  been  at  Wjm- 
cote.  It  is  a  great  house,  with  wings  in  the  Italian 
manner,  and  a  fine  fountain  in  the  court,  and  gates 
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y^hich  were  gilded  when  Charles  11.  came  to  see  the 
|nire,  and  which  are  not  to  be  set  open  again  until 
"another  king  comes  thither." 

Then  I  knew  this  was  the  picture  upstairs,  and 
much  pleased  I  said  eagerly: 

"  My  father  has  it  in  his  bedroom,  and  our  arms 
below  it,  all  painted  most  beautifiil." 

"  Thou  art  a  clever  lad,"  said  the  young  lieutenant- 
governor,  "  and  I  must  have  described  it  well.  Let 
us  have  a  look  at  it,  Friend  WjTine." 

But  my  mother,  seeing  that  William  Logan  and 
Friend  Pemberton  were  silent  and  gi-uve,  and  that  my 
father  looked  ill  plejised,  made  haste  to  make  ex- 
cuse, because  it  was  springtime  and  the  annual  house- 
cleaning  was  going  on. 

Mr.  Penn  cried  out  merrily,  "  I  see  that  the  elders 
are  shocked  at  thee,  Friend  Wynne,  because  of  these 
vanities  of  arms  and  pictures ;  but  there  is  .good 
heraldry  on  the  tankard  out  of  which  I  drank  James 
Pemberton's  beer  yesterday.  Fie,  fie.  Friend  James ! " 
Then  he  bowed  to  my  mother  very  courteously,  and 
said  to  my  father,  "  I  hope  I  have  not  got  thy  boy 
into  difficulties  because  I  reminded  him  that  he  is 
come  of  gentles." 

"No,  no,"  said  my  mother. 

"  I  know  the  arms,  madam,  and  well  too :  quar- 
terly, three  eagles  di.splayed  in  fesse,  and—" 

"Thou  wilt  pardon  me,  Friend  Penn,"  said  my 
father,  curtly.  "  These  are  the  follies  of  a  world  which 
concerns  not  those  of  our  society.  Tlie  lad's  aunt  has 
put  enough  of  such  nonsense  into  his  head  already." 


"Let  it  pass,  then,"  returned  the  young  lieutenant- 
governor,  with  good  humour  •  "  but  I  hope,  as  I  said, 
that  I  have  made  no  trouble  for  tliis  stout  boy  of 
thine." 

My  father  replied  deliberately,  "  There  is  no  harm 
done."  He  was  too  proud  to  defend  himself,  but  I 
heard  long  after  that  he  wa.s  taken  to  task  l>y  Thomas 
Scattergood  and  another  for  tliese  vanities  of  arms 
and  pictures.  He  told  them  that  he  put  the  picture 
where  none  saw  it  but  ouraelves,  and,  when  they  per- 
sisted, reminded  them  sharply,  as  Mr.  Penn  had  done, 
of  the  crests  on  their  own  silver,  by  which  these 
Friends  of  Welsh  descent  set  much  store. 

I  remember  that,  when  the  gay  young  lieutenant- 
governor  had  taken  his  leave,  my  father  said  to  my 
mother,  "  Was  it  thou  who  didst  tell  the  boy  this  fool- 
ishness of  these  being  our  arms  and  the  like,  or  was 
it  my  sister  Gainort" 

Upon  this  my  mother  drew  up  her  brows,  and 
spread  her  palms  out, — a  Fremch  way  she  had,— and 
cried,  "Are  they  not  thy  armst  Wherefore  should 
we  be  ashamed  to  confess  itf 

I  suppose  thi.s  puzzled  huu,  for  ha  merely  added, 
"Too  much  may  be  made  of  such  vanities." 

All  of  this  I  but  dimly  recall.  It  is  one  of  the 
earliest  recollections  of  my  childhood,  and,  being  out 
of  the  common,  was,  I  suppose,  for  that  reason  better 
remembered. 

I  do  not  know  how  old  I  was  when,  at  this  time, 
Mr.  Penn,  in  a  neat  wig  with  side  rolls,  and  dressed 
very  gaudy,  aroused  my  curiosity  as  to  these  folks  in 
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Wales.  It  was  Inng  after,  and  niily  by  degrrees,  that 
I  learned  the  following  facts,  which  were  in  time  to 
have  a  great  iutlutnce  on  my  own  life  and  its  varied 
fortunes. 

In  or  about  the  year  1671,  and  of  course  before 
Mr.  Penn,  the  proprietary,  came  over,  ray  gnmdfatlier 
had  crossed  the  sea,  and  settled  near  Chester  on 
lands  belonging  to  the  Swedes.  The  reason  of  his 
coming  was  this :  about  16G9  the  Welsh  of  the  Eng- 
lish church  and  the  magistrates  were  greatly  stirred 
to  wrath  against  the  people  called  Quakers,  because 
of  their  refusal  to  pay  tithes.  Among  these  offen- 
ders was  no  smaU  number  of  the  lesser  gentry,  espe- 
cially they  of  Merionethshire. 

My  grandfather,  Hugh  Wynne,  was  the  son  and 
successor  of  Godfrey  Wynne,  of  WjTicote.  How 
he  chanced  to  be  born  among  these  hot-blooded 
Wynnes  I  do  not  comprehend.  He  is  said  to  have 
been  gay  in  his  early  days,  but  in  young  manhood  to 
have  become  averse  to  the  wild  ways  of  his  breed, 
and  to  have  taken  a  serious  aud  contemplative  turn. 
Falling  in  with  preachers  of  the  people  called  Qua- 
kers, he  left  the  church  of  the  establishment,  gave  up 
hunting,  ate  his  game-cocks,  and  took  to  straight  col- 
lars, plain  clothes,  and  plain  talk.  Wlien  he  refused 
to  pay  the  tithes  he  was  fined,  and  at  last  cast  into 
prison  in  Shrewsbury  Gate  House,  where  he  lay  for 
a  year,  with  no  more  mind  to  be  taxed  for  a  hire- 
ling ministry  at  the  end  of  that  time  than  at  the 
beginning. 

His  next  brother,  William,  a  chorclunan  as  men 
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go,  eeems  to  have  loved  him,  althongh  he  was  him- 
nelf  a  rollicking  fox-honter;  and,  seeing  that  Hugh 
wonld  die  if  left  in  this  duress,  engaged  him  to  go  to 
America.  Upon  his  agreeing  to  make  over  his  estate 
to  William,  those  in  authority  readily  consented  to 
his  liberation,  since  William  had  no  scruples  as  to 
the  matter  of  tithes,  and  with  liim  there  would  be  no 
further  trouble.  Thus  it  came  about  that  my  grand- 
father Hugh  left  Wales.  He  had  with  him,  I  pre- 
sume, enough  of  means  to  enable  him  to  make  a 
start  in  Pennsylvania.  It  could  not  have  been  much. 
He  carried  also,  what  no  doubt  he  valued,  a  certifi- 
cate of  removal  from  the  Quarterly  Meeting  held  at 
Tyddyn  y  Garreg.  I  have  this  singular  document. 
In  it  is  said  of  him  and  of  his  wife,  Ellin  ("for 
whom  it  may  concern  "),  that  "  they  are  faithfull  and 
beloved  Friends,  well  known  to  be  serviceable  unto 
Friends  and  brethren,  since  they  have  become  con- 
vinced; of  a  blameless  and  savory  conversation. 
Also  are  Psons  Dearly  beloved  of  all  Souls.  His 
testimony  sweet  and  tender,  reaching  to  the  quicking 
seed  of  life ;  we  cannot  alsoe  but  bemoan  the  want 
of  his  company,  for  that  in  difficult  occasion  he  was 
sted-fast— nor  was  one  to  be  turned  aside.  He  is  now 
seasonable  in  intention  for  tlie  Plantations,  in  order 
into  finding  his  way  clear,  and  freedom  in  the  truth 
according  to  the  measure  manifested  unto  him,"  etc. 
And  80  the  strong-minded  man  is  commended  to 
Friends  across  the  seas.  In  the  records  of  tlie  meet- 
ings for  .sufferings  in  England  are  certain  of  his  let- 
ters from  the  jail.    How  his  character  descended  to 
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my  sterner  parent,  and,  throngh  another  generation, 
to  me,  and  how  the  coming  in  of  my  mother's  gen- 
tler blood  helped  in  after-days,  and  amid  stir  of 
war,  to  modify  in  me,  this  present  writer,  the  ruder 
qualities  of  my  race,  I  may  hope  to  set  forth. 

William  died  suddenly  in  1679  without  children, 
and  was  succeeded  by  the  third  brother,  Owen.  This 
gentleman  lived  the  life  of  his  time,  and,  dying  in 
1700  of  much  beer  and  many  strong  waters,  left  one 
Bou,  Owen,  a  minor.  What  witli  executors  and  other 
evils,  the  estate  now  went  from  ill  to  worse.  Owen 
Wynne  2d  was  in  no  haste,  anil  thus  married  as  late  as 
somewhere  about  1740,  and  had  issue,  William,  and 
later,  in  1744,  a  second  son,  Arthur,  and  perhaps 
others;  but  of  all  this  I  heard  naught  until  many 
years  after,  as  I  have  already  said. 

It  may  seem  a  weak  and  careless  thing  for  a  man 
thus  to  cast  away  his  father's  lands  as  my  ancestor 
did ;  but  what  he  gave  up  was  a  poor  estate,  embar- 
rassed with  mortgages  and  lessened  by  fines,  until 
the  income  was,  I  suspect,  but  small.  Certain  it  is 
that  the  freedom  to  worship  God  as  he  pleased  was 
more  to  him  than  wealth,  and  assiu-edly  not  to  be 
Bet  against  a  so  meagre  estate,  where  he  must  have 
lived  among  enmities,  or  must  have  diced,  dnmk,  and 
hunted  with  the  rest  of  his  kinsmen  and  neighbours. 

I  have  a  faint  memory  of  my  aunt,  Gainor  Wynne, 
as  being  fond  of  discussing  the  matter,  and  of  how 
angry  this  used  to  make  my  father.  She  had  a 
notion  that  my  father  knew  more  than  he  was  will- 
ing to  say,  and  that  there  had  been  something  further 
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agreed  between  the  brothers,  although  what  this  was 
she  knew  not,  nor  ever  did  for  many  a  day.  She  was 
given,  however,  to  filling  my  young  fancy  with  tales 
abont  the  greatness  of  these  Wj'nnes,  and  of  how  the 
old  homestead,  rebuilded  in  James  I.'s  reign,  had 
been  the  nest  of  Wynnes  past  the  memory  of  man. 
Be  all  this  as  it  may,  we  had  lost  Wyncote  for  the 
love  of  a  freer  air,  althongh  all  this  did  not  much 
concern  me  in  the  days  of  which  I  now  write. 

Under  the  mild  and  jnst  rule  of  the  proprietary, 
my  grandfather  Hugh  prospered,  and  in  torn  his  son 
John,  my  father,  to  a  far  greater  extent  Their  old 
home  in  Wales  became  to  them,  as  time  went  on,  less 
and  leas  important.  Their  acres  here  in  Merion  and 
Backs  were  more  numerous  and  more  fertile.  I  may 
add  that  the  possession  of  many  slaves  in  Marj-land, 
and  a  few  iu  Pennsylvania,  gave  them  the  feeling  of 
authority  and  position,  which  the  colonial  was  apt  to 
lose  in  the  presence  of  his  English  rulers,  who,  being 
in  those  days  principally  gentlemen  of  the  army, 
were  given  to  assuming  airs  of  superiority. 

In  a  word,  my  grandfather,  a  man  of  ejccellent  \\nts 
and  of  much  importance,  was  of  the  council  of  Wil- 
liam Penn,  and,  as  one  of  his  chosen  adnsers,  much 
engaged  in  his  difficulties  with  the  Lord  Baltimore 
an  U}  the  lumndaries  of  the  lands  held  of  the  crown, 
Fiuully,  when,  as  Penu  says,  "  I  could  not  prevail 
with  my  wife  to  stay,  and  still  less  with  Tishe," 
which  was  short  for  Lwtitia,  his  daughter,  an  obsti- 
nate wench,  it  was  to  men  like  Markham,  Logan, 
and  my  grandfather  that  he  gave  his  foil  confidence 
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and  delegated  his  authority ;  so  that  Hugh  Wynne 
had  become,  long  before  his  death,  a  person  of  so 
much  greater  condition  than  the  small  squires  to 
whom  he  had  given  up  his  estate,  that  he  was 
like  Joseph  in  this  new  land.  What  with  the  indif- 
ference come  of  large  means,  and  disgust  for  a 
country  where  he  had  been  ill  treated,  he  probably 
ceased  to  think  of  his  forefathers'  life  in  Wales  as 
of  a  thing  either  desirable  or  in  any  way  suited  to 
his  own  creed. 

Soon  the  letters,  which  at  first  were  frequent,  that 
is,  coming  twice  a  year,  when  the  London  packet 
arrived  or  departed,  became  rare  j  and  if,  on  the 
death  of  my  great-uncle  William,  they  ceased,  or  if 
any  passed  later  between  us  and  the  next  holder 
of  Wyncote,  I  never  knew.  The  Welsh  squires  had 
our  homestead,  and  wo  our  better  portion  of  wealth 
and  freedom  in  this  new  laud.  And  so  ended  my 
knowledge  of  this  matter  for  many  a  year. 

You  wUl  readily  understand  that  the  rude  life 
of  a  fox-hunting  squire  or  the  position  of  a  strict 
Quaker  on  a  but  moderate  estate  in  Merionethshire 
would  have  had  little  to  tempt  mj'  father.  Yet  one 
thing  remained  with  him  awhile  as  an  unchanged 
inheritance,  to  which,  so  far  as  I  remember,  he  only 
once  alluded.  Indeed,  I  should  never  have  guessed 
that  he  gave  the  matter  a  thought  but  for  that  visit 
of  Mr.  John  Penn,  and  the  way  it  recurred  to  me  in 
later  days  in  connection  with  an  incident  concerning' 
the  picture  and  -the  blazoned  arms. 

I  think  he  cared  less  and  le; 
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earlier  days  he  Aay  still  have  liked  to  remember 
that  he  might  have  been  Wynne  of  Wyncote;  but 
this  is  a  mere  guess  on  my  part.  Pride  spiritual  is 
a  master  passion,  and  certain  it  is  that  the  creed  and 
ways  of  Fox  and  Pcnn  became  to  him,  as  years  cre- 
ated habits,  of  an  imixtrtance  far  beyond  the  pride 
which  values  ancient  blood  or  a  stainless  shield. 

The  old  house,  which  was  built  much  in  the  same 
fashion  as  the  great  mansiou  of  my  Lord  Dysart  on 
the  Thames  near  to  Richmond,  but  smaller,  was,  after 
all,  his  family  home.  The  picture  and  the  arms  were 
hid  away  in  deference  to  opinions  by  which  in  gen- 
eral he  more  and  more  sternly  abided.  Once,  when 
I  was  older,  I  went  into  his  bedroom,  and  was  sur- 
prised to  find  him  standing  before  the  hearth,  his 
hands  crossed  behind  his  back,  looking  earnestly  at 
the  brightly  coloured  shield  beneatb  the  picture  of 
Wyncote.  I  knew  too  well  to  disturb  him  iif  these 
silent  moods,  but  hearing  my  steps,  he  suddenly 
called  me  to  him.  I  obeyed  with  the  dread  his  stern- 
ness always  caused  me.  To  my  astonisliment,  his 
face  was  flushed  and  his  eyes  were  moist.  lie  laid 
his  hand  on  my  shoulder,  and  clutched  it  hard  as  he 
spoke.  He  did  not  turn,  but,  still  looking  up  at  the 
arms,  said,  in  a  voice  which  paused  between  the  words 
and  sounded  strange : 

"  I  have  been  insulted  to-day,  Hugh,  by  the  man 
Thomas  Bradford.  I  thank  God  that  the  Spirit  pre- 
vailed with  me  to  answer  him  in  Christian  meekness. 
He  came  near  to  worse  things  than  harsh  words. 
Be  warned,  my  son.    It  i^  a  terrible  set-back  &om 
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right  living  to  come  of  a  hot-blooded  breed  like 
these  Wynnes." 

I  looked  up  at  him  as  he  spoke.  He  was  smiling. 
"  But  not  all  bad,  Hugh,  not  all  bad.  Remember 
that  it  is  something,  in  this  nest  of  disloyal  traders, 
to  have  come  of  gentle  blood." 

Then  he  left  gazing  on  the  arms  and  the  old  home 
of  our  people,  and  said  severely,  "Hast  thou  gotten 
thy  tasks  to-day ! " 

"Yes." 

"  It  has  not  been  so  of  late.  I  hope  thou  hast  con> 
sidered  before  speaking.  If  I  hear  no  b«'tter  of  thee 
soon  thou  wilt  repent  it.  It  is  time  thou  shuuldst 
take  thy  life  more  seriously.  What  I  have  said  is 
for  no  ear  but  thine." 

I  went  away  with  a  vague  feeling  that  I  had  suf- 
fered for  Mr.  Bradford,  and  on  a<!count  of  my  father's 
refusal  to  join  in  resistance  to  the  Stamp  Act ;  for 
this  was  in  November,  1765,  and  I  was  then  fully 
twelve  years  of  age. 

My  father's  confession,  and  all  he  had  said  follow- 
ing it,  made  upon  me  one  of  those  lasting  impres- 
sions which  are  rare  in  youth,  but  wluoh  may  have  a 
great  influence  on  the  life  of  a  man.  Now  all  the 
boys  were  against  the  Stamp  Act,  and  I  had  at  the 
moment  a  sudden  fear  at  being  opposed  to  ray  father. 
I  had,  too,  a  feeling  of  personal  shame  because  tliis 
strong  man,  whom  I  dreaded  on  account  of  his  sever- 
ity, should  have  been  so  overwhelmed  by  an  insult. 
There  was  at  this  period,  and  later,  much  going  on 
in  my  outer  life  to  lessen  the  relentless  influence  of 


the  creed  of  conduct  which  prevailed  in  our  home  for 
me^  and  for  all  of  our  house.  I  had  even  then  begun 
to  suspect  at  school  that  non-resistance  did  not  add 
permanently  to  the  comfort  of  life.  I  was  sorry  that 
my  father  had  not  resorted  to  stronger  measures 
with  Mr.  Bradford,  a  gentleman  whom,  in  after- 
years,  I  learned  greatly  to  respect. 

More  than  anj-thing  else,  this  exceptional  experi- 
ence as  to  my  father  left  me  with  a  great  desire  to 
know  more  of  these  Wynnes,  and  with  a  certain  share 
of  that  pride  of  race,  which,  to  my  surprise,  as  I  think 
it  over  now,  was  at  that  time  in  my  father's  esteem 
a  possession  of  value.  I  am  bound  to  add  that  I  also 
felt  some  self-importance  at  being  intrusted  with 
this  secret,  for  snch  indeed  it  was. 

Before  my  grandfather  left  Wales  he  had  married 
a  distant  cousin,  Ellin  Owen,  and  on  her  death,  child- 
less, he  took  to  wife,  many  years  later,  her  younger  sis- 
ter, Gainor ; '  for  these  Owens,  our  kinsmen,  had  also 
become  FriencLs,  and  bad  followed  my  grandfather's 
example  in  leaving  their  home  in  Merionethshire.  To 
this  second  marriage,  which  occurred  in  1713,  were 
l>om  my  aunt,  Gainer  Wynne,  and,  two  years  later, 
my  fatlier,  John  Wjrnne.  I  have  no  remembrance 
of  either  grandparent.  Both  lie  in  the  ground  at 
Merion  Meeting-house,  under  nameless,  unmarked 
graves,  after  the  manner  of  Friends.     I  like  it  not. 

My  father,  l>eing  a  stem  and  silent  man,  must 
needs  be  caught  by  his  very  opposite,  and,  accord- 

'  Thus  early  we  Hhed  the  English  prejudice  against  : 
riago  with  a  deceased  wife's  sister. 
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iug  to  this  law  of  our  nature,  fell  iu  love  with  Marie 
Ueauvais,  the  orphan  of  a  French  gentleman  who 
had  become  a  Quaker,  and  was  of  that  part  of  France 
called  the  Midi.  Of  tliis  marriage  I  was  the  only 
surviving  offspring,  my  sister  Ellin  dying  when  I 
was  an  infant.  I  was  bom  in  the  city  of  Penn,  on 
January-  9,  1753,  at  9  p.  M. 


IIAVE  but  to  close  my  eyes  to  see  the 
house  in  \vi]ii;h  I  lived  in  my  youth.  It 
stood  iu  tlie  city  of  l\nm,  Lack  from  the 
low  bluif  of  Dock  Creek,  near  to  Walnut 
street.  Tlie  garden  sti*etclieil  dowii  to 
the  water,  aud  before  tLe  door  were  still  left  on  either 
side  two  great  hemlock-spruces,  which  must  have 
been  part  of  tJie  noble  w(jods  under  wbich  the  first 
settlei*s  found  shelter.  Behind  the  house  was  a  sepa- 
rate building,  long  and  low,  iu  which  all  the  cook- 
ing was  done,  and  upstairs  were  the  i-ooms  where 
the  slaves  dwelt  apart. 

The  great  garden  stretxjhed  westward  as  far  as 
Third  street,  and  was  full  of  fine  fruit-trees,  and  in 
the  autumn  of  melons,  first  brought  hither  in  one  of 
my  father's  ships.  Ilerbs  and  simples  were  not  want- 
ing, nor  hemes,  for  all  good  housewives  in  those  days 
were  expected  to  be  able  to  treat  colds  and  the  lesser 
maladies  with  simples,  as  they  were  called,  and  to  pro- 
vide abundantly  jams  and  conserves  of  divers  kinds. 
There  were  many  flowers  too,  and  my  mother  loved 
to  make  a  home  here  for  the  wildings  she  found  in 
the  governor's  woods.  I  have  heard  her  regi*et  that 
the  most  delicious  of  all  the  growths  of  spring,  the 
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gTonnd-sweet,  which  I  think  they  iiow  call  arbntns, 
would  not  prosper  out  of  its  forest  shelter. 

The  house  was  of  black  and  red  brick,  and  double ; 
that  is,  with  two  windows  on  each  side  of  a  white 
Doric  doorway,  having  something  portly  about  it.  I 
use  the  word  as  Dr.  Johnson  defines  it :  a  house  of 
port,  with  a  look  of  sufficiency,  and,  too,  of  ready 
hospitality,  which  was  due,  I  think,  to  the  upper 
half  of  the  door  being  open  a  good  part  of  the  year. 
I  recall  also  the  biUl's-eye  of  thick  glass  in  the  upper 
half -door,  and  below  it  a  gi-cat  brass  knocker.  In  the 
white  shutters  were  cut  crescentic  openings,  which 
lookwl  at  night  like  half-shut  eyes  when  there  were 
lights  within  tie  rooms.  In  tlie  hall  were  hung  on 
pegs  leathern  buckets.  They  were  painted  green, 
and  bore,  in  yellow  letters,  ''  Fire  "  and  ''  J.  W." 

The  day  I  went  to  school  for  the  first  time  is  very 
clear  in  ray  memory.  I  can  see  myself,  a  stout  little 
fellow  about  eight  years  old,  clad  in  gray  homespun, 
with  breeches,  low  shoes,  and  a  low,  flat  beaver  hat. 
I  can  hear  my  mother  say,  "  Here  are  two  big  apples 
for  thy  master,"  it  being  the  custom  so  to  propitiate 
pedagogues.  Often  afterward  I  took  eggs  in  a  little 
basket,  or  fiowers,  and  others  did  the  like. 

"Now  run  !  run  !  "  she  cried,  "  and  be  a  good  boy ; 
run,  or  thou  wilt  be  late."  And  she  clapped  her 
bands  as  I  sped  away,  now  and  then  looking  back 
over  my  shoulder. 

I  remember  as  well  my  return  home  to  this  solid 
house,  this  first  day  of  ray  goiug  to  school.  One  is 
apt  to  associate  events  with  persons,  and  my  mother 
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stood  leaning  on  the  half-door  as  I  came  running 
back.  She  was  some  little  reassured  to  see  me  smil- 
ing, for,  to  tell  tlie  truth,  I  had  been  mightily  scared 
at  my  new  venture. 

This  sweet  and  most  tender-hearted  lady  wore,  as 
you  may  like  to  know,  a  gray  gowu,  and  a  blue  chintz 
apron  fastened  over  the  shoulders  with  wide  bands. 
On  her  head  was  a  very  broad-brimmed  white  beavei' 
hat,  low  in  the  crown,  and  tied  by  silk  cords  under 
her  chin.  She  had  a  great  quantity  of  bro\m  hair, 
among  wliieh  was  one  wide  strand  of  gi*ay.  Tliis 
she  had  from  youth,  I  have  been  told.  It  was  all 
very  silken,  and  so  curly  that  it  was  ever  in  rebellion 
against  the  custom  of  Friends,  which  woiUd  have  had 
it  flat  on  the  t«mples.  Indeed,  I  never  saw  it  so,  for, 
whether  at  the  back  or  at  the  front,  it  was  wont  to 
escape  in  large  curls.  Nor  do  I  think  she  disliked 
this  worldly  wilfidncss,  for  which  nature  had  pro- 
vided an  unanswerable  excuse.  She  hatl  serious  blue 
eyes,  very  large  and  wide  open,  so  that  the  cle-ar  white 
was  seen  all  aroiuid  the  blue,  and  with  a  constant  look 
as  if  of  gentle  surprise.  In  middle  life  she  was 
still  pliant  and  well  rounded,  with  a  certain  compli- 
ment of  fresh  prettiuess  in  whatever  gesture  she 
addressed  to  frieud  or  guest.  Some  said  it  was  a 
French  way,  and  indeed  she  made  more  use  of  her 
bands  in  speech  than  was  common  among  people  of 
British  race. 

Her  goodness  seems  to  me  to  have  been  instinc- 
tive, and  to  have  needed  neither  thought  nor  effort. 
Her  faults,  as  I  think  of  her,  were  mostly  such  as 
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arise  from  excess  of  loving  and  of  noble  moods. 
She  would  be  lavish  where  she  had  better  have  been 
merely  generous,  or  rash  where  some  would  have 
lacked  even  the  commoner  qualities  of  courage.  In- 
deed, as  to  this,  she  feared  no  one— neither  my  grave 
father  nor  the  grimmest  of  inquisitive  committees  of 
Friends. 

As  I  came  slie  set  those  large,  childlike  eyes  on  me, 
and  opening  the  lower  half-door,  cried  out : 

"  I  could  scarce  wait  for  thee !  I  ^vish  I  coiild  have 
gone  with  thee,  Hugh ;  and  was  it  dreadful  1  Come, 
let  OS  see  thy  little  book.  And  did  they  praise  thy 
reading?  Didst  tliou  tell  them  I  taught  thee?  There 
are  girls,  I  hear,"  and  so  on— a  way  she  hatl  of  ask- 
ing many  questions  without  waiting  for  a  reply. 

As  we  chatted  we  passed  through  Uic  hall,  where 
tall  mahogany  chairs  stood  daik  agiijnst  the  white- 
washed walls,  such  as  were  ia  all  the  rooms.  Joyous 
at  escape  from  school,  and  it«  confluoment  of  three 
long,  weary  hours,  from  eight  to  eleven,  I  dropjK'd 
my  mother's  hand,  and,  running  a  little,  slid  down 
the  long  entry  over  the  thinly  saiuled  rtoor,  and  then 
slipping,  came  down  with  a  rueful  countenance,  as 
nature,  foreseeing  results,  meant  that  a  boy  should 
descend  when  his  legs  fail  hira.  My  mother  s»it  down 
on  a  settle,  and  spread  out  both  palms  toward  me, 
laughing,  and  crying  out : 

"  So  near  are  joy  and  grief,  my  friends,  in  this 
world  of  sorrow." 

This  was  said  so  exactly  with  the  voice  and  man- 
ner of  a  famous  preacher  of  our  Meeting  that  even 


I,  a  lad  then  of  only  eight  years,  recognised  the 
unitatiou.  Indeed,  she  was  wonderful  at  this  trick 
of  mimicry,  a  thing  most  odious  among  Friends. 
As  I  smiled,  hearing  her,  I  was  aware  of  my  father 
in  the  open  doorway  of  the  sitting-room,  tall,  strong, 
with  much  iron-gi*ay  hair.  Within  I  saw  several 
Friends,  large  rosy  men  in  drab,  with  horn  buttons 
and  sti-aight  colhirs,  tlieir  stout  legs  clad  in  dai*k  silk 
hose,  without  the  paste  or  silver  buckles  then  in  use. 
All  wore  broud-brimiued,  low  beavers,  and  their 
gold-headed  canes  rested  between  their  knees. 

My  father  said  to  me,  in  his  shar|i  way, "  Take  thy 
noise  out  into  the  orchard.  The  child  disturbs  us, 
wife.  Thon  shouldst  know  better.  A  committee  of 
overseers  is  with  me."  He  disliked  the  name  Marie, 
and  was  never  heai'd  to  use  it,  nor  even  its  English 
equivalent. 

Upon  tliis  the  dear  lady  murmured,  "Let  us  fly, 
Hugh,"  and  she  ran  on  tiptoe  along  the  hall  with 
me,  while  my  father  closed  the  door.  "  Come,"  she 
added,  "and  see  t!ie  floor.  I  am  proud  of  it.  We 
have  friends  to  eat  dinner  with  us  at  two." 

The  great  room  where  we  took  our  meals  is  still 
clear  in  my  mind.  The  floor  was  two  inches  deep  in 
white  sand,  in  which  were  carefully  traced  zigzag 
lines,  with  odd  patterns  in  the  corners.  A  bare 
table  of  weU-rubbed  mahogany  stood  in  the  middle, 
with  a  thin  board  or  two  laid  on  the  sand,  that  the 
taV>le  might  be  set  without  disturbing  tlie  patterns. 
In  the  corners  were  glass-covered  buffets,  full  of  sil- 
ver and  Delft  ware ;  and  a  punch-bowl  of  Chelsea  was 
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on  the  broad  window-ledge,  with  a  silver-mounted 
cocoauut  ladle. 

"  The  floor  is  pretty,"  she  said,  regarding  it  with 
pride,  "  and  I  would  make  flowers  too,  but  that  thy 
father  thinks  it  vain,  and  Friend  Penibertou  would 
set  his  bridge  spectacles  on  his  nose,  and  look  at  me, 
until  I  said  naughty  words,  oh,  very !  Come  out ;  I 
will  find  thee  some  ripe  damsons,  and  save  thee  cake 
for  thy  supper,  if  Friend  Wai-der  does  not  eat  it  all. 
He  is  a  httle  man,  and  eats  much.  A  sohcitous  man," 
and  she  became  of  a  sudden  the  person  she  had  in 
mind,  looking  somehow  feeble  and  cautious  and  un- 
ea.sy,  with  arms  at  length,  and  the  palms  turned 
forward,  so  that  I  knew  it  for  Joseph  Warder,  a  fre- 
quent caller,  of  whom  more  hereafter. 

"  What  is  so— solicitous  T "  I  said. 

"  Oh,  too  fearful  concerning  what  may  be  thought 
of  him.  Vanity,  vanity !  Come,  let  us  run  down  the 
garden.  Canst  thou  eatch  me,  Hugh  f"  And  with 
this  she  fled  away,  under  the  back  stoop  and  tlu-ough 
the  trees,  light  and  active,  her  curls  tumbling  out, 
while  I  hurried  aft^i-r  her,  mindful  of  damsons,  and 
wondering  how  much  cake  Friend  Warder  would 
leave  for  my  comfort  at  evening. 

Dear,  ever  dear  lady,  seen  through  tlie  mist  of 
years !  None  was  like  you,  and  none  as  dear,  save 
one  who  had  as  brave  a  soul,  but  far  other  ways  and 
charms. 

And  thus  began  my  life  at  school,  to  which  I  went 
twice  a  day,  my  father  not  approving  of  the  plan  of 
three  sessions  a  day,  which  was  common,  nor,  for 
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some  reason,  I  know  not  what,  of  schools  kept  by 
Friends.  So  it  was  thnt  I  set  out  before  eight,  and 
went  again  from  two  to  four.  My  master,  David 
Dove,  kept  Ms  8chw>I  in  Vidall's  Alley,  nigh  to 
Chestnut,  above  Seeoud.  Thei-e  were  many  boys  and 
girls,  and  of  the  former  John  Wai'der,  and  iiraydon, 
who  wrote  certain  memoirs  long  after.  His  mother, 
a  widow,  kept  boanlers  in  the  great  Slate-roof  House 
near  by ;  for  in  those  days  this  was  a  common  re- 
source of  decayed  gentlewomen,  and  by  no  means 
affected  their  social  (wsition.  Here  came  many 
officers  to  stay,  and  their  red  coats  used  to  please  my 
eyes  as  I  went  by  the  jwrch,  where  at  evening  I  saw 
them  smoking  long  pipes,  and  sajang  not  very  nice 
things  of  the  local  gentry,  or  of  the  women  as  they 
passed  by,  and  calling  "  Mohair ! "  after  the  gentle- 
men, a  manner  of  army  word  of  contempt  for  citizens. 
I  liked  well  enough  the  freedom  I  now  enjoyed,  and 
found  it  to  my  fancy  to  wander  a  little  on  my  way  to 
school,  although  usually  I  followed  the  creek,  and, 
where  Se(.'.ond  street  crossed  it,  lingered  on  tlie  briilge 
to  watch  the  barges  or  galleys  come  up  at  full  of  tide 
to  the  back  of  the  warehouses  on  the  northeast  bank, 
I  have  observed  that  teachers  are  often  eccentric, 
and  surely  David  Dove  was  no  exception,  nor  do  I 
now  know  why  so  odd  a  person  was  chosen  by  many 
for  tlie  care  of  youth.  I  fancy  my  mother  had  to  do 
with  the  choice  in  my  case,  and  was  influenced  by 
the  fact  that  Dove  rarely  used  the  birch,  but  had  a 
queer  fancy  for  setting  culprits  on  a  .stool,  with  the 
birch  switch  stuck  in  the  back  of  the  jacket,  so  jis  to 
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stand  up  behind  the  head.  I  hated  tliis,  and  would 
rather  have  been  birched  seatndum  artetn  than  to 
have  seen  the  girls  giggling  at  me.  I  changed  my 
opinion  later. 

Thus  my  uneventful  life  ran  on,  while  I  learned  to 
write,  and  ae^uired,  with  other  simple  kuowltidge, 
enough  of  Latin  and  Greek  to  fit  me  for  entrance  at 
theacwiemy,  which  Dr.  Franklin  had  founded  in  1750, 
in  the  hall  on  Fourth  street,  buUt  for  Whitefield's 
preaching. 

At  this  time  I  fell  mucli  into  the  company  of  Jolm 
Warder,  a  lad  of  my  own  age,  and  a  son  of  tliat 
Joseph  who  liked  aike,  and  was,  as  my  mother  said, 
sobcitous.  Most  of  the  games  of  boys  were  not 
esteemed  fitting  by  Friends,  and  hence  we  were 
somewhat  limited  in  our  resources ;  but  to  fish  in  the 
creek  we  were  free ;  also  to  haunt  the  ships  and  hoar 
aea  yams,  and  to  skate  in  winter,  were  not  forbidden. 
Jack  Warder  I  took  to  because  he  was  fidl  of  stories, 
and  would  imagine  what  tilings  might  chance  to  my 
father's  ships  in  the  West  Indies ;  but  why,  in  those 
early  days,  he  liked  me,  I  do  not  know. 

Our  school  life  with  Dove  ended  after  four  yeans 
in  an  odd  fashion.  I  was  then  about  twelve,  and 
had  become  a  vigortjus,  daring  b(»y,  with,  as  it  now 
seems  to  me,  something  of  the  fortunate  gaiety  of 
my  mother.  Other  la<ls  thought  it  singular  that  in 
l>eril  I  became  strangely  vivacious ;  but  underneath 
I  had  a  share  of  the  relentless  firmness  of  my  father, 
and  of  his  vast  dislike  of  failure,  and  of  his  love  of 
truth.    I  have  often  thought  that  the  father  in  me 


saved  me  from  tlie  consequences  of  so  much  of  my 
mother's  gentler  nature  as  might  have  done  me  harm 
in  the  rude  conflicts  of  life. 

David  Dove,  aniou";  other  odd  ways,  devisetl  a  plan 
for  ptuushiug  the  uupunetual  wliich  had  consider- 
able success.  One  day,  when  I  had  far  overstayed 
the  hour  of  eight,  by  reason  of  having  climbed  into 
Friend  Pemberton's  gai'deus,  wiicre  I  was  tempted  by 
many  green  apples,  1  was  met  by  four  older  boys.  One 
had  a  lantern,  which,  with  much  laughter,  he  tied 
about  my  neck,  and  one,  marching  before,  rang  a  bell. 
I  had  seen  this  (jueer  punislimeut  fall  on  others,  and 
certainly  the  iiniuscTm'ut  shown  by  people  in  the 
streets  wouhl  not  have  hurt  me  compared  with  the 
advantage  of  pockets  fidl  of  apples,  had  I  not  of  s 
sudden  seen  my  father,  who  usually  breakfasted  at 
six,  and  was  at  his  warehouse  by  seven.  He  looked 
at  me  composedly,  but  went  past  us  saying  nothing. 

On  my  return  about  eleven,  he  unluckily  met  me 
in  the  garden,  for  I  had  gone  the  back  way  in  order 
to  hide  my  apples.  I  had  an  unpleasant  half -hour, 
despite  my  ni other's  tears,  and  was  sent  at  once  to 
confess  to  Friend  James  Pemberton.  The  good 
man  said  I  was  a  naughty  boy,  but  must  come  later 
when  the  apjiles  were  red  ripe,  and  I  should  take  all 
I  wanted,  and  I  nught  fetdi  witJi  me  another  boy, 
or  even  two.  I  never  forgot  this,  and  did  him  some 
good  turns  in  after-years,  and  right  gladly  too. 

In  my  o\m  mind  I  associated  David  Dove  with 
this  painful  interview  with  my  father.  I  disliked 
him  the  more  because,  when  the  procession  entered 
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the  school,  a  little  girl  for  whom  Warder  and  I  had 
a  Iwy  frif  udship,  in  place  of  laughing,  as  did  tie  rest, 
for  some  reason  began  to  ci"y.  Tliis  angered  the 
master,  who  had  the  lack  of  self-coutrol  often  seen  in 
eccentric  people.  He  asked  why  slie  cried,  and  on 
her  sobbing  out  that  it  was  because  she  was  soiry 
for  me,  he  bade  her  take  off  her  stays.  These  being 
stiff,  and  worn  outside  the  gown,  would  have  made 
the  punishment  of  the  birch  on  the  shoulders  of  tri- 
fling moment. 

As  it  was  usual  to  whip  girls  at  school,  the  little 
maid  said  nothing,  but  did  as  she  was  bid,  taking  a 
sharp  birching  without  a  crj'.  Meanwhile  I  sat  with 
my  head  in  my  hands,  and  my  fingei-s  in  my  ears  lest 
I  shoidd  hear  her  weeping.  After  school  that  even- 
ing, when  all  but  Warder  and  I  had  wandered  home, 
I  wrote  on  the  outside  wall  of  the  school-house  with 
chidk,  "  David  Dove  Is  A  Cniel  Beast,"  and  went 
away  somewhat  better  contented. 

Now,  with  all  his  seeming  dislike  to  use  the  rod, 
David  had  turas  of  severity,  and  then  he  was  far 
more  brutal  than  any  man  I  have  ever  known. 
Therefore  it  did  not  surprise  us  next  morning  tliat 
the  earlier  seholare  were  looking  "ft-ith  wonder  and 
alarm  at  the  sentence  on  the  wail,  when  Dove,  ap- 
pearing behind  tis,  ordered  us  to  enter  at  once. 

Going  to  his  desk,  he  put  on  his  spectacles,  which 
then  were  worn  astride  of  the  nose.  In  a  minute  he 
set  on  below  them  a  second  pair,  and  this  we  knew  to 
be  a  signal  of  coming  violence.  Then  he  stood  up, 
and  asked  who  had  written  the  opprolirious  epithet 
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on  the  walL  As  no  one  replied,  he  asked  several  in 
torn,  but  luckily  chose  the  girls,  thinking,  perhaps, 
that  they  would  weakly  betray  the  sinner.  Soon  he 
lost  patience,  and  cried  out  he  would  give  a  king's 
pound  to  know. 

When  he  had  said  this  over  and  over,  I  began  to 
i-eflect  that,  if  he  had  any  real  idea  of  doing  as  he 
promised,  a  pound  was  a  great  sum,  and  to  consdder 
what  might  be  done  with  it  in  the  way  vi  marbles  of 
Amsterdam,  tops,  aud  of  certain  much-desiivd  books, 
for  now  this  latter  temptation  was  upon  me,  as  it 
has  been  ever  since.  As  I  sat,  and  Dove  thundered, 
I  remembered  how,  when  one  Stacy,  with  an  oath, 
assured  ray  father  that  his  word  was  as  good  as  his 
bond,  my  parent  said  drj'ly  that  this  equality  left  him 
free  to  choose,  and  he  woidd  prefer  his  bond.  I  saw 
no  way  to  what  was  for  me  the  mysterious  security 
of  a  bond,  but  I  did  couceive  of  some  need  to  stiffen 
the  promise  Dove  had  made  before  I  faced  the 
penalty. 

Upon  tliifi  I  held  up  a  hand,  and  the  master  cried, 
"  What  is  it  f" 

I  said,  "  Master,  if  a  boy  should  tell  thee  wouldst 
thou  sunily  give  a  ]>oundT" 

At  this  a  lad  called  "  Shame ! "  thinking  I  was  a 
telltale. 

When  Dnve  called  silence  and  renewed  his  pledge, 
1,  overbold,  said,  "Master,  I  did  it,  and  now  wilt 
thou  please  to  give  me  a  pound— a  king's  pound  f" 

"I  will  give  thee  a  pounding!"  he  roared;  and 
upon  this  came  down  from  his  raised  form,  and  gave 
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me  a  beating  so  terrible  and  cruel  that  at  last  the 
girls  cried  aloud,  and  he  let  me  drop  on  the  floor, 
sore  and  angry.  I  lay  still  awhile,  and  then  went  to 
my  seat.  As  I  bent  over  my  desk,  it  was  rather  the 
sense  that  I  had  been  wronged,  than  the  pain  of  tlie 
blows,  which  troubled  me. 

Aft-er  school,  refusing  speech  to  any,  I  walked 
home,  and  ministered  to  my  poor  little  bniised  body 
as  I  best  cotdd.  Now  this  l)eing  a  Saturday,  and 
therefore  a  half-holiday,  I  ate  at  two  with  my  father 
and  mother. 

Presently  my  father,  detecting  my  uneasy  move- 
ments, said, "  Hast  thou  been  birched  to-day,  and  for 
what  badness  7" 

Upon  this  my  mother  said  softly,  "  What  is  it,  my 
son  T  Have  no  feai-."  And  this  gentleness  being  twi 
mucli  for  me,  I  fell  to  tears,  and  blurted  out  all  my 
little  tragedy. 

As  I  ended,  my  father  rose,  very  angry,  and  cried 
out,  "  Come  this  way !  "  But  my  mother  caught  me, 
saying,  "  No !  no !  Look,  John  !  see  his  poor  neck 
and  his  wrist!  What  a  brute!  I  tell  thee,  thou 
shalt  not !  it  were  a  sin.  Leave  him  to  me,"  and  she 
thrust  me  behind  her  as  if  for  safety. 

To  my  sui-prise,  he  said,  "  As  thou  wilt,"  and  my 
mother  hurried  me  away.  We  had  a  grave,  sweet 
talk,  and  there  it  ended  for  a  time.  I  learned  that, 
after  oil,  the  woman's  was  the  stronger  wlD.  I  was 
put  to  bed  and  declared  to  have  a  fever,  and  given 
sulphur  and  treacle,  and  kept  out  of  the  paternal 
paths  for  a  mournful  day  of  enforced  rest 
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On  the  Monday  following  I  went  to  school  as 
usual,  but  not  without  fear  of  Dove.  When  we  were 
all  bnsj-,  about  ten  o'clock,  I  was  amazed  to  hear  my 
father's  voice.  He  stood  before  the  desk,  and  ad- 
dressed Master  Dove  in  a  loud  voice,  meaning,  I 
suppose,  to  be  heard  by  all  of  us. 

"  David  Dove,"  he  said,  "  my  son  hath  been  guilty 
of  disrespect  to  thee,  and  to  thy  oflSce.  I  do  not  say 
he  has  lied,  for  it  is  my  belief  that  thou  art  truly  an  ^^ 
unjust  and  cruel  beast.  As  for  his  sin,  he  has  suf-^| 
fered  enough  [I  felt  gla<l  of  this  final  opinion] ;  but 
a  bargain  was  made.  He,  on  his  part,  for  a  consid- 
eration of  one  pound  sterling,  was  to  tell  thee  who 
wrote  eertain  words.  He  has  paid  thee  and  thou 
hast  taken  interest  out  of  his  skin.  Indeed,  Friend 
Shylock,  I  think  he  weighs  less  by  a  pound.  Thou 
wilt  give  him  his  pound.  Master  Da\-id." 

Upon  this  u  little   maid  near  by  smiled  at  me, 
and  Warder  punched  me  in  the  ribs.    Master  Dove 
was  silent  a  moment,  and  then  answered  that  there 
was  no  law  to  make  him  pay,  and  that  he  had  spoken  ^j 
lightly,  as  one  might  say,  "  I  would  give  this  or  that^f 
to  know."     But  my  father  replied  at  once :  " 

"The  boy  trusted  thee,  and  was  as  good  as  his 
word.  I  advise  thee  to  pay.  As  thou  art  Master  to 
punish  boys,  so  will  I,  David,  n.se  thy  birch  on  thee 
at  need,  and  trust  to  the  gi-eat  Master  to  reckon  with 
me  if  I  am  wrong." 

All  this  he  said  so  fiercely  that  I  trembled  with 
joy,  and  hoped  that  Dove  would  deuy  him ;  but,  in 
place  of  this,  he  muttered  something  about  Meeting 
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and  Friends,  and  meanwhile  searched  his  pockets 
and  brought  out  a  guinea.  This  my  fiither  dropped 
into  his  breeches  pocket,  saying,  "  The  shilling  will 
be  for  interest"  (a  guinea  being  a  shiDiug  over  a 
king's  pound).  After  this,  turning  to  me,  he  said, 
"  Come  with  me,  Hugh,"  and  went  out  of  the  school- 
liouse,  I  following  after,  very  well  pleased,  and  think- 
ing of  my  guinea.  I  dared  not  ask  for  it,  and  I 
think  he  forgot  it.  Ho  went  along  homeward,  with 
his  head  bent  and  his  hantls  behind  his  bacL  In 
common,  he  walked  with  his  head  up  and  Ids  chin  set 
forward,  as  though  he  did  a  little  look  down  on  the 
world  of  other  men ;  and  this  in  trutli  he  did,  being 
at  least  six  feet  tlii-ee  ini'hes  in  his  .stopking-feet,  and 
with  no  lack  of  proportion  in  waist  or  chest. 

Next  day  I  asked  my  mother  of  my  guinea,  but  she 
laughed  gaily,  and  throw  up  her  hands,  and  cried, "  A 
ba<l  debt !  a  bad  debt,  Hugh  !  Dost  thou  want  more 
interest  t  My  father  used  to  say  they  had  a  proverb 
in  the  Midi,  'If  the  devil  owe  thee  money  it  were 
best  to  lose  it.'  Le.  diable!  Oh,  what  am  I  saying  t 
Man  fiU,  forget  thy  debt.  What  did  thy  father  sa;^  t " 
And  I  told  it  again  to  her  amusement ;  but  she  said 
at  last,  very  seriously : 

"  It  has  disturbed  thy  father  as  never  before  did 
anj-thing  since  he  would  not  join  with  Friend  Brad- 
ford iigainst  the  Stamp  Act.  I  would  I  had  seen  bim 
then,  or  this  time.  I  Uke  sometimes  to  see  a  strong 
man  in  just  anger.  Oh,  mon  Dieu !  what  did  I 
say  1  I  am  but  half  a  Quaker,  I  fear."  My  mother 
never  would  tui-n  away  fi-om  the  creed  of  her  peo- 
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pie,  but  she  did  not  altogether  fancy  the  ways  of 
Friends. 

"  Eh,  mon  JiU,  sometimes  I  say  naughty  words. 
Give  me  a  sweet  little  pat  on  the  cheek  for  my  bad- 
ness, and  always  come  to  me  with  all  thy  troubles." 
Then  I  kissed  her,  and  we  went  out  to  play  hide-and- 
find  in  the  orchard. 

My  father's  grim,  sarcastic  humour  left  him  as 
years  went  on,  and  he  became  as  entirely  serious 
as  I  ever  knew  a  man  to  be.  I  think  on  this  occa- 
sion his  after-annoyance,  which  endured  for  days, 
was  more  because  of  having  threatened  Dove  than 
for  any  other  cause.  He  no  doubt  regarded  me  as 
the  maker  of  the  mischief  which  had  tempted  him 
for  a  moment  to  forget  himself,  and  for  many  a  day 
his  unjust  severity  proved  tliat  he  tlid  not  readily 
forgive.  But  so  it  was  always.  My  mother  never 
failed  to  understand  me,  which  my  father  seemed 
rarely  able  to  do.  If  I  did  ill  he  used  the  strap  with 
Little  mercy,  Imt  neitlier  in  these  early  years,  nor  in 
those  which  followed,  did  he  ever  give  me  a  word  of 
praise.  Many  years  afterward  I  found  a  guinea  in  a 
folded  paper,  laid  away  in  my  father's  desk.  On  the 
outer  cover  he  had  written,  "  This  belongs  to  Hugh. 
He  were  better  without  it." 

My  mother  scarce  ever  let  slip  her  little  French  ex- 
pletives or  phrases  in  my  fathers  hearing.  He  hated 
all  French  things,  and  declared  the  language  did  not 
ring  true— that  it  was  a  slippeiy  t«ngue,  in  which  it 
was  easy  to  lie.  A  pn»ud,  strong  man  he  was  in 
those  days,  of  fixed  beliefs,  and  of  unchanging  loy- 
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alty  to  the  king.  In  his  own  hoase  he  was  feared  by 
his  son,  his  clerks,  and  his  servants ;  but  not  by  my 
mother,  who  charmed  him,  as  she  did  all  other  men, 
and  had  in  most  things  her  desire. 

Outside  of  his  own  walls  few  men  cared  to  oppose 
him.  He  was  rich,  and  coldly  despotic ;  a  man  exact 
and  just  in  business,  but  well  able,  and  as  willing,  to 
help  with  a  free  hand  whatever  cause  was  of  interest 
to  Friends.  My  Aunt  Gainor,  a  little  his  senior,  was 
one  of  the  few  over  whom  be  had  no  manner  of  con- 
trol. She  went  her  own  way,  and  it  was  by  no  means 
his  way,  as  I  shall  make  more  clear  by  and  by. 

Two  days  later  I  was  taken  to  the  academy,  or  the 
college,  as  some  called  it,  which  is  now  the  university. 
My  father  wrote  my  name,  as  you  may  see  it  in  the 
catalogue,  and  his  own  signature,  with  the  date  of  6th 
month  4th,  1763.  Beneath  it  is  the  entiy  of  John  War- 
der and  his  father,  Joseph  ;  for  Jack  had  also  been 
removed  from  Dove's  dominion  because  of  what  my 
father  said  to  Joseph,  a  man  always  pliable,  and  ad- 
vised to  do  what  larger  men  thought  good.  Thus  it 
came  about  that  my  friend  Jack  and  I  were  by  good 
fortune  kept  in  constant  relation.  Our  schoolmate, 
the  small  maid  so  slight  of  limb,  so  dark  and  tearful, 
was  soon  sent  away  to  live  with  an  aunt  in  Bristol, 
on  tlie  Delaware,  having  become  an  orjihan  by  the 
death  of  her  mother.  Thus  it  came  about  that  Dar- 
thea  Peniston  passed  out  of  my  life  for  many  years, 
having  been,  tlu^ugh  the  accident  of  her  tenderness 
the  means  for  me  of  a  complete  and  fortunate  change. 


HE  anaderay  was,  and  still  is,  a  plain 
liriek  bniJdinp,  set  back  from  Fourth 
street,  ami  having  a  large  gravelled  simee 
in  front  and  also  at  the  back.  The  main 
sc!iool-room  occupied  its  whole  westward 
length,  and  upstairs  was  a  vast  room,  witli  bai-e  joists 
above,  in  whicli,  by  virtue  of  the  deed  of  gift,  any 
Christian  sect  was  free  to  worship  if  temporarily  de- 
prived of  a  home.  Here  the  great  Wh  itefleld  preached, 
and  here  generations  of  boys  were  taught.  Behind 
the  western  playground  was  the  graveyard  of  Christ 
CTiurch.  He  was  thought  a  brave  lad  who,  after 
school  at  dusk  in  winter,  dared  to  climb  over  and 
search  around  the  tombs  of  the  silent  dead  for  a  lost 
ball  or  what  not. 

I  was  mightily  afraid  of  tlie  academy.  The  birch 
was  used  often  and  with  severity,  and,  as  I  soon 
found,  there  was  war  between  the  boys  and  the 
tovm  fellows  who  lived  to  north  and  east.  I  was 
also  to  discover  other  annoyances  quite  as  little  to 
the  taste  of  Friends,  such  as  stone  flglits  or  snowball 
skirmishes.  Did  time  permit,  I  should  like  well  to 
linger  long  over  this  school  life.     The  college,  as  it 
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was  officially  cflJled,  had  a  great  reputation,  and  its 
early  CAtalogues  are  rich  with  names  of  those  who 
made  an  empire.  This  task  I  leave  to  other  pens, 
and  hasten  to  tell  my  own  personal  story. 

In  my  friend  Jack  Warder's  journal  there  is  a  kind 
page  or  two  as  to  what  manner  of  lad  I  was  in  his 
remembrance  of  me  in  after-years.  I  like  to  think 
it  was  a  true  picture. 

"When  Hugh  Wynne  and  I  went  to  school  at 
the  academy  on  Fourth  street,  south  of  Arch,  I  used 
to  envy  him  his  strength.  At  twelve  he  was  as  tali 
as  ai-e  most  lads  at  sixteen,  but  possessed  of  such 
acti\nty  itnd  musciUar  power  as  are  rarely  seen,  bid- 
ding fair  to  attaiji,  a.s  he  did  hiter,  the  height  and 
massive  buOd  of  his  father.  He  was  a  great  lover 
of  risk,  and  not,  as  I  have  always  been,  fearfuL 
When  we  took  apples,  after  the  fashion  of  all  Adam's 
young  descendants,  he  was  as  like  as  not  to  give 
them  away.  I  think  he  went  with  us  on  these,  and 
some  wilder  errands,  chiefly  because  of  his  fondness 
for  danger,  a  thing  I  could  never  comprehend.  He 
still  has  his  mother's  great  eyes  of  blue,  and  a  fair, 
clear  skin.  God  bless  him !  Had  I  never  known 
him  I  might  perhaps  have  been,  as  to  one  thing,  a 
happier  man,  but  I  had  been  less  deserving  of  such 
good  fortune  as  has  come  to  me  in  life.  For  this  is 
one  of  the  uses  of  friends :  that  we  consider  how  such 
and  such  a  thing  we  are  moved  to  do  might  appear 
to  them.  And  this  for  one  of  my  kind,  who  have 
bad— nay,  who  have— many  weaknesses,  has  been 
why  Hugh  Wynne  counts  for  so  much  to  me. 
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"  We,  with  two  other  smaller  boys,  were,  at  that 
time,  the  only  sons  of  Friends  at  the  academy,  and 
were,  thanks  to  the  brute  Dove,  better  grounded  in 
the  honianities  than  were  some,  although  we  were 
late  in  entering." 

I  leave  this  and  other  extracts  as  they  were  writ. 
A  more  upright  gentleman  than  John  Warder  I 
know  not,  nor  did  ever  know.  What  he  meant  by 
his  weaknesses  I  cannot  tell,  and  as  to  the  meaning 
of  one  phrase,  which  he  does  not  here  explain,  these 
pages  shall  perhaps  discover. 

Not  long  after  our  entrance  at  the  academy,  my 
father  charged  me  one  morning  with  a  note  to  my 
aunt,  Gainor  Wynne,  which  I  was  to  deliver  when 
the  morning  session  was  over.  As  this  would  make 
ine  late,  in  case  her  absence  delayed  a  reply,  I  waa 
to  remain  and  eat  my  midday  meal.  My  father  was 
loath  always  to  call  upon  his  sister.  She  had  early 
returned  to  the  creed  of  her  ancestors,  and  sat  on 
Sundays  in  a  great  square  pew  at  Christ  Church,  to 
listen  to  the  Rev.  Robert  Jennings.  Hither,  in  Sep- 
tember of  1763,  my  aunt  took  me,  to  my  father's  in- 
dignation, to  hear  the  great  Mr.  Whitefield  preach. 

Neither  Aunt  Gainor's  creed,  dress,  house,  nor 
society  pleased  her  brother.  She  had  early  made 
clear,  in  her  decisive  way,  that  I  was  to  be  her  heir, 
and  she  wa.-^,  I  may  add,  a  woman  of  large  estate.  I 
was  allowed  to  visit  her  as  I  pleased.  Indeed,  I  did 
so  often.  I  liked  no  one  better,  always  excepting  my 
mother.  Why,  with  ray  father's  knowledge  of  her 
views,  1  was  thus  left  free  I  cannot  say.    He  was 
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the  last  of  men  to  sacrifice  bis  beliefs  to  motiveB 
of  gain. 

Wlien  I  knocked  at  the  door  of  her  house  on  Arch 
street,  opposite  the  Friends'  Meeting-house,  a  black 
boy,  dressed  as  a  page,  let  me  in.  lie  was  dad  in 
gray  armozine,  a  sort  of  corded  stuff,  with  red  but- 
tons, and  he  wore  a  red  turban.  As  my  aunt  was 
gone  to  drive,  on  a  visit  to  that  Madam  Penn  who 
was  once  Miss  Allen,  I  was  in  no  hurry,  and  was 
glad  to  look  about  me.  The  parlour,  a  great  room 
with  three  windows  on  the  street,  iifforded  a  strange 
contrast  to  my  sober  home.  There  were  SrajTua 
rugs  on  a  polished  floor,  a  thing  almost  uuheard  of. 
Indeed,  people  came  to  see  them.  The  furniture  was 
all  of  red  walnut,  and  carved  in  shells  and  flower  re- 
liefs. There  were  so  many  tables,  little  and  larger, 
with  claw-feet  or  spindle-legs,  that  one  had  to  be 
careful  not  to  overturn  their  loads  of  Chinese  drag- 
ons, ivory  carvings,  grotesque  Delft  beasts,  and  fans, 
French  or  Spanish  or  of  the  Orient.  There  was  also 
a  spinet,  and  a  corner  closet  of  books,  of  Mhich 
every  packet  brought  her  a  variety.  Upstairs  was  a 
fair  room  full  of  volumes,  big  and  little,  as  I  found 
to  my  joy  rather  later,  and  these  were  of  all  kinds : 
some  good,  and  some  of  them  queer,  or  naughty. 
Over  the  wide,  wliite  fireplace  was  a  portrait  of  her- 
self by  the  elder  Peale,  but  I  prefer  the  one  now  in 
my  librai'y.  Tliis  latter  hung,  at  the  time  I  speak  of, 
between  the  windows.  It  was  significant  of  my  aunt's 
idea  of  her  own  importance  that  she  should  have 
wished  to  possess  two  portraits  of  herself.    The  lat- 
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ter  was  painted  bj'  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  when  she 
was  in  Englaud  iu  1750,  and  represents  her  as  a  fine, 
large  woman  with  features  which  were  too  big  for 
loveliness  in  youth,  but  in  after-years  went  well  with 
her  abundant  gray  hair  and  unusual  stature ;  for,  like 
the  rest  of  us,  she  was  tall,  of  vigorous  and  whole- 
some build  and  colour,  witli  large,  well-shaped  hands, 
and  the  strength  of  a  man— I  might  add,  too,  with 
the  independence  of  a  man.  She  went  her  own 
way,  conducted  the  business  of  her  estate,  which 
was  ample,  with  skill  and  ability,  and  asked  advice 
from  no  one.  Like  my  father,  she  had  a  liking  to 
control  those  about  her,  was  restlessly  busy,  and 
was  never  so  pleased  as  when  engaged  in  arranging 
other  people's  lives,  or  meddling  with  the  making 
of  matches. 

To  this  ample  and  luxurious  house  came  the  betr 
ter  class  of  Britisli  officers,  and  ombre  and  quadi'ille 
were  often,  I  fear,  played  late  into  the  long  nights  of 
winter  Single  women,  after  a  certain  or  uncertain 
age,  were  given  a  brevet  title  of  "  Mi.sti-ess."  Mis- 
tress Gainor  Wynne  lost  or  won  with  the  coolness  of 
an  old  gambler,  and  this  lialjit,  perhaps  more  than 
aught  beside,  troubled  my  father.  Sincere  and  con- 
sistent in  his  views,  I  can  hai-dly  think  that  my 
father  was,  after  all,  unable  to  resist  the  worldly  ad- 
vant^iges  which  my  aunt  declared  should  be  mine. 
It  was,  in  fact,  diflScult  to  keep  me  out  of  the  obvi- 
ous risks  this  house  ajid  company  provided  for  a 
young  person  hke  myself.  He  rau.st  have  trusted  to 
the  influence  of  my  home  to  keep  mu  iu  the  ways  of 
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Friends.  It  is  also  to  be  remembered,  as  regards  my 
father's  motives,  that  my  Aunt  Gainor  was  my  only 
relative,  since  of  the  Owens  none  were  left. 

My  mother  was  a  prime  favourite  with  this  master- 
ful lady.  She  loved  nothing  better  than  to  give  her 
fine  silk  petticoats  or  a  pearl-eolonrcd  satin  gown ;  and 
if  this  should  nowadays  amaze  Friends,  let  them  but 
look  in  the  "  Observer,"  and  see  what  manner  of  fin- 
erj-  was  advertised  in  1778  as  stole  from  our  friend, 
Sarah  Fisher,  sometime  Sarah  Logan,  a  much  re- 
spected member  of  Meeting.  In  this,  as  in  all  else, 
my  mother  had  her  way,  and,  like  some  of  the 
upper  class  of  Quakers,  wore  at  times  such  raiment 
as  fifty  years  later  would  have  surely  brought  about 
a  visit  from  a  committee  of  overseers. 

Waiting  for  Aunt  Gainor,  I  fell  upon  an  open 
parcel  of  books  just  come  by  the  late  spring  packet. 
Among,  these  turned  up  a  new  and  fine  edition  of 
"  Captain  Gulliver's  Travels,"  by  Mr.  Dean  Swift  I 
lit  first,  among  these  famous  adventures,  on  an  ex- 
tratirdinary  passage,  so  wonderfid,  indeed,  and  so 
amusing,  that  I  heard  not  the  entrance  of  my  father, 
who  at  the  door  had  met  my  aunt,  and  with  her  some 
fine  ladies  of  the  governor's  set.  There  were  Mrs. 
Ferguson,  too  well  known  in  the  politics  of  later 
years,  but  now  only  a  beautiful  and  gi\y  woman. 
Madam  Allen,  and  Madam  Chew,  the  wife  of  the 
Attorney-General. 

Tliey  were  eagerly  discussing,  and  laughingly  in- 
quiring of  my  father,  what  colour  of  masks  for  the 
street  was  to  be  preferred.    He  was  in  no  wise  em- 
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barrassed  by  these  fine  dames,  and  never,  to  my 
thinking,  was  seen  to  better  advantage  than  among 
what  he  called  "  world's  people."  He  seemed  to  me 
more  really  at  home  than  among  Friends,  and  as  he 
towered,  tall,  and  gravely  courteous  in  manner,  I 
thought  him  a  grand  gentleman. 

As  I  looked  up,  the  young  Miss  Chew,  who  after- 
ward married  Colonel  Eager  Howard,  was  sajnng 
saucily,  "  Does  not  Madam  Wynne  wear  a  mask  for 
her  skin  f    It  is  worth  keeping,  Mr.  Wynne." 

"Let  me  recommend  to  you  a  vizard  with  silver 
buttons  to  hold  in  the  mouth,  or,  better,  a  riding- 
mask,"  cried  Aunt  Gainor,  pleased  at  this  gentle 
badgering,  "  like  this,  John.  See,  a  flat  sQver  plate 
to  hold  between  the  teeth.    It  is  the  last  tiling." 

"  White  silk  would  suit  her  best,"  cried  Mrs.  Fergu- 
son, ''or  green,  with  a  chin-curtain— a  loo-mask. 
Which  would  you  have,  sir!" 

"  Indeed,"  he  said  quietly, "  her  skin  is  good  enough. 
I  know  no  way  to  better  it." 

Then  they  all  laughed,  pelting  the  big  man  with 
many  questions,  until  he  could  not  help  but  laugh, 
as  he  declared  he  was  overwhelmed,  and  would  come 
on  his  business  another  day.  But  on  this  the  women 
would  not  stay,  and  took  themselves  and  tlieir  hijrli 
bonnets  and  many  petticoats  out  of  the  room,  eu(^li 
dropping  a  curtsey  at  the  door,  and  he  bowing  low, 
like  Mr.  John  Penu,  as  never  before  I  had  seen 
him  do. 

No  sooner  were  they  gone  tlian  he  desired  me  Ui 
give  him  the  note  he  bad  written  to  his  sister,  since 
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now  it  was  not  needed,  and  then  he  inquired  what 
book  I  was  i-eading.  Aunt  (iainor  glanced  at  it,  and 
replied  for  me,  "A  book  of  travels,  John,  very  im- 
proving too.  Take  it  home,  Hugh,  and  read  it.  If 
you  find  in  it  no  improprieties,  it  may  be  recom- 
mended to  j-our  father."  She  loved  nothing  better 
than  to  tease  him. 

"  I  see  not  what  liarm  there  could  be  in  travels," 
he  returned.  "  Thou  hast  my  leave.  Gainor,  what 
is  tliis  I  hear  ?  Thou  wouldst  have  had  me  sell  thee 
for  a  venture  threescore  hogsheads  of  tobacco  from 
Annapolis.  I  like  not  to  trade  with  my  sister,  nor 
that  she  should  trade  at  all ;  and  now,  when  I  have 
let  tliem  go  to  another,  I  hear  that  it  is  thou  who 
art  tiie  real  buyer.  I  came  lather  to  waru  thee  that 
other  cargoes  are  to  arrive.     Thou  wilt  lose." 

Aunt  Gainor  said  nothing  for  a  moment,  but  let 
loose  the  linen  safeguiu-d  petticcat  she  wore  against 
mud  or  dust  wheu  riding,  and  api)eared  in  a  rich  bro- 
cade of  gray  silken  stuff,  and  a  striped  under-gown. 
Wlien  she  had  put  off  her  loose  camlet  over-jacket, 
she  said, "  Will  you  have  a  glass  of  Madeira,  or  shall 
it  be  Hollands,  JohnT     Ring  the  bell,  Hugh." 

"  Hollands,"  said  my  father. 

"  What  will  you  give  me  for  your  tobacco  to-day, 
JohnT" 

"  Why  dost  thou  trifle  T  "  he  returned. 

"  I  sold  it  agiun,  John.  I  am  the  better  by  an  hun- 
dred pounds.  Two  tobacco-ships  are  wrecked  on 
Hinl(ij>en.  An  express  is  come.  Have  you  not 
tieardt" 
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"  Farewpll,"  he  said,  rising.  He  made  no  comment 
on  her  news.  I  had  an  idea  that  he  would  not  have 
been  unhappy  ha<l  she  lost  on  her  venture. 

Joseph  Wai'der  was  her  agent  then  and  afterward. 
She  rarely  lost  on  her  purehases.  Although  gener- 
ous, and  even  lavish,  she  dearly  loved  a  good  bar- 
gain, and,  I  believe,  Hked  the  game  far  more  than  she 
cared  for  success  in  the  playing  of  it. 

"Come,  Hugh,"  she  Baid,  "let  us  eat  and  drink. 
Take  the  book  home,  and  put  it  away  for  your  own 
reading.  Here  is  sixpence  out  of  my  gains.  I  hope 
you  will  never  need  to  trade,  aiul,  indeed,  why  should 
you,  whether  I  live  or  dief  How  woidd  the  king's 
service  suit  you,  and  a  pair  of  colours  1 " 

I  said  I  shoidd  like  it. 

"There  is  a  pretty  tale,  Hugh,  of  the  French  gen- 
tlemen, who,  being  pooi-,  have  to  make  money  in  com- 
merce. They  leave  their  swords  with  a  magistrate, 
and  when  they  are  become  rich  enough  take  them 
back  again.  There  is  some  pleasing  ceremony,  but 
I  forget.  The  Wynnes  have  been  long  enough  in 
drab  and  trade.  It  is  time  we  took  back  our  swords, 
and  quitted  bow-thoiung  and  bow-theeiug." 

I  said  I  did  not  understand. 

"Oh,  you  will,"  said  Aunt  Gainor,  gi\ing  me  a 
great  applc-dumpling.  "  Take  some  molasses.  Oh, 
as  much  as  you  please.  I  shall  look  away,  as  I  do 
when  the  gentlemen  take  their  rum." 

You  may  be  sure  I  obeyed  her.  As  to  much  that 
she  said,  I  was  shocked ;  but  I  never  could  resist  a 
laugh,  and  so  we  made  merry  like  children,  as  was 
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usual,  for,  as  she  used  to  say,  "To  leam  when  to 
laugh  aud  when  not  to  laugh  is  an  educatiou.'' 

When  my  meal  was  over,  and  my  stomach  and  my 
pockets  all  full,  Aunt  Gainor  bade  me  sit  on  her 
knees,  and  began  to  tell  me  about  what  fine  gentle. 
men  were  the  Wynnes,  and  how  foolish  uiy  grand- 
father had  been  to  turn  Quaker  and  give  up  fox-hunt- 
ing and  the  old  place.  I  was  told,  too,  how  much  she 
had  lost  to  Mr.  Penn  last  night,  aud  more  that  was 
neither  well  for  me  to  hear  nor  wise  for  her  to  tell ; 
but  as  to  this  she  cared  little,  and  slie  sent  me  away 
then,  as  far  too  many  times  af terwanl,  fidl  of  my  own 
importance,  and  of  desire  to  escape  some  day  fi-om 
the  threatened  life  of  the  ledger  and  the  day-l)0(jk. 

At  last  she  said, "  You  are  getting  too  heavy,  Hugh. 
Haudsome  Mrs.  Ferguson  says  you  are  too  big  to  lie 
kissed,  and  not  old  enough  to  kiss,"  and  so  she  bade 
me  go  forth  to  the  afternoon  session  of  the  academy. 

After  two  weeks  at  the  academy  I  got  my  first 
lesson  in  the  futilitj'  of  non-resistiince,  so  that  all 
the  lessons  of  my  life  in  favour  of  this  doctrine  were, 
of  a  sudden,  rendered  vaiu.  We  were  going  home  in 
the  afternoon,  gay  aud  happy.  Jack  Warder  to  take 
supper  with  me,  and  to  use  a  boat  my  aunt  had 
given  me. 

Near  to  High  street  was  a  vacant  lot  f  uU  of  bushes 
and  briers.  Here  the  elder  lads  paused,  and  one  said, 
"  Wynne,  you  are  to  fight." 

I  replied,  "  Why  sliould  I  fight  T    I  will  not." 

"  But  it  is  to  get  your  sta,ndiug  in  the  school,  and 
Tom  Alloway  is  to  fight  you." 
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"  This  was  a  famous  occasion  in  our  lives,"  writes 
my  friend  Jack ;  ''  for,  consider :  I,  who  was  a  girl  for 
timidity,  was  sure  to  have  my  turn  next,  and  here 
were  we  two  little  fellows,  who  had  heard  ever}'  First- 
day,  and  ever  and  ever  at  home,  that  all  things  were 
to  be  suffered  of  all  men  (and  of  boys  too,  I  presimie). 
I  was  troubled  for  Hugh,  but  I  noticed  that  while  he 
said  he  would  not  fight  he  was  buttoning  up  his  jacket 
and  turning  back  tlie  cuff  of  one  sleeve.  Also  he 
smiled  as  he  said,  'No,  I  cannot;'  and  many  times 
since  I  have  seen  him  merry  in  danger. 

"  For,  of  a  truth,  never  later  did  he  or  I  feel  the 
sense  of  a  great  peril  as  we  did  that  day,  with  the 
bigger  boys  hustling  us,  and  Alloway  crj'iug,  '  Cow- 
ard ! '  I  looked  about  for  some  man  who  would  help 
us,  but  there  was  no  one ;  only  a  cow  hobbled  near 
by.  She  looked  up,  and  then  went  on  chewing  her 
cud.     I,  standing  behind  Hugh,  said,  '  Run !  run !' 

"The  counsel  seemed  good  to  me  who  gave  it. 
As  I  think  on  it  now,  I  was  in  great  perplexity  of 
soul,  and  had  a  horrible  fear  as  to  bodily  hurt.  I 
turned,  followed  by  Hugh,  and  ran  fleetly  across  the 
open  ground  and  through  the  bushes.  About  mid 
way  I  looked  back.  Two  lads  were  near  upon  us, 
when  I  saw  Hugh  drop  upon  his  hands  and  knees. 
Both  fellows  rolled  over  him,  and  he  called  out,  as 
they  fell  to  beating  him,  '  Run,  Jack ! ' 

"  But  I  was  no  longer  so  minded.  I  kicked  one  boy, 
and  struck  another,  and  even  now  recall  how  a  strange 
joy  captured  me  when  I  struck  the  fii-st  blow." 

There  was  a  fine  scrimmage,  for  no  quarter  was 
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asked  or  given,  and  I  saw  my  poor  Jack's  girl  face 
bloody.  This  was  the  last  I  remember  clearly,  for  the 
Inst  of  battle  was  on  me,  and  I  can  recall  no  more  of 
what  clianced  for  a  little,  than  I  could  in  later  years 
of  the  wild  melley  on  the  main  street  of  Germantown, 
or  of  the  struggle  in  the  redoubt  at  Yorktown. 

Presently  we  were  cast  to  right  and  left  by  a  strong 
hand,  and,  looking  up,  as  I  stood  fierce  and  panting, 
I  saw  Friend  Rupert  Forest,  and  was  overwhelmed 
with  fear;  for  often  on  First-day  I  had  heard  him 
preach  solemnly,  and  always  it  was  as  to  turning  the 
other  cheek,  and  on  the  wickedness  of  profane  lan- 
guage. Just  now  he  seemed  pleased  rather  than 
angered,  and  said,  smiling: 

"  This  is  a  big  war,  boys.     What  is  it  alvout  T " 

I  said,  "  I  must  fight  for  my  standing,  and  I  will 
not." 

"I  tliink  thou  wcrt  sca.rcely  of  that  mind  just 
now.     There  will  be  bad  blood  until  it  is  over." 

To  this  I  replied,  "  It  is  Alloway  I  am  to  fight." 

To  my  surprise,  he  went  on  to  say,  '*  Then  take  oflf 
thy  jacket  and  stand  up,  and  no  kicking." 

I  asked  notliing  better,  and  began  to  laugh.  At 
thus  my  foe,  who  was  bigger  and  older  than  I,  cried 
out  that  I  would  laugh  on  the  other  side  of  my 
mouth— a  queer  boy  phrase  of  which  I  could  never 
discover  the  meaning. 

"  And  now,  fair  play,"  said  Friend  Forest.  "  Keep 
cool,  Hugh,  and  watch  Ids  eyes." 

I  felt  glad  that  he  was  on  my  side,  and  wo  fell  to 
with  no  more  words.    I  was  no  match  for  the  prac- 
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tised  fists  of  my  antagonist ;  but  I  was  the  stronger, 
and  I  kept  my  wits  better  than  might  have  been  ex- 
pected. At  last  I  got  his  head  under  my  arm  with  a 
grip  on  his  gullet,  and  so  mauled  him  with  my  right 
fist  tliat  Friend  Forest  pulled  me  away,  and  my  man 
staggered  bock,  bloody,  and  white  too,  while  I  was 
held  like  a  dog  in  leash. 

"  He  hath  enough,  I  think.    Ask  him." 
I  cried  out,  "  No !     Damn  him  ! "    It  was  my  first 
oath. 

"  Hush !  "  cried  Forest  "  No  profane  language." 
"I  wOl  not  speak  to  him,"  said  I,  "and— and— he 
18  a  beast  of  the  pit."  Now  this  fine  statement  I 
had  come  upon  in  a  book  of  Mr.  Wilham  Penu's  my 
father  owned,  wliereiu  the  governor  had  denounced 
one  Mr.  Muggleton. 

Friend  Forest  laughed  merrily.  "  Thou  hast  thy 
standing,  lad."  For  AUoway  walked  sidlenly  away, 
not  man  enough  to  take  more  or  to  confess  defeat. 
Jack,  who  was  still  white,  said  : 

"  It  is  my  turn  now,  and  which  shall  it  be  T " 
•'  Shade  of  Pox !  "  cried  Friend  Forest.     "  The  war 
is  over.   Come,  boys,  I  must  see  you  well  out  of  this." 
And  so  reassuring  us,  he  went  down  Fourth  streetj  ^H 
and  to  my  home.  ^^ 

My  father  was  in  the  sitting-room,  taking  his  long- 
stemmed  reed  pipe  at  his  ease.  He  rose  as  we  fol- 
lowed Friend  Forest  into  the  room. 

"  Well,"  he  said, "  what  coil  is  this  t "  For  we  were 
bloody,  and  hot  with  fight  and  wrath,  and,  as  to  our 
garments,  in  very  sad  disorder. 


Friend  Forest  verj'  qaietly  rel.ited  our  story,  and 
made  much  of  his  own  share  in  the  renewal  of  our 
battle.    To  my  surprise,  my  father  smiled. 

"  It  seems  plain,"  he  said,  "  that  the  lads  were  not 
to  blame.  But  how  wilt  thou  answer  to  the  Meet- 
ing, Rupert  Forest  f " 

"  To  it,  to  thee,  to  any  man,"  said  the  Quaker. 

"  It  is  but  a  month  ago  that  thy  case  was  before 
Friends  because  of  thy  having  beaten  Friend  Wain's 
man.     It  will  go  ill  with  thee— ill,  I  fear." 

"  And  who  is  to  spread  it  abroad  t " 

"  Not  I,"  said  my  father. 

"  I  knew  that,"  returned  tlie  Friend,  simply.  "  I 
am  but  a  jack-in-the-box  Quaker,  John.  I  am  in  and 
out  in  a  moment,  and  then  I  go  back  and  repent." 

"  Let  us  hoiie  so.  Go  to  thy  mother,  Hugh ;  and 
as  to  thee,  John  Warder,  wait  until  I  send  with  thee 
a  note  to  thy  father.  There  are  liquors  on  the  table, 
Friend  Forest." 

My  mother  set  us  in  order,  and  cried  a  little,  and 
said: 

"I  am  glad  he  was  well  beaten.  Thou  shouldst 
never  fight,  my  sou ;  but  if  thou  must,  let  it  be  so 
that  thy  adversjirj'  repent  of  it.  Mov  Dieit  t  »ioh 
Dieu!  fen  tii  peur;  the  wild  Welsh  blood  of  these 
Wynnes  I  And  thy  poor  little  nose— how  't  is 
swelled ! " 

Not  understanding  her  exclamations,  Jack  said  as 
much,  but  she  answered : 

i"  Oh,  it  is  a  fashion  of  speech  we  French  have.  I 
shall  never  be  cured  of  it,  I  fear.  This  wild  blood— 
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what  will  come  of  itf  "  And  she  seemed— as  Jack 
writes  long  after,  b^^iug  more  observing  than  I— as 
if  she  were  looking  away  into  the  distance  of  time, 
thinking  of  what  might  come  to  pass.  She  had, 
indeed,  strange  insight,  and  even  then,  as  I  knew 
later,  had  her  fears  and  unspoken  anxieties.  And 
so,  with  a  plentiful  supper,  ended  a  matter  which 
was,  I  may  say,  a  critical  point  in  my  life. 


jPTER  this  my  days  went  by  more  peace- 
fully. The  help  and  example  ot  Jack 
assisted  me  greatly  in  my  lessons,  wliich 
I  did  little  relish.  I  was  more  fond  of 
reading,  and  devoui'ed  many  books  as  I 
sat  under  our  orchard  trees  in  the  spring,  or  nestled 
up  to  the  fire  on  the  long  winter  evenings,  coiled  on 
the  settle,  that  its  high  buck  might  keep  off  drafts. 
My  aunt  lent  me  an  abuiidaueo  of  books  after  that 
famous  "  Travels  "  of  Jlr-  Uulliver.  Now  and  then 
my  father  looked  at  what  she  gave  me,  but  he  soon 
tired  of  this,  and  fell  asleep  in  the  great  oak  chair 
which  Governor  Penn  gave  my  grandfather. 

Many  volumes,  and  some  queer  ones,  I  fell  upon  in 
my  aunt's  house,  but,  save  once,  as  to  the  naughti- 
ness of  Mrs.  Aphra  Behn,  she  never  interfered.  We 
liked  greatly  a  book  called  "Peter  Wilkins,"  by  one 
Paltock,  full  of  a  queer  folk,  who  had  winged  "  grauu- 
dees,"  a  sort  of  crimson  robe  made  of  folds  of  their 
own  skin.  None  read  it  now.  My  dear  Jack  fancied 
it  much  more  than  I. 

I  was  nigh  to  fifteen  before  we  read  "Robinson 
Crusoe,"  but  even  earlier  I  devoured  at  my  aunt's 
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•*OH>Uni  Jack*  azid  "Hie  Histoiy  of  the  Derfl." 
Tbe  fonoer  book  filled  ns  with  ddighL  JaA  and 
I  nsed  to  row  over  to  WiDdmill  Idand,  on  the  greoft 
Deiawire,  and  time  at  tbe  sontli  end  we  built  a  hut, 
and  dew  boHfroga,  and  foimd  rteps  on  the  sand,  I 
being  thereafter  Friday,  and  Jack  mj  maeter.  We 
made^  too^  a  sail  and  nuut  for  my  boat,  and,  thus 
aided,  sailed  of  Saturdays  up  and  down  the  noble 
rirer,  which  I  hare  always  loved. 

AstiD  greater  joy  was  togo  in  oar  diaiae  with  my 
mother  to  the  govemor*s  woods,  which  extended  from 
Brood  street  to  the  SehayDdll,  and  frcHn  CallowhiU 
to  South  street  There  we  tied  the  hots^  and  onder 
the  great  trees  we  fonnd  in  spring  arbntns,  even  be- 
neath the  snow,  and  later  fetched  thence  torkey-foot 
ferns,  and  wild  honeysuckle,  and  qnakerJadies,  with 
jaek-in-the-pnlpits  and  fearful  gray  corpse-lights  hid 
away  in  the  darker  woods.  In  the  forest  my  mother 
■eemed  even  younger  than  at  home,  aud  played  with 
OS,  and  told  us  quaint  tales  of  her  French  people,  or 
^ry  stories  of  Giant  Jack  and  others,  which  were 
by  no  means  such  as  Friends  approved. 

In  our  house  one  same  stem,  unbending  rule  pre- 
vafled.  I  have  been  told  by  mj-  aunt,  Gainor  Wynne, 
that  when  he  was  young  my  father  was  not  always  so 
steadfast  in  conduct  as  to  satisfy  Friends.  When  I 
was  old  enough  to  observe  and  think,  he  had  surely 
become  strict  enough ;  but  this  severity"  of  opinion 
and  action  increased  with  years,  and  showed  in  ways 
which  made  life  difBcult  for  those  near  to  him.  In 
fact,  before  I  attained  manhood  the  tinted  arms  and 
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the  picture  of  WjTicote  were  pnt  away  in  the  attio 
room.  My  mother's  innocont  love  of  ornament  also 
became  to  him  a  serious  annoyance,  and  these  pecu- 
liarities seemed  at  last  to  deepen  whenever  the  polit- 
ic4U  horizon  darkened.  At  such  times  he  became 
silent,  and  yet  more  keen  than  usual  to  detect  and 
denounce  anything  in  our  home  life  which  was  not 
to  his  liking. 

The  affairs  of  a  young  fellow  between  the  ages  of 
childhood  and  younger  manhood  can  have  butmeagre 
interest.  Our  school  life  went  on,  and  while  we 
worked  or  played,  our  elders  saw  the  ever-increas- 
ing differences  between  king  and  colonies  becoming 
year  by  year  more  difficult  of  adjustment.  Except 
when  some  noisy  crisis  arose,  they  had  for  us  lads 
but  little  interest. 

Most  people  used  the  city  landings,  or  lightered 
their  goods  from  ships  in  the  stream.  We,  however, 
had  a  great  dock  built  out  near  to  the  mouth  of  Dock 
Creek,  and  a  warehouse.  Hither  came  sloops  from 
my  father's  plantation  of  tobacco,  near  Annapolis, 
and  others  from  the  "permitted  islands,"  the  Cape 
de  Verde  and  the  Madeiras.  Staves  for  barrels, 
tobacco,  and  salt  fish  were  the  exports,  and  in  return 
came  EJastem  goods  bi-ought  to  these  islands,  and 
huge  tuns  of  Madeira  wine.  Rum,  too,  an-ived  from 
New  England,  and  salted  mackerel.  What  else  my 
father  imported,  of  French  goods  or  tea,  reached  us 
from  England,  for  we  were  not  allowed  to  trade  with 
the  ctmtinent  of  Europe  nor  directly  with  India. 

Once  my  father  took  me  with  him  to  Lewes,  near 


O^M  Hinlopen^  on  one  of  his  ships,  mnd  to  mr  jor  we 
were  met  there  by  Tom,  oar  blade  slave,  with  horses, 
and  rode  back  during  two  dajrs  by  Newcastle  and 
Chester.  As  I  rode  ill,  of  course,  and  was  sore  for  a 
week,  my  father  thought  it  well  that  I  aboold  lean  to 
lide,  and  this  exercise  I  took  to  easily.  Jostbefcael 
was  sixteen  my  aunt  gave  me  a  horse,  and  after  we 
had  separated  ahmptly  a  few  times,  and  no  harm 
to  any,  I  became  the  master,  and  soon  an  expert 
lider,  as  was  needful  in  a  land  where  most  long  joor- 
neya  were  made  on  horseback. 

It  seems  to  me  now,  as  I  look  back,  that  the  events 
of  life  were  preparing  me  and  my  friend  Jack  for 
what  was  to  follow.  Our  biiating  made  every  part 
of  the  two  rivers  familiar.  Now  that  I  had  a  horse. 
Jack's  father,  who  would  always  do  for  him  readily 
what  my  Aunt  Gainer  did  for  me,  fielded  to  his  de^ 
sire  to  ride ;  and  so  it  was  that  we  began,  as  leisure 
served,  to  extend  onr  rides  to  Germantown,  or  even 
to  Chestnut  Hill.  Thus  all  the  outlying  country 
became  well  known  to  both  of  us,  and  there  was  not 
a  road,  a  brook,  or  a  hill  which  we  did  not  know. 

UntO  this  happy  time  I  had  been  well  pleased  to 
follow  my  aunt  on  a  pillion  behind  her  servant, 
Cesar,  bnt  now  I  often  went  with  her,  perched  on 
my  big  horse,  and  pot  from  my  aunt,  an  excellent 
horsewoman,  some  sharp  lessons  as  to  leaping,  and 
certain  refinements  in  riding  that  she  had  seen  or 
known  of  in  London. 

A  CapUiin  Montresor— he  who  afterward,  when  a 
colonel,  was  Howe's  engineer— used  to  ride  with  her 
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in  the  spring  of  '69.  He  was  a  tall,  stout  man  of 
middle  age,  and  much  spoken  of  as  likely  to  marry 
my  Aunt  Gainor,  although  ahe  was  older  than  he, 
for,  as  fat  Oliver  de  Lancey  said  years  after,  "  There 
is  no  age  to  a  woman's  money,  and  guineas  are  al- 
ways young."  My  aunt,  Gainor  Wynne,  was  still  a 
fine  gentlewoman,  and  did  not  look  her  years.  As 
concerned  this  question  of  age,  she  was  like  a  man, 
and  so  in  fact  she  was  in  some  other  ways.  She 
would  tell  any  one  how  old  she  was.  She  once  in- 
formed Mr.  de  Lancey  that  she  was  so  much  more  of 
a  man  than  any  British  officer  she  knew  that  she  did 
not  see  how  she  could  decently  marry  any  of  them. 

I  think  it  was  about  this  time  that  I  saw  a  little 
scene  which  much  impressed  me,  and  which  often  re- 
curs to  my  memory.  We— that  is,  Mr.  Montresor,  and 
my  Aunt  Gainor  and  I— of  a  Saturday  afternoon  rode 
over  by  the  lower  ferry  and  up  Gray's  Lane,  and  so 
to  Mr.  Hamilton's  counti-y-seat.  "  The  Woodlands," 
as  it  was  called,  stood  on  a  hOl  amid  many  beautiful 
trees  and  foreign  shrubs  and  flowers.  Below  it  ran 
the  quiet  Schuylkill,  and  beyond,  above  the  gover- 
nor's woods,  could  be  seen  far  away  Dr.  Kearsley's 
fine  spire  of  Clirist  Church.  No  better  did  Master 
Wren  himself  ever  contrive,  or  more  proportioned  to 
the  edifice  beneath  it. 

On  the  porch  were  Mr.  Hamilton  and  Mrs.  Ponn, 
with  saucy  gray  eyes,  and  Mrs.  Ferguson.  A  slim 
young  girl,  Rebecca  Franks,  was  teasing  a  cat.  She 
teased  some  one  all  her  days,  and  did  it  merrily,  and 
not  unkindly.  She  was  little  and  very  pretty,  with  a 
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dark  skin.  Did  she  dream  she  should  marry  a  Brit- 
ish soldier— a  baronet  aud  gcnend— and  end  her 
days  in  Loudon  well  on  in  the  eeutui-y  yet  to  come  f 

Andrew  Allen,  whose  father,  the  chief  justiiM', 
took  his  wife,  Margaret,  from  tliis  house,  sat  on  the 
steps  near  Miss  Franks,  aud  beside  bur  little  Peggy 
Shippen,  who  already  gave  promise  of  the  beanty 
which  won  for  her  so  pitiful  a  life.  Nothing  in 
this  garden  of  gay  women  and  flowers  foretold  the 
tragedy  of  West  Point.  I  tliink  of  it  now  with  sad 
wonder. 

In  one  or  another  way  these  people  became  known 
in  our  annals.  Most  of  them  were  of  the  more  exeln- 
sive  party  known  as  the  governor's  set,  and  belonged 
to  the  Chur^^h  ni  England.  With  the  tlalliiways, 
Cailwaladers,  Wiltings,  Sliip])fns,  Rawlcs,  and  others, 
they  formed  a  more  or  less  distinct  society,  affecting 
London  ways,  dining  at  the  extreme  hour  of  four, 
loving  cards,  the  dance,  fox-hunting,  and  to  see  a 
main  of  game-cocks.  Among  them— not  of  them— 
came  and  went  certain  of  what  were  called  "gen- 
teel" Quakers— Morrises,  Pemltertons,  Wlmrtons, 
and  Logans.  They  had  races  too,— that  is,  the  gov- 
ernor's set,— and  one  of  my  dehghts  was,  on  the  way 
to  the  academy,  to  stop  in  Third  sti-eot,  above  Chest- 
nut, and  see  the  race-horses  in  the  Widow  Nichols's 
stables  at  the  sign  of  the  luditm  Queen. 

But  I  have  left  the  laughter  of  tlie  last  century 
echoing  among  the  columns  of  Andrew  Hamilton's 
homo.  The  guests  were  made  welcome,  and  had  a  dish 
of  tea  or  a  glass  of  punch ;  and  those  desiring  no  more 
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hohea  set  a  Bpoon  at^ross  the  cup,  and  fell  into  groups. 
My  aunt  opened  the  velvet  bag  which  hung  at  her 
waist,  to  pay  Mi-s.  Ferguson  a  small  gambling  debt 
of  the  night  before. 

"  Ah,  here !  "  she  cried  gaily,  "  Mr.  Montresor,  this 
is  for  you.  One  of  Mr.  Greuville's  stamps ;  I  kept 
two.  I  was  lucky  enough  to  get  them  from  Master 
Hughes,  the  stamp  officer— a  great  curiosity.  You 
shall  have  one." 

Mr.  Montresor  bowed.  "  I  will  keep  it,"  he  said, 
"until  it  comes  into  use  again." 

"  Tlmt  wiU  be  never,"  said  Andrew  Allen,  turning. 

"  Never !  "  repeated  Miss  Wynne.  "  Let  us  hope, 
sir,  it  may  be  a  lesson  to  all  future  ministers." 

"  A  man  was  wanted  in  New  York  m  place  of  Mr. 
Gage,"  cried  Mrs.  Ferguson.  "  As  to  those  New  Eng- 
land Puritans,  they  were  in  rebellion  before  they 
came  over,  and  have  been  ever  since." 

"  And  what  of  New  York,  and  this  town,  and  Vir- 
ginia f "  said  my  Aunt  (Jainor,  with  her  great  nose 
well  up. 

"  I  would  have  put  an  end  to  their  disloyal  ways, 
one  and  all,"  cried  Mrs.  Ferguson. 

"  It  is  curious,"  said  Mr.  Galloway, "  that  the  crown 
should  be  so  tliwarted.  What  people  have  more  rea- 
Sfju  to  be  contented  f " 

" Contente<l !"  said  Miss  Wynne.  "Already  they 
talk  of  taxes  in  which  we  are  to  have  no  voice.  Con- 
tented !  and  not  a  ship  dare  trade  with  France.  It 
amazes  me  that  there  is  a  man  in  the  plantations  to 
sit  quiet  under  it." 
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"I  am  of  your  opinitm,  raadiim,"  said 
pherson,  "and  1  might  go  still  further." 

"  They  consider  us  as  mere  colonials,  and  we  may 
not  80  much  as  have  a  bishop  of  our  own.  I  would 
I  had  my  way,  sir." 

"And  what  would  you  do.  Mistress  Wynne?" 
asked  Mr.  Chew. 

"  I  would  say,  '  Mr.  Attorney-General,  give  us  tJie 
same  liberty  all  tlie  English  have,  to  go  and  come  on 
the  free  seaa ! ' " 

"And  if  not?"  said  Montresor,  smiling. 

"And  if  not,"  she  rcturnt'd,  "then— "and  she 
touched  the  sword  at  his  side.  I  wondered  to  see 
how  resolute  she  looked. 

The  captain  smiled.  "I  hope  you  will  not  com- 
mand a  regiment,  madam." 

"  Would  to  God  I  could ! " 

"I  should  run,"  he  cried,  laughing.  And  thus 
pleasantly  ended  a  talk  which  was  becoming  bitter 
to  many  of  this  gay  coitipauy. 

Destiny  was  already  shaq)ening  the  sword  we  were 
soon  to  draw,  and  of  those  who  met  and  laughed  that 
day  there  were  sons  who  were  to  be  set  against 
fathers,  and  brothers  whom  war  was  to  find  in  hos- 
tile ranks.  A  young  fellow  of  my  age,  the  son  of 
Mr.  Macpherson,  sat  below  us  on  tlie  steps  with  the 
gii'ls.  He  was  to  leave  his  young  life  on  the  bastion 
at  Quebec,  and,  for  myself,  how  httle  did  I  dream  of 
what  I  should  get  out  of  the  devil-pot  of  war  which 
was  beginning  to  simmer ! 

Very  soon  I  was  sent  with  Rebecca  Franks  and 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker        59 


Miss  Chew  to  gather  flowers.  Miss  Franks  evidently 
despised  my  youth,  and  between  the  two  little  maids 
I,  being  unused  to  girls,  had  not  a  pleasant  time,  and 
was  glad  to  get  back  to  the  porch,  where  wo  stood 
silent  until  bidden  to  be  seated,  upon  which  the  girls 
curtseyed  and  I  bowed,  and  then  sat  down  to  eat 
cakes  and  drink  syllabub. 

At  last  my  aunt  put  on  her  safeguard  petticoat, 
the  horses  came,  and  we  rode  away.  For  a  while  she 
was  silent,  answering  the  captain  in  monosyllables ; 
but  just  beyond  the  ferry  his  horse  cast  a  shoe,  and 
went  so  lame  that  the  officer  must  needs  return  to 
Woodlands  leading  him,  there  to  ask  a  new  mount. 

For  yet  a  while  my  aunt  rode  on  without  a  word, 
but  at  last  she  began  to  rally  me  as  to  Miss  Chew. 
I  had  to  confess  I  cared  not  for  her  or  the  other,  or, 
indeed,  for  maids  at  all. 

"It  will  come,"  said  she.  "Oh,  it  will  come  soon 
enough.  Peggy  Chew  has  the  better  manners.  And, 
by  the  way,  sir,  when  yon  bow,  keep  your  back 
straight.  Mr.  Montresor  has  a  pretty  way  of  it. 
Observe  him,  Hugh.  But  he  is  a  fool,  and  so  are 
the  rest ;  and  as  for  Betty  Ferguson,  I  should  like  to 
lay  a  whip  over  her  back  like  that,"  and  she  hit  my 
horse  sharply,  poor  thing,  so  that  I  lost  a  stirrup 
and  came  near  to  falling. 

When  the  bea.st  got  quiet  I  asked  why  these  nice 
people,  who  had  such  pleasant  ways,  were  all  fools. 

"  I  will  tell  you,"  she  said.  "  There  are  many  and 
constant  causes  of  trouble  between  us  and  the  king. 
When  one  ends,  like  this  Stamp  Act,  another  is 


hatched.  It  was  the  "best  of  ns  who  left  England, 
and  we  are  trained  to  rely  on  ourselves,  and  have 
no  need  of  England.  You  will  live  to  see  daik  days, 
Hugh— just  what,  God  alosie  can  tell ;  but  you  will 
live  to  see  them,  and  your  Life  will  have  to  answer 
some  questions.  This  may  seem  strange  to  you,  my 
lad,  but  it  win  come." 

Wltat  would  come  I  knew  not.  She  said  no  more, 
but  rode  homeward  at  speed,  as  she  liked  best  to  do. 

Thus  time  went  by,  until  I  was  full  sixteen,  having 
been  at  the  college  a  year  later  than  was  usual.  I 
had  few  battles  to  fight,  and  contrived  to  keep  these 
to  myself,  or  to  get  patched  up  at  my  Aunt  Wynne's, 
who  delighted  to  hear  of  these  conflicts,  and  always 
gave  me  a  shilling  to  heal  my  wounds.  My  dear, 
fair-haired  Jock,  Aunt  Uainor  thought  a  girl-boy, 
and  fit  only  to  sell  goods,  or,  at  best^  to  become  a 
preacher.     His  father  she  used  and  disliked. 

Meanwhile  we  had  been  through  Horace  and 
Cicero,— and  Ovid  for  our  moral  improvement,  I 
suppose,— with  Virgil  and  Sallust,  and  at  last  Caesar, 
whom  alone  of  them  all  I  liked.  Indeed,  Jack  and 
I  built  over  a  brook  in  ray  Aunt  Gainor's  gai-den  at 
Chestnut  Hill  a  fair  model  of  Cresar's  great  bridge 
over  the  Rhine.  Thi.s  admired  product  of  our  in- 
genuity was  much  praised  by  Captain  Montresor, 
who  was  well  aware  of  my  aunt's  weakness  for  a 
certain  young  person. 

My  father's  decisions  came  always  without  warn- 
ing. In  the  fall  of  1769  I  was  just  gone  haak  to  tJie 
academy,  and  put  to  work  at  mathematics  and  some 
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Greek  under  Jtimes  Wilson,  at  that  period  one  of  the 
tutors,  and  some  time  later  an  associate  judge  of 
the  Supreme  Court..  This  great  statesman  and  law- 
yer of  after-days  was  a  most  delightful  teacher.  He 
took  a  fancy  to  my  Jack,  and,  as  we  were  insepa- 
rable, put  up  with»my  flippancy  and  deficient  scholar- 
ship. Jack's  diary  says  otherwise,  and  that  he  saw  in 
me  that  which,  well  used,  might  make  of  me  a  man 
of  distinction.  At  all  events,  he  Ukod  well  to  walk 
with  us  on  a  Saturday,  or  to  go  in  my  boat,  which 
was  for  us  a  great  honour.  My  father  approved  of 
James  Wilson,  and  liked  him  on  the  holiday  to  share 
our  two-o'clock  dinner.  Then,  and  then  only,  did  I 
understand  the  rigour  and  obstinacy  of  my  father's 
opinions,  for  they  ofttimes  fell  into  debate  as  to  the 
right  of  the  crown  to  tax  us  witliout  representation. 
Mr.  Wilson  said  many  towns  in  England  had  no 
voice  in  Parliament,  and  tliat,  if  once  the  crown 
yielded  the  principle  we  stood  on,  it  would  change 
the  whole  political  condition  in  the  mother-land; 
and  this  the  king  would  never  agree  to  see.  Mr. 
Wilson  thought  we  had  been  foolish  to  say,  as 
many  did,  that,  while  we  would  have  no  internal 
taxes,  we  would  submit  to  a  tax  on  imports.  This  he 
considered  even  worse.  My  father  was  for  obedience 
and  non-resistance,  and  could  not  see  that  we  were 
fighting  a  battle  for  the  liberty  of  all  Englishmen. 
He  simply  repeated  his  opinions,  and  was  but  a  child 
in  the  hands  of  this  clear-headed  thinker.  My  father 
might  well  have  feared  for  the  effect  of  Mr.  Wilson's 
views  on  a  lad  of  my  age,  in  whose  mind  he  opeued 
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vistas  of  tboupht  far  in  advance  of  those  which,  with- 
out Mm,  1  should  ever  have  seen. 

John  Wynne  was,  however,  too  habitually  accus- 
tomed to  implicit  obedience  to  dream  of  danger,  and 
thus  were  early  sown  in  my  mind  the  seeds  of  future 
action,  with  some  doubt  as  to  my  father's  ability  to  j 
cope  with  a  man  like  our  tutor,  who  considerately 
weighed  my  father's  sentiments  (thoy  were  hardly 
opinions),  and  so  easily  and  courteously  disposed  of 
them  that  these  logical  defeats  were  clear  even  to  us 
boys. 

Our  school  relations  witli  tlus  gentleman  were 
abruptly  broken.  One  day,  in  late  October  of  1769, 
we  went  on  a  long  walk  through  the  proprietary's 
woods,  gatheiing  for  my  mother  boughs  of  the  many- 
tinted  leaves  of  autunm.  These  branches  she  liked 
to  set  in  jars  of  water  iu  the  room  where  we  sat,  so 
that  it  might  be  gay  with  the  lovely  colours  she  so 
much  enjoyed.  As  we  entered  the  forest  about 
Eighth  street  Jlr.  Wilson  joined  us,  and  went  along, 
chatting  agreeably  with  my  mother.  Presently  he 
said  to  me :  "  I  have  just  left  your  father  witli  Mr. 
Pembertou,  talking  about  some  depredations  in  Mr. 
Penn'a  woods.  He  tells  me  you  boys  are  to  leave 
school,  but  for  %vhat  I  do  not  know.     I  am  sorry." 

Jack  and  I  had  of  lat«  expected  tliis,  and  I,  for 
one,  was  not  grieved,  but  my  friend  was  less  well 
pleased. 

We  stroUed  across  to  the  Schuylkill,  and  there, 
sitting  down,  amused  ourselves  with  making  a  little 
crown  of  twisted  twigs  and  leaves  of  the  red  and  yel- 
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low  meples.  This  we  set  merrily  on  my  mother's  gray 
beaver,  while  Mr.  Wilson  declared  it  most  lieooming. 
Just  then  Friend  Pemberton  and  my  father  came 
upon  ns,  and,  as  usual  when  the  latter  appeared,  our 
laughter  ceased. 

"  I  shall  want  thee  this  afternoon,  Hugh,"  he  said. 
"And  what  foolishness  is  this  on  thy  head,  wife  I 
Art  thou  going  home  in  this  guise  t " 

"  It  seems  an  innocent  prettiness,"  said  Pemberton, 
while  my  mother,  in  no  wise  dismayed,  looked  up 
with  her  big  blue  eyes. 

"  Thou  wilt  always  be  a  child,"  said  my  father. 

"Je  Vespfre"  said  the  mother;  "must  I  be  put  in 
a  comer  t  The  Ixm  Dku  hath  just  changed  the 
forest  fashions.  I  wonder  is  He  a  Quaker,  Friend 
Pemberton  T " 

"  Thou  hast  ever  a  neat  answer,"  said  the  gentle 
old  man.     "  Come,  John,  we  are  not  yet  done." 

My  father  said  no  more,  and  we  boys  were  still  as 
mice.  We  went  homeward  with  our  mirth  quite  at 
an  end,  Jack  and  Wilson  leaving  us  at  Fourth  street. 

In  the  afternoon  about  six— for  an  hour  had  been 
named— I  saw  my  aunt's  chaise  at  the  door.  I  knew 
at  once  that  sometliing  unusual  was  in  store,  for 
Mistress  WjTine  rarely  came  hither  except  to  see  my 
mother,  and  then  always  in  the  forenoon.  Moreover, 
I  noticed  my  father  at  the  window,  and  never  had  I 
known  him  to  return  so  early.  When  I  went  in  he 
said  at  once : 

"  I  have  been  telling  thy  aunt  of  my  intention  in 
regard  to  thee." 
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"  And  I  utterly  disapprove  of  it,"  said  my  aunt. 

"  Wait,"  he  said.  "  I  desire  that  thou  shalt  enter  as 
one  of  my  clerks ;  but  first  it  is  my  will  that,  as  the 
great  and  good  proprietary  decreed,  thou  shouldst 
acquire  some  mechanic  trade ;  I  care  not  wlmt." 

I  waa  sUent ;  I  did  not  like  it.  Even  far  later,  cer- 
tain of  the  stricter  Friends  adhered  to  a  rule  which 
was  once  useful,  but  was  now  no  longer  held  to  be  of 
ujiperative  force. 

"I  would  suggest  shoemaking,"  said  ray  Aunt 
Gainer,  scornfully,  "or  tailoring." 

"  I  beg  of  thee,  Gainor,"  said  my  mother,  "  not  to 
discontent  the  lad." 

"  As  to  this  matter,"  returned  my  father,  "  I  will 
not  be  thwarted.  I  asked  thee  to  come  hither,  not  to 
ridicule  a  sensible  decision,  but  to  consult  upon  it." 

"You  have  had  all  my  wisdom,"  said  the  lady. 
"  I  had  thought  to  ask  my  friend,  Charles  Townsend, 
for  a  pair  of  colours ;  but  now  that  troops  are  sent  to 
Boston  to  override  all  reason,  I  doubt  it.  Do  as  you 
will  with  the  boy.    I  wash  my  hands  of  him." 

This  was  by  no  means  my  father's  intention.  I 
saw  his  face  set  in  an  expression  I  well  knew ;  but 
my  mother  laid  a  hand  on  his  arm,  and,  with  what 
must  have  been  a  great  effort,  he  controlled  his 
anger,  and  said  coldly  :  "  I  have  talked  this  over  witli 
thy  friend,  Joseph  Warder,  and  he  desired  that  his 
son  should  share  in  my  decision  as  to  Hugh.  Talk 
to  him,  Gainor." 

"  I  do  not  take  counsel  with  my  agent,  John.  He 
does  as  I  bid  him.    I  could  shift  his  opinions  at  a 
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word.  He  is  a  Tory  to-day,  and  a  Whig  to-morrow, 
and  anything  to  anybody.  Why  do  you  t^lk  such 
nonsense  to  me  T  Let  me  tell  you  that  he  has  already 
been  to  ask  me  what  I  think  of  it.  He  feels  some 
doubt,  poor  man.  Indeed,  he  is  disposed  to  consider. 
Bother !  what  does  it  matter  what  lie  eousiders  f " 

"  If  he  has  changed  his  mind  I  have  not.  Joseph 
hath  ever  a  coat  of  many  colours." 

"  I  shall  tell  him,"  she  cried,  laughing.  The  Quaker 
role  of  repression  and  non-resistance  by  no  means 
forbade  the  use  of  the  bnital  bludgeon  of  sarcasm, 
as  many  a  delmte  in  Meeting  could  testify.  She  rose 
as  she  spoke,  and  my  mother  said  gently : 

"  Thou  wilt  not  tell  him,  Gainor." 

Meanwhile  I  stood  amazed  at  a  talk  which  so 
deeply  concerned  me. 

"  Shall  it  be  a  smithy  T "  said  my  father. 

"  Oh,  what  you  like.  The  WjTines  are  well  down 
in  the  world— trade,  horseshoeing.     Good  evening." 

"  Gainor !  Gainor !  "  cried  my  mother ;  but  she  was 
gone  in  wrath,  and  out  of  the  house. 

"Thou  wilt  leave  the  academy.  I  have  already 
arranged  with  Lfiwry,  in  South  street,  to  take  thee. 
Three  months  should  answer." 

To  this  I  said,  "  Yes,  yes,"  and  went  away  but  Uttle 
pleased,  my  mother  saying,  "  It  is  only  for  a  time, 
my  son." 


j|A  YS  my  friend  Jack  in  his  journal : 

■'  The  boys  were  in  these  times  keen 
]iolitieians  whenever  any  unusual  event 
Dceurred,  ami  the  great  pot  was  like  soon 
to  boil  furiously,  and  scald  the  cooks. 
Charles  Townsend's  ministry  was  long  over.  The 
Stamp  Act  had  come  and  gone.  The  Non-importa- 
tion Agreement  had  been  signed  even  by  men  like 
Andrew  Allen  and  Mr.  Penn.  Lord  Nortli,  a  gentle 
and  obstinate  person,  was  minister.  The  Lord  Hills- 
borough, a  man  after  the  king's  heart,  had  the  colo- 
nial office.  The  troops  had  landed  in  Boston,  and 
the  letters  of  Dickinson  and  Vindex  had  fanned 
the  embers  of  discontent  into  flame. 

"  Through  it  all  we  boys  contrived  to  know  every- 
thing that  was  happening.  I  ha*l  a  sense  of  fear  about 
it,  but  to  Hugh  I  think  it  was  delightful.  A  fire,  a  mob, 
confusion,  and  disorder  appeal  to  most  boys'  minds 
as  desirable.  My  father  was  terrified  at  the  disturb- 
ance of  commerce,  and  the  angry  words  which  began 
U)  be  heard.  Mr.  John  Wynne  very  coolly  ad- 
justed his  affairs,  as  I  have  heard,  and  settled  down 
with  the  Friends,  such  as  Wain  and  Shoemaker  and 
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Pemberton  and  the  rest,  to  accept  whatever  the  king 
might  decree." 

Jack  and  I  talked  it  all  over  in  wild  boy  fashion, 
and  went  every  day  at  six  in  the  morning  to  Lowry's 
on  South  street  At  first  we  both  hated  the  work, 
bnt  this  did  not  last ;  and,  once  we  were  used  to 
it,  the  business  bad  for  fellows  like  ourselves  a 
certain  charm.  The  horses  we  learned  to  know  and 
understand.  Their  owners  were  of  a  class  with  which 
in  those  days  it  was  not  thought  seemly  for  persons 
of  our  degree  to  be  familiar;  here  it  was  unavoid- 
able, and  I  soon  learned  how  deep  in  the  hearts  of 
the  people  was  the  determination  to  resist  the  author- 
ity of  the  crown. 

The  lads  we  knew  of  the  gay  set  used  to  come  and 
laugh  at  us,  as  we  plied  the  hammer  or  blew  the 
bellows;  and  one  day  Miss  Franks  and  Miss  Peggy 
Chew,  and  I  think  Miss  Shippen,  stood  awhile  with- 
out the  forge,  making  very  merry.  Jack  got  red  in 
the  face,  but  I  was  angry,  worked  on  doggedly,  and 
said  nothing.  At  last  I  thrashed  soundly  one  Master 
Galloway,  who  called  me  a  horse-cobbler,  and  after 
that  no  more  trouble. 

I  became  strong  and  muscular  as  the  work  went  on, 
and  got  to  like  our  master,  who  was  all  for  liberty, 
and  sang  as  he  struck,  and  taught  me  much  that  was 
osefol  88  to  the  management  of  horses,  so  that  I 
was  not  long  unhappy.  My  father,  pleased  at  my 
diligence,  once  said  to  me  that  I  seemed  to  be  at- 
tentive to  the  business  in  hand ;  and,  as  far  as  I 
remember,  this  was  the  only  time  in  my  life  that 
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Le  ever  gave  me  a  word  of  even  the  mildest  com' 
mendation. 

It  was  what  Jack  most  needed.  His  slight, 
graceful  figure  filled  out  and  became  very  straight, 
losing  a  stoup  it  had,  so  that  he  grew  to  be  a  well- 
built,  active  young  fellow,  rosy,  and  quite  too  pretty, 
with  his  blond  locks.  After  our  third  month  began, 
Lowryman-ied  a  widow,  and  moved  away  to  lier  farm 
up  the  country  and  beyond  the  Blue  Bell  tavern, 
where  lie  carried  on  his  business,  and  where  he  was  to 
appear  iigain  to  me  at  a  time  when  I  sorely  needed 
him.  It  was  to  be  another  instance  of  how  a  greater 
Master  overrules  our  lives  for  good.  ^g 

Just  after  we  had  heard  the  news  of  the  widow,  ^M 
my  father  came  into  the  forge  one  day  with  Joseph 
Warder.  He  stood  and  watched  me  shoe  a  horse,  and 
asked  Lowry  if  I  hod  leai'ned  the  business.  When 
he  repUed  that  we  both  might  l>ecome  more  expert, 
but  that  we  could  make  nails,  and  shoe  fairly  well, 
my  father  said : 

"  Take  off  the*e  aprons,  and  go  home.  There  will 
be  other  work  for  both  of  you." 

We  were  glad  enough  to  obey,  and,  dropping  our 
leathern  aprons,  thus  ended  our  apprenticeship. 
Next  week  Tom  Lowry,  our  master,  appeared  with 
a  fine  beaver  for  me,  sapng,  as  I  knew,  that  it  was 
the  custom  to  give  an  apprentice  a  beaver  when  his 
time  was  up,  and  that  he  had  never  been  better 
served  by  any. 

My  Aunt  (Mnor  kept  away  aU  this  time,  and 
made  it  clear  that  she  did  not  wish  my  black  bauds 
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at  her  table.  My  father,  no  doubt,  felt  snre  that,  so 
far  as  I  was  concerned,  she  would  soon  or  late  relent. 
This,  in  fact,  came  about  in  midwinter,  upon  her 
asking  my  mother  to  send  me  to  see  her.  My  father 
observed  that  he  had  no  will  ti»  make  quarrels,  or 
to  keep  them  alive.  My  mother  smiled  dL^murely, 
knowing  him  as  none  other  did,  and  bade  me  go 
with  her. 

In  her  own  room  she  had  laid  out  on  the  bed  a 
brown  coat  of  velveteen,  with  breeches  to  match,  and 
stockings  with  brown  docks,  and  also  a  brown  beaver, 
the  back  looped  up,  aU  of  which  she  had,  with  sweet 
craftiness,  provided,  that  I  might  appear  weU  before 
my  Aunt  Gainor. 

"  Thou  wilt  fight  no  one  on  the  way,  Hugh.  And 
now,  what  shall  be  done  with  his  hands,  so  rough  and 
so  hard  T  Scrub  them  well.  Tell  Gainor  I  have  two 
new  lilies  for  her,  just  come  from  Jamaica.  Bulbs 
they  are ;  I  will  care  for  them  in  the  cellar.  I  was 
near  to  forget  the  marmalade  of  bitter  orange.  She 
must  send ;  I  cannot  trust  Tom.  Thy  father  had  him 
whipped  at  the  jail  yesterday,  and  he  is  sulky.  Put 
on  thy  clotlies,  and  I  will  come  again  to  see  how 
they  fit  thee." 

In  a  little  while  she  was  back  again,  declaring  I 
looked  a  lord,  and  that  if  she  were  a  girl  she  shoidd 
fall  in  love  with  me,  and  then— "But  I  shall  never 
let  any  woman  but  me  kiss  thee.  I  shall  be  jealous. 
And  now,  sir,  a  bow.  That  was  better.  Now,  as  I 
curtsey,  it  is  bad  manners  to  have  it  over  before  I  am 
folly  risen.    Then  it  is  permitted  that  les  beaits  yeuz 
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se  renrontrent.    Comme  fa. 
ter  done." 

"  What  vanities  are  these  T "  said  my  father  at  the 
door  she  had  left.  opeu. 

She  was  nowise  alarmed.  "Come  in,  John,"  she 
cried.  "  He  does  not  yet  bow  as  well  as  thou.  It 
would  crack  some  Quaker  backs,  I  think.  I  can  hear 
Friend  Wain's  joints  creak  when  he  gets  up." 

"  Nonsense,  wife !     Thou  art  a  child  to  this  day." 

"  Then  kiss  me,  moti  phey  And  she  ran  to  him 
and  stood  on  tiptoe,  so  engaging  and  so  prettj'  that  he 
could  not  help  but  lift  up  her  slight  figure,  and,  kiss- 
ing her,  set  her  dowTi.  It  was  a  moment  of  rare  ten- 
derness.   Would  I  had  known  or  seen  more  like  it ! 

"  Thou  wilt  ruin  him,  wife." 

As  I  ran  down  the  garden  she  called  after  me, 
"  Do  not  thou  forget  to  kiss  her  hand.  To-morrow 
will  come  the  warehouse ;  but  take  the  sweets  of  life 
as  they  offer.  Adieu."  She  stood  to  watch  me,  all 
her  dear  heart  in  her  eyes,  something  pure,  and,  as 
it  were,  virginal  in  her  look.     Gk>d  rest  her  soul ! 

It  was  late  when  I  got  to  my  aunt's,  somewhere 
about  eight,  and  the  hum  of  voices  warned  me  of  her 
having  company.  As  I  entered  she  rose,  expecting 
an  older  guest,  and,  as  I  had  been  bid,  I  bowed  low 
and  touched  her  hand  with  my  lips,  as  I  said : 

"  Dear  Aunt  Gainor,  it  has  been  so  long ! "  I  could 
have  said  nothing  better.     She  laughed. 

"  Here  is  my  nephew,  Mr.  Etherington  "—this  to  an 
English  major ;  "  and,  Captain  Wallace  of  the  king's 
navy,  my  nephew." 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker        71 

The  captain  was  a  rough,  boisterons  sailor,  and  the 
other  a  man  with  too  much  manner,  and,  as  I  heard 
later,  risen  from  the  ranis. 

He  saluted  me  with  a  lively  thump  on  the  shoul- 
der, which  I  did  not  relish.  "  Zounds !  sir,  but  you 
are  a  stout  young  Quaker  I  " 

"  We  are  most  of  us  Quakers  here,  captain,"  said  a 
quiet  gentleman,  who  saw,  I  fancy,  by  my  face  that 
this  rude  greeting  was  unpleasant  to  me. 

"  How  are  you,  Hugh  T "  This  was  the  Master 
of  the  Rolls,  Mr.  John  Morris.  Then  my  aunt  said, 
"  Go  and  speak  to  the  ladies— you  know  them ; "  and 
as  I  turned  aside,  "  I  beg  pardon,  Sir  William ;  this 
is  my  nephew,  Hugh  Wynne."  This  was  addressed 
t.o  a  high-coloured  personage  in  yellow  velvet  with 
gold  buttons,  and  a  white  flowered  waistcoat,  and 
with  his  queue  in  a  fine  hair-net. 

"  This  is  Sir  William  Draper,  Hugh ;  he  who  took 
Manilla,  as  you  must  know."  I  did  not,  nor  did  I 
know  until  later  that  he  was  one  of  the  victims  of 
the  sharp  pen  of  Jimius,  with  whom,  for  the  sake  of 
the  Marquis  of  Granby,  he  had  rashly  ventured  to 
tilt.  The  famous  soldier  smiled  as  I  saluted  him 
with  my  best  bow. 

"  Fine  food  for  powder.  Mistress  Wynne,  and  al- 
ready sixteen !  I  was  in  service  three  years  earlier. 
Should  he  wish  for  an  ensign's  commission,  I  am  at 
your  service." 

"  Ah,  Sir  William,  that  might  have  been,  a  year  or 
80  ago,  but  now  he  may  have  to  fight  General  Gage." 

"  The  gods  forbid  1     Our  poor  general  I " 
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"Mistress  Wj-nne  is  a  rank  Whig,"  put  in  Mrs, 
Ferguson.  "  She  reads  Dickinson's  '  Farmer's  Let- 
ters,' and  all  the  wicked  treason  of  that  man  Adams." 

"  A  low  demagogue ! "  cried  Mrs.  Galloway.  "  I 
hear  there  have  been  disturbances  in  Boston,  and 
that  because  one  James  Otis  has  been  beaten  by  oar 
ofiBcers,  and  because  our  bands  play '  Yankee  Doodle' 
on  Sundays  in  front  of  the  churches— I  beg  pardon, 
the  meetings— Mr.  Robinson,  the  king's  collector,  has 
had  to  pay  and  apologise.    Most  shameful  it  is ! " 

"  I  should  take  short  measures,"  said  the  sailor. 

"And  I,"  cried  Etherington.  "I  have  just  come 
from  Virginia,  but  not  a  recruit  could  I  get  It  is 
like  a  nest  of  ants  in  a  turmoil,  and  the  worst  of 
all  are  the  oflBcers  who  served  in  the  French  war. 
There  is,  too,  a  noisy  talker,  Patrick  Henry,  and  a 
Mr.  Washington." 

"  I  think  it  was  he  who  saved  the  wreck  of  the  king's 
army  under  Mr.  Braddock,"  said  my  aunt.  "I  can 
remember  how  they  all  looked.  Not  a  wig  among 
them.  The  lodges  must  have  been  full  of  them,  bat 
their  legs  saved  their  scalps." 

"  Is  it  for  this  they  call  them  wigwams  T "  cries 
naughty  Miss  Chew. 

"  Fie !  fie ! "  says  her  mamma,  while  my  aunt 
laughed  merrily. 

"A  mere  Potomac  planter,"  said  Etherington,  "'pon 
my  soul- and  with  such  airs,  as  if  they  were  gentle- 
men of  the  line." 

" Perhaps," said  my  aunt,  "they  had  not  had  your 
opportunities  of  knowing  all  grades  of  the  service." 
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The  major  flushed.  "I  have  served  the  king  as 
well  as  I  kuow  how,  and  I  trust,  madam,  I  shall  have 
the  pleasure  to  aid  in  the  punishment  of  some  of 
these  insolent  rebels." 

"  May  you  be  there  to  see,  Hugh,"  said  my  aunt, 
laughing. 

Willing  to  make  a  diversion,  Mrs.  Chew  said,  "  Let 
us  defeat  these  Tories  at  the  card-table,  Gainor." 

"With  all  my  heart,"  said  my  aunt,  glad  of  this 
turn  in  the  talk. 

"  Come  and  give  me  luck,  Hugh,"  said  Mrs.  Fergu- 
son. "  What  a  big  fellow  you  are !  Your  aunt  must 
find  j'ou  ruffles  soon,  and  a  stecnkirk." 

With  this  I  sat  down  beside  her,  and  wondered  to 
sec  how  eager  and  interested  they  all  became,  and 
how  the  guineas  and  gold  half-joes  passed  from  one 
to  another,  while  the  gay  Mrs.  Ferguson,  who  was  at 
the  table  with  Mrs.  Penn,  Captain  Wallace,  and  my 
aunt,  gave  me  my  first  lesson  in  this  form  of  in- 
dustry. 

A  little  later  there  was  tea,  chocolate,  and  rusks, 
with  punch  for  the  men ;  and  Dr.  Shippen  came  in, 
and  the  great  Dr.  Rush,  witli  hLs  delicate,  cleau-cut 
face  under  a  full  wig.  Dr.  Shippen  was  full  of  talk 
about  some  fine  game-cocks,  and  others  were  busy 
with  the  spring  races  in  Centre  Square. 

You  may  be  sure  I  kept  my  ears  open  to  hear  what 
all  these  great  men  said.  I  chanced  to  hear  Dr.  Rush 
deep  in  talk  behind  the  punch-table  with  a  handsome 
young  man,  Dr.  Morgan,  newly  come  from  London. 

Dr.  Bush  said,  "  I  have  news  to-day,  iu  a  letter  from 


74        Hugh  Wynne 


Mr.  Adams,  of  things  being  anendiirable.  He  is  bold 
enoogfa  to  talJc  of  sepaiatton  fran  feigfanH ;  but  that 
ia  going  far,  too  Car." 

"  I  think  so,  indeed,"  said  Morgan.  "  I  saw  Dr. 
Franklin  in  London.  He  advises  conciliation,  and 
not  to  act  with  rash  haste.  These  gentlemen  yon- 
der make  it  difficult." 

"  Yes ;  there  is  no  insf  >lence  like  that  of  the  soldier." 
And  this  was  all  I  heard  or  remember,  for  my  aunt 
bade  me  run  home  and  thank  my  mother,  telling 
me  to  come  again  and  soon. 

The  plot  was  indeed  thickening,  and  even  a  lad 
as  young  as  I  could  scent  peril  in  the  air.  At  home 
I  beard  nothing  of  it.  No  doubt  my  father  reail  at 
his  warehouse  the  "  Pennsylvania  Journal,"  or  more 
likely  ilalloway's  gazette,  the  "  Chronicle,"  which  was 
rank  Tory,  and  was  snjipreased  in  1773.  But  rtnt«de 
of  the  house  I  learned  the  news  readily.  Mr.  War- 
der took  papers  on  both  sides,  and  also  the  Boston 
"  Packet,"  BO  that  Jock  and  I  were  well  informed,  and 
uxed  to  take  the  gazettes  when  his  father  had  read 
them,  and  devour  them  safely  in  our  boat,  when  by 
rare  chance  I  had  a  holiday. 

And  so  passed  the  years  1770,  1771,  and  1772, 
when  Lord  North  precipitated  the  crisis  by  attempt- 
ing to  control  the  judjjfes  in  Massachusetts,  who  were 
in  future  to  Ije  paid  by  the  crown,  and  would  thus 
pass  under  its  control.  Adams  now  suggested  com- 
mittees of  correspondence,  and  thus  the  first  step 
toward  united  action  was  taken. 

These  years,  up  to  the  autumn  of  1772,  were  not 
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without  influence  on  my  own  life  for  both  good  and 
eviL  I  was,  of  course,  kept  sedulously  at  work  at  our 
business,  and,  though  liking  it  even  less  tliau  farriei-y, 
learned  it  well  enough.  It  was  not  without  its  plea- 
sores.  Certainly  it  was  an  agreeable  thing  to  know 
the  old  merchant  captains,  and  to  talk  to  their  men 
or  themselves.  The  sea  had  not  lost  its  romance. 
Men  could  remember  Kidd  and  Blackbeard.  In  the 
low-ljdng  dens  below  Dock  Creek  and  on  King  street, 
were  many,  it  is  to  be  feared,  who  had  seen  the  black 
flag  flying,  and  who  knew  too  well  the  keys  and 
shoals  of  the  West  Indies.  The  captain  who  put  to 
sea  with  such  sailors  hatl  need  to  be  resolute  and 
ready.  Ships  went  armed,  and  I  was  amazed  to  see, 
in  the  holds  of  our  own  ships,  carronades,  which  out 
on  the  ocean  were  hoisted  up  and  set  in  place  on  deck ; 
also  cutlasses  and  mu.'^kets  in  the  cabin,  and  good 
store  of  pikes.  I  ventured  once  to  ask  my  father  if 
this  were  consistent  with  non -resistance.  He  replied 
that  pirates  were  like  to  wild  beasts,  and  that  I  had 
better  attend  to  my  business ;  after  which  I  said  no 
more,  ha^-ing  food  for  thought. 

These  captains  got  thus  a  noble  training,  were  splen- 
did seamen,  and  not  unused  to  arms  and  danger,  as 
prove<l  fortunate  in  days  to  come.  Once  I  woidd 
have  gone  to  the  Madeiras  with  Captain  Biddle,  but 
unluckily  my  mother  prevailed  with  niy  father  to 
forbid  it.  It  had  been  better  for  me  had  it  been  de- 
cided otherwise,  because  I  was  fast  getting  an  edu- 
csation  which  did  me  no  good. 

"  Indeed,"  says  Jack  later  on  in  his  diary,  "  I  was 
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much  troubled  in  tliosc  seventies "  (he  means  up  to 
'74,  when  we  were  full  twenty-one)  "  about  my  friend 
Hugh.  The  town  was  full  of  officers  of  all  grades, 
who  came  and  went,  and  brought  with  them  much 
licence  and  contempt  for  colonists  in  general,  and  a 
silly  way  of  parading  their  own  sentiments  on  all 
occasions.  Gambling,  hard  driukin  g,  and  all  manner 
of  worse  things  became  common  and  more  openly 
indulged  in.  Neither  here  nor  in  Boston  could  young 
women  walk  about  unattended,  a  new  and  strange 
thing  in  our  quiet  town. 

"  Mistress  Gainor*s  house  was  full  of  these  gentle- 
men, whom  she  entertained  with  a  freedom  only 
equalled  by  that  with  which  she  spoke  her  good 
Whig  mind.  The  air  was  full  of  excitement.  Busi- 
ness fell  off,  and  Hugh  and  I  had  ample  leisure  to 
do  much  as  we  liked. 

"  I  must  honestly  declare  that  I  deserve  no  praise 
for  having  escaped  the  temptations  which  beset 
Hugh.  I  hated  all  excess,  and  suffered  in  body  if  I 
drank  or  ate  more  than  was  wise.  As  regards  worse 
things  than  wine  and  cards,  I  think  Miss  Wynne  was 
right  when  she  described  me  as  a  girl-boy,  for  the 
least  rudeness  or  laxity  of  talk  in  women  I  disliked, 
and  as  to  the  mere  modesties  of  the  person,  I  have 
always  been  like  some  well-nurtured  maid. 

"  Thus  it  was  that  when  Hugh,  encouraged  by  his 
aunt,  fell  into  the  company  of  these  loose,  swagger- 
ing captains  and  cornets,  I  had  either  to  give  up 
him,  who  was  unable  to  resist  them,  or  to  share 
in  their  vicious  ways  myself.    It  was  my  personal 
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dismast  at  drunkenness  or  loose  society  wWcli  saved 
me,  not  any  moral  or  religious  safeguards,  although 
I  trust  I  was  not  altogether  without  these  helps.  I 
have  seen  now  and  then  that  to  be  refined  in  tastes 
and  feelings  is  a  great  aid  to  a  virtuous  life.  Also  I 
have  known  some  who  would  have  been  drunkards 
but  for  their  heads  and  stomachs,  wliich  so  be- 
haved as  to  be  good  substitutes  for  conscience.  It 
is  sometimes  the  body  which  saves  the  soul.  Both 
of  these  helps  I  had,  but  my  dear  Hugh  had  neither. 
He  was  a  great,  stropg,  masculine  fellow,  and  if  I 
may  seem  to  have  said  tliat  he  wanted  refined  feel- 
ings, that  is  not  so,  and  to  him,  who  will  never  read 
these  lines,  and  to  myself,  I  must  apologise." 

I  did  come  to  see  these  pages,  as  you  know.  I 
think  he  meant,  that  with  the  wine  of  youth  and  at 
times  of  other  vintages,  in  my  veins,  the  strong  pater- 
nal blood,  wliich  in  my  father  only  a  true,  if  hard, 
religion  kept  in  order,  was  too  much  for  me.  If  I 
state  this  awkwardly  it  is  because  all  excuses  are 
awkward.  Looking  back,  I  wonder  that  I  was  not 
worse,  and  that  I  did  not  go  to  the  uttermost  devil. 
I  was  vigorous,  and  had  the  stomach  of  a  temperate 
ox,  and  a  hea<l  which  made  no  complaints.  The 
morning  after  some  mad  revel  I  could  rise  at  five,  and 
go  out  in  my  boat  and  overboard,  and  then  home  in 
a  glow,  with  a  fine  appetite  for  breakfast ;  and  I  was 
so  big  and  toll  that  I  was  thought  to  be  many  years 
older  than  I  was. 

I  .should  have  been  less  able  unwatched  to  go 
down  this  easy  descent,  had  it  not  been  for  a  train 
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of  circumstanc<^  which  not  only  left  me  freer  than  T 
ought  to  have  been,  but,  in  the  matter  of  money,  made 
it  only  too  possible  for  mo  to  hold  my  own  amid 
evil  or  lavish  company.  My  aunt  had  lived  in  Lon- 
don, and  in  a  society  which  had  all  the  charm  of 
breeding,  and  all  the  vices  of  a  period  more  coarse 
than  ours.  She  detested  mj'  father's  notions,  and  if 
she  meant  to  win  me  t/O  her  own  she  took  an  ill  way 
to  do  it.  I  was  presented  to  the  English  officers,  and 
freely  supplied  with  money,  to  whi(jh  I  had  been 
quite  unused,  so  long  as  my  father  was  the  only 
source  of  supply.  We  were  out  late  when  I  was 
presumed  to  be  at  my  Aunt  Gainoi-'s ;  and  to  drink 
and  bet,  or  to  see  a  race  or  cock-fight,  or  to  pull 
off  knockers,  or  to  bother  the  ancient  watchmen, 
were  now  some  of  my  most  reputable  amusements. 
I  began  to  be  talked  about  as  a  bit  of  a  rake,  sind 
Diy  Aunt  Gainor  was  not  too  greatly  displeased ;  she 
would  hear  of  our  exploits  and  say  "  Fie !  fie !  "  lUid 
then  give  me  more  gninojis.  Worse  than  all,  my 
father  was  deep  in  his  business,  lessening  his  ven- 
tures, and  tlius  leaving  me  more  time  U)  sow  the 
seed  of  idleness.  Ever}'thing,  as  I  now  see  it,  com- 
bined to  make  easy  for  me  the  downward  path.  I 
went  along  it  without  tlie  company  of  Jack  Warder, 
and  so  we  drew  apart  f  he  would  none  of  it. 

When  my  father  began  to  withdraw  his  capital  my 
mother  was  highly  pleased,  and  more  than  once  in 
my  presence  said  to  him:  "Why,  John,  dost  thou 
strive  for  more  and  more  money  t  Hast  thou  not 
enough  1    Let  us  give  up  all  this  care  and  go  to  our 
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great  farm  at  Merion,  and  live  as  peaceful  as  our 
cattle."  She  did  not  reckon  upon  the  force  with 
which  the  habits  of  a  life  bound  my  father  to  his 
business. 

I  remember  that  it  was  far  on  in  April,  1 773,  when  my 
Aunt  Gainor  appeared  one  day  in  my  father's  count- 
ing-house. Hers  was  a  well-known  figure  on  King 
street,  and  even  in  the  unpleasant  region  alongshore 
to  the  south  of  Dock  street.  She  would  dismount, 
leave  her  horse  to  the  groom,  and,  with  a  heavily 
mounted,  silver-topped  wliip  in  hand,  and  her  riding- 
petticoat  gathered  up,  would  march  along,  picking 
her  way  through  mud  aud  filth.  Here  she  contrived 
to  find  the  queer  cliina  things  she  desired,  or  in  some 
mysterious  way  she  secured  cordials  aud  such  liquors 
08  no  one  else  could  get. 

Once  she  took  ray  mother  with  her,  and  loaded  her 
with  gods  of  the  Orient  and  fine  China  pongee  silks. 

"  But,  Hugh,"  said  the  dear  lady,  "  i7  n'est  pan  pos- 
gible  de  vons  la  lUcrire.  Mon  Dieu  !  she  can  say  ter- 
rible words,  and  I  have  seen  a  man  who  ventured 
some  rudeness  to  me— no,  no,  mon  cher,  notliing  to 
anger  you ;  f7  avait  peur  de  cette  femme.  He  was 
afraid  of  her— her  and  her  whip.  He  was  so  alarmed 
that  he  let  her  have  a  great  china  mandarin  for  a 
mere  nothing.  I  think  lie  was  glad  to  see  her  well 
out  of  his  low  tavern." 

"  But  the  man,"  I  urged ;  "  what  did  he  say  to  thee, 
mother  t" 

"JPimporfe,  mon  fih.  I  did  want  the  mandarin. 
He  nodded  this  way— tJiis  way.  He  wagged  his  head 


as  a  dog  wags  his  tail,  like  Thomas  Soattergood  in 
the  Meeting.  Comnu  fu."  She  became  that  man  in  a 
moment,  turning  up  the  edge  of  her  silk  shawl,  aud 
nodding  solemnly.  I  screamed  wilh  laughter.  Ever 
since  I  was  a  child,  despite  my  father's  dishkes,  she 
had  taught  me  French,  and  when  alone  with  me 
liked  me  to  chatter  in  her  mother  liuiguage.  In 
fact,  I  learned  it  well. 

On  the  occasion  of  which  I  began  just  now  toi 
speak,  my  Aunt  Gainor  entered,  with  a  graver  face 
than  common,  and  I  rising  to  leave  her  with  my 
father,  she  put  her  whip  across  my  breast  as  I  turned, 
and  said,  "  No ;  I  want  you  to  hear  what  I  have  to 
say." 

"What  is  it,  Gamort" 

"This  business  of  the  ship  'Ga.'spee'  the  Rhode  Isl- 
and men  burned  is  making  trouble  in  the  East.  The 
chief  justice  of  Rhode  Island,  Hopkins,  has  refused 
to  honour  the  order  to  arrest  these  Rhode-Islanders."  j 

"  Pirates !  "  said  my  fatlier. 

"  Pirates,  if  you  like.    We  shall  all  be  pirates 
fore  long." 

"Well,  Gainor,  is  that  all  t  It  does  not  concern  vae."^ 

"No;  I  have  letters  from  London  which  inform 
me  that  the  Lord  North  i.s  but  a  puppet,  and  as  theJ 
king  pidls  the  wires  he  will  danee  to  whatever  tune ' 
the  king  Likea.   He  was  a  nice,  amiable  young  fellow 
when  I  stayed  at  his  father's,  my  Lord  Guilford's, 
aud  not  without  learning  and  judgment.     But  fori 
the  Exchequer— a  queer  choice,  I  must  say." 

"  It  is  to  be  presumed  that  the  king  knows  how  toi 
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choose  lus  ministers.  Tlion  knowest  what  I  think, 
Gainor.  We  have  but  to  oboy  those  whom  the  Lord 
has  set  over  us.  We  are  told  to  render  nnto  Cjpsar 
the  things  which  are  Cii'sjvr's,  aiid  to  go  our  ways  in 
peace." 

"The  question  is,  Wliat  are  Caesar's T"  said  my 
aunt.  "Shall  Ctesar  judge  always!  I  came  to  tell 
you  that  it  is  understood  in  London,  although  not 
public,  that  it  is  meant  to  tax  our  tea.  Now  we  do 
not  buy;  we  smuggle  it  from  Holland;  but  if  the 
India  Company  should  get  a  drawback  on  tea,  we 
sliall  be  forced  to  take  it  for  its  cheapness,  even  with 
the  duty  on  it  of  threepence  a  pound." 

"  It  were  but  a  silly  scheme,  Gainor.  I  cannot 
credit  it." 

"  Who  could,  John  T  and  yet  it  is  to  be  tried,  and 
all  for  a  matter  of  a  few  humlred  pounds  a  year.  It 
will  be  trieii  not  now  or  soon,  but  next  fall  when  the 
tea-ships  come  from  China." 

"  And  if  it  is  to  be  as  thou  art  informed,  what  of 
itt" 

"A  storm— a  tempest  in  a  teapot,"  said  she. 

My  father  stood  still,  deep  in  thought.  He  had 
a  profound  respect  for  the  coramen;ial  sagacity  of 
this  clear-headed  woman.  Moreover,  he  was  sure, 
as  usual,  to  be  asked  to  act  in  Philadelphia  as  a  con- 
signee of  the  India  Company. 

She  seemed  to  see  through  her  brother,  as  one  sees 
through  gliLss.  "You  got  into  trouble  when  the 
stamps  came." 

"  What  has  that  got  to  do  with  this  f " 
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"And  again  when  you  would  not  sign  the  Non-j 
importation  Agreement  in  '68." 

"WeUt" 

"  They  will  ask  yoa  to  receive  the  tea." 

"  And  I  will  do  it.  How  can  I  refuse  T  I  should 
lose  all  their  India  trade." 

"  There  will  soon  be  no  trade  to  lose.  You  are,  as 
I  know,  drawing  in  your  capital.  Go  abroad.  Wind 
up  your  affairs  in  England ;  do  the  same  in  Holland. 
Use  all  your  ships  this  summer.  Gro  to  Madeira  from 
London.  Buy  freely,  and  pay  at  once  so  as  to  save 
interest ;  it  will  lise  fast.  Come  home  in  the  fall  of 
74  late.  Hold  the  goods,  and,  above  all,  see  that 
in  your  absence  no  consignments  be  taken.  Am  I 
dear,  John  T " 

I  heard  her  with  such  amazement  as  was  shared 
by  my  father.  The  boldness  and  sagacity  of  the 
scheme  impressed  a  man  trained  to  skill  in  com- 
merce, and  ever  given  to  courageous  ventures. 

"  You  must  sail  in  October  or  before ;  you  will 
need  a  year.    No  less  will  do." 

"  Yes— yes." 

I  saw  from  his  look  that  he  was  captured.  He 
walked  to  and  fro,  while  my  Aunt  Gainor  switched 
the  dust  oflF  her  petticoat  or  looked  out  of  the  win- 
dow. At  last  she  tiuTied  to  me.  "  What  think  you 
of  it,  Hugh!" 

"  Mr.  Wilson  says  we  shall  have  war,  aunt,  and 
Mr.  Attorney-General  Chew  is  of  the  same  opinion. 
I  heard  them  talking  of  it  last  night  at  thy  house.  I 
think  the  king's  oflacers  want  a  war."    I  took  refuge, 


shrewdly,  in  the  notions  of  my  elders.  I  had 
no  wiser  thing  to  say.  "  I  myself  do  not  know,"  I 
added. 

"  How  shouldst  thou  f "  said  my  father,  sharply. 

I  was  silent. 

"And  what  think  you,  Johnt" 

"  What  will  my  wife  say,  Oainor  T  We  have  never 
been  a  mouth  apart." 

"  Let  me  talk  to  her." 

"  Wilt  thou  share  in  the  venture  t "  He  was  testing 
the  sincerity  of  her  advice.    "And  to  what  extent T" 

"  Five  thousand  pounds.  You  may  dmw  on  me 
from  London,  and  buy  powder  and  muskets,"  she 
added,  with  a  smile. 

"  Not  I.     Why  dost  thou  talk  such  folly  r » 

"Then  Holland  blankets  and  good  cloth.  I  will 
take  them  off  your  hands  at  a  fair  profit." 

"  I  see  no  objection  to  that." 

My  aunt  gave  me  a  queer  look,  saying,  "  The  poor 
will  need  them.     I  shall  soil  them  cheap." 

It  was  singular  that  I  caught  her  meaning,  while 
my  father,  reflecting  on  the  venture  as  a  whole,  did 
not 

"  I  will  do  it,"  he  said. 

"  Then  a  word  more.  Be  careful  here  as  to  debts. 
Why  not  wind  up  your  business,  and  retire  with 
the  profit  you  will  make  t "  It  was  the  same  advice 
my  mother  had  given,  as  I  well  knew. 

"Hast  thou  beeu  talking  to  my  wife?"  he  said. 

"No,"  she  replied,  surprised;  "may  IT" 

"Yes     As  to  going  out  of  business,  Oainor,  I 
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should  be  but  a  lost  man.    I  am  not  as  well-to-do 
as  thou  dost  seera  to  think." 

"  Stuif  and  nonsense !  "  cried  my  aunt.    "  I  belie 
Thomas  Willing  i.s  no  better  off  in  what  you  call  this 
world's  gear,  nor  Fraidis,  nor  any  of  them.   You  likdj 
the  game,  and,  afttr  all,  what  is  it  but  a  kind  of  gam 
biingf     How  do  you  know  what  hands  the  oce 
hohls  T  Your  ventures  are  no  better  than  my  guineas 
cast  down  on  the  loo-table."    These  two  could  never 
discuss  anythiug  but  what  it  must  end  in  a  dif- 
ference. 

"  Thou  art  a  fool,  Grainor,  to  talk  such  wicked  no: 
sense  before  tliis  boy.    It  is  not  worth  an  answer, 
hear  no  good  of  Hugh  of  late.    He  hath  been  a  con. 
ceni  to  James  Pembertou  and  to  my  friend,  Nicho! 
Wain,  and  to  me— to  me.    Thy  gambling  and  idli 
redcoats  are  snares  to  his  soxd.     He  has  begun 
have  opinions  of  his  own  as  to  taxes,  and  concerning 
the  plain  duty  of  non-resistance.    As  if  an  idle  dog 
like  him  had  any  right  to  have  an  opinion  at  all 

"  Tut !  tut !  "  cried  Miss  Wynne. 

"  I  am  not  idle,"  1  said,  "  if  I  am  a  dog." 

He  turned  and  seized  me  by  the  collar.     "  I 
teach  thee  to  answer  thy  elders."     And  with  this  he 
shook  me  violently,  and  caught  up  a  cane  from 
chair  where  he  had  laid  it. 

And  now,  once  again,  that  di.s}wsition  to  be  mei 
came  over  me,  and,  perfectly  passive,  I  looked  up 
him  and  smiled.  As  I  think  of  it,  it  was  strange 
a  young  fellow  of  my  age. 

"  Wouldst  thou  laugh  I "  he  cried.     "  Has  it  gohe 
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that  far  T "  and  he  raised  his  stick.  My  Aunt  Gainor 
jerked  it  out  of  his  hand,  and,  standing,  broke  it 
over  her  knee  as  if  it  had  teen  a  willow  wand. 

He  fell  baek,  crj'iug,  "  Gainor !  Gainor  1 " 

"My  God!  man,"  she  cried,  "are  you  madf  If  I 
were  you  I  would  take  some  heed  to  that  hot  Welsh 
blood.  What  would  my  good  Maiie  say  T  Why  have 
you  not  had  the  sense  to  make  a  friend  of  the  boy  f 
He  is  worth  ten  of  you,  and  has  kept  his  temper  like 
the  gentleman  he  is." 

It  was  true.  I  hod  some  queer  sense  of  amusement 
in  the  feeling  that  I  really  was  not  angry ;  neither 
was  I  ashamed ;  but  an  hour  later  I  was  both  angry 
and  ashamed.  Just  now  I  felt  sorrj'  for  my  father, 
and  shared  the  himniliation  he  evidently  felt. 

My  aunt  turned  to  her  brother,  where,  ha^^ng  let 
me  go,  he  stood  with  set  features,  looking  from  her 
to  me,  and  from  me  to  her.  Something  in  his  look 
disturbed  her. 

"  You  should  be  proud  of  his  self-command.  Can- 
not you  see  that  it  is  your  accursed  repression  and 
dry,  dreary  life  at  home  that  has  put  you  two  apart  T  " 

"  I  have  been  put  to  scorn  before  my  son,  Gainor 
W}-nne.  It  is  thy  evil  ways  that  have  brought  this 
about.  I  have  lost  my  temper  and  would  have  struck 
in  anger,  when  I  shoidd  have  reflected,  and,  after 
prayer,  chastised  this  insolence  at  home." 

"  I  heard  no  insolence." 

"Go  away,  Hugh,  and  thon,  Gainor.  Why  dost 
thou  always  provoke  me  T    I  will  hear  no  more !  " 

"  Come,  Hugh,"  she  said ;  and  then :  "  It  seems  to 
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me  that  the  boy  lias  had  a  good  lesson  in  meekness, 
and  as  to  turning  that  other  cheek." 

"  Don't,  Aunt  Gtainor !  "  said  I,  interrupting  her. 

"  Oil,  go !  "  exclaimed  my  father.     "  Go !  go,  both  I 
of  you ! " 

"  Certainly ;  but,  John,  do  not  mention  my  news 
or  my  London  letter." 

"  I  shall  not." 

"  Then  by-by !     Come,  Hugh ! » 


* 


HERE  must  have  been  in  this  troubled 
country  many  such  sad  scenes  as  I  have 
tried  to  recalL  Father  and  son  were 
to  part  with  hot  wurds,  brother  to  take 
sides  against  brother.  My  unpleasaut 
half-hour  was  bat  prophetic  of  that  which  was  to 
come  in  worse  shape,  and  to  last  for  years. 

My  Aunt  Gainor  said,  "  Do  not  tell  your  mother," 
and  I  assuredly  did  not 

"  He  will  tell  her.  He  teJls  her  everything,  soon 
or  lat«.  I  must  see  her  at  ouce.  Your  father  is  be- 
coming, as  the  French  say,  impossible.  The  times, 
and  these  wraugliug  Friends,  with  their  stiipiil  tes- 
timonies, irritate  him  daily  until  he  is  like  a  gi'eat, 
strong  bull,  such  as  the  Spaniards  tease  to  madness 
with  little  darts  and  fireworks.  You  see,  Htigli, 
events  are  prickly  things.  They  play  the  deuce  witli 
obstinate  people.  Your  father  will  be  better  away 
from  home.  He  has  never  been  in  England,  and  he 
will  see  how  many,  like  Mr.  Pitt  and  Colonel  BaiT6, 
are  with  us.  As  for  myself,  I  have  been  a  bit  of  a 
fool  about  you,  and  your  father  is  more  or  less  right. 
We  must  abjure  sack  and  take  physic." 

«7 
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"What! "said  I. 

"To  be  plain,  we  must— that  is,  yon  must— play 
less  and  drink  less,  and  in  your  father's  absence 
look  sharply,  with  my  help,  to  his  business." 

I  was  to  need  otlier  doctors  before  I  mended  my 
ways.  I  said  my  aunt  was  right,  and  I  made  cer- 
tain good  resolutions,  which  were  but  short-lived  and 
never  reached  adult  maturity  of  usefulness. 

My  aunt  walked  with  me  north  between  the  ware- 
houses, taverns,  and  ship-chandlers  on  the  river- 
front, and  so  across  the  bridge  over  Dock  Creek,  and 
up  to  Third  street.  She  said  I  must  not  talk  to.  her. 
She  had  thinking  to  do,  and  for  tliis  cause,  I  suppose, 
turning,  took  me  down  to  Pine  street.  At  St.  Peter's 
Chixrch  she  stopped,  and  V)ade  me  wait  without,  add- 
ing, "  If  I  take  you  iu  I  shidl  hear  of  it ;  wait." 

There  was  a  midday  service  at  this  time,  it  being 
Lent.  I  waited  idly,  thinking  of  my  father,  and,  as 
I  before  said,  vexed  and  sorrj"  and  ashamed  by  turns. 
Often  now  I  pause  before  I  enter  this  sacred  edifice, 
and  think  of  that  hour  of  tribulation.  I  could  hear 
the  fine,  full  voice  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Duch6  as  he  in- 
toned the  Litany.  He  lies  now  where  I  stood,  and 
ander  the  arms  on  his  tomb  is  no  record  of  the 
political  foolishness  aud  instability  of  a  life  otherwise 
free  from  blame.  As  I  stood,  Mrs.  Ferguson  came 
out,  she  who  in  days  to  come  helped  to  get  the  Tin- 
lucky  parson  into  trouble.   With  her  came  my  annt^ 

"  I  said  a  prayer  for  thee,  Hugh,"  she  whispered. 
"  No ;  no  cards  m  Leut,  my  dear  Bess.  Fie !  fo? 
shame !     This   way,  Hugh  j "   aud   we   went    east. 
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throQgh  Pine  street,  and  so  to  the  back  of  our  gar- 
den, where  we  found  a  way  in,  and,  walking  under 
the  peach-trees,  came  to  where  my  mother  sat  be- 
neath a  plum-tree,  shelling  peas,  her  great  Manx  cat 
by  her  side. 

She  wore  a  thin  cap  on  top  of  the  curly  head, 
which  was  now  wind-blown  out  of  all  order.  "  Come, 
Gainor,"  she  cried,  seeing  us ;  "  help  me  to  shell  my 
peas.  Thou  shalt  have  some.  They  are  come  in  a 
ship  from  the  Bermudas.  WTiat  a  pretty  pale  green 
the  pods  are !    I  should  like  an  apron  of  that  colour." 

"  I  have  the  very  thing,  dear.  Shall  it  be  the  min- 
uet pattern,  or  plain  1 " 

"Oh,  plain.  Am  I  not  a  Friend t  UneAmief  del! 
bat  it  is  droll  in  French.  Sarah  Logan  is  twice  as 
gay  as  I,  but  John  does  not  love  such  vanities.  Quant 
a  nwi,je  hs  adore.  It  seems  odd  to  have  a  colour  to  a 
religion.  I  wonder  if  drab  goodness  be  better  than 
red  goodness.  But  what  is  wi'ong,  Gainor?  Yes, 
there  is  something.  Hugh,  thy  collar  is  torn ;  how 
careless  of  me  not  to  have  mended  it !  " 

Tlien  my  Aunt  Gaiiu>r,  sajTng  nothing  of  my 
especial  difficulty,  and  leaving  out,  too,  her  London 
news,  related  with  remarkable  clearness  the  reasons 
why  myfather  slK)nld  go  ovpi-seas  in  tlie  early  fall  and 
be  gone  for  a  year.  The  mother  went  on  quietly  shell- 
ing the  peas,  and  losing  no  word.  Wlien  Gainor  had 
done,  the  bowl  of  peas  was  set  aside,  and  my  mother 
put  back  her  curls,  fixed  her  blue  eyes  on  her  sister- 
tn-law,  and  was  silent  for  a  moment  longer.  At  last 
she  said,  "It  were  best,  for  many  reasons  best.    I  see 


it,'  and  she  nodded  her  head  afSrmatiTelj.  "  Bat 
my  BOD  f  my  Hn^  f " 

"  Yon  will  have  him  with  yon  at  home.  Every- 
thing will  go  on  as  osnal,  except  that  John  will  be 
amoidng  himsAlf  in  London." 

At  this  the  little  lady  leaped  np,  all  ablaxe,  so  to 
speak.  Never  had  I  seen  her  so  moved.  "  What  man- 
ner of  woman  am  I,  Gainor  Wynne,  that  I  should  let 
my  hosband  go  alone  on  the  seas,  and  here  and  there, 
withoat  mef  I  will  not  have  it  My  boy  is  my 
boy ;  God  knows  I  love  him ;  bat  my  husband  comes 
first  now  and  always,  and  thou  art  cruel  to  wish  to 
part  ns." 

"  But  I  never  wished  to  part  you.  Go  with  him, 
Marie.  God  bless  your  sweet  heart !  Leave  me  your 
boy ;  he  cannot  go.  As  God  lives,  I  will  take  care 
of  him  I" 

Vixia  this  the  two  women  fell  to  weeping  in  each 
oUier's  arms,  a  thing  most  uncommon  for  my  Aunt 
Gainor.  Then  they  talked  it  all  over,  as  if  John 
Wynne  were  not :  when  it  would  be,  and  wliat  room 
I  yrae  to  have,  and  my  clothes,  and  the  business,  and 
no  on  — all  the  endless  details  wherewith  the  cunning 
affection  of  good  women  knows  to  provide  comfort 
for  us,  who  are  so  apt  to  be  unthankful. 

It  amazed  mo  to  see  how  (juickly  it  was  settled, 
litid  still  more  to  leom  that  my  father  did  uot  oppose, 
hut  fell  in  with  all  their  plans. 

Now  back  of  all  my  wejiknesses  and  foUy  I  had, 
cm  I  have  said,  some  of  the  sense  of  honour  and  proud 
rectitude  of  my  father,  who  strictly  abided  by  his 
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creed  and  his  conscience.  I  returned  no  moi-e  tbut 
day  to  the  counting-house,  but,  saying  to  my  mother 
I  had  business,  I  went  off,  with  a  hunk  of  bread,  to 
my  boat,  and  down  the  creek  to  the  Delaware.  I 
puUed  out,  past  our  old  playground  on  the  island,  and 
far  away  toward  the  Jei-sey  shore,  and  then,  as  the 
sun  fell,  drifted  with  the  tide,  noting  the  ruddy  lines 
of  the  brick  houses  far  away,  and  began  to  think. 

The  scene  I  had  gone  through  had  made  a  deep 
impression.  It  has  been  ever  so  with  me.  Drink- 
ing, gaming,  bettiug,  and  worse,  never  awakened  my 
conscience  or  set  nie  reflecting,  untU  some  sudden, 
unlooked-for  thing  took  place,  in  which  sentiment 
or  affection  was  concerned.  Then  I  would  set  to 
work  to  balance  my  books  and  determine  my  course. 
At  such  times  it  was  the  dear  mother  who  spoke  in 
me,  and  the  father  who  resolutely  carried  out  my 
decision. 

The  boat  drifted  slowly  with  the  flood-tide,  and  I, 
lying  on  the  bottom,  fell  to  thought  of  what  the  day 
had  brought  me.  The  setting  sun  touched  the  single 
spire  of  Christ  Church,  and  lit  up  yellow  squares  of 
light  in  the  westward-looking  windows  of  tlie  rare 
farm-houses  on  the  Jersey  shore.  Presently  I  was 
aground  on  the  south  end  of  Petty's  Island,  where  in 
after-years  lay  rotting  the  "Alliance,"  the  remnant  ship 
of  the  greatest  sea-fight  that  ever  was  since  Gren  ville 
lay  in  the  "Revenge,"  with  the  Spanish  fleetabouthim. 
I  came  to  ground  amid  the  reeds  and  spatter-docks, 
where  the  water-lilies  were  just  in  bud.  A  noisy 
orchestra  of  frogs,  with,  as  Jack  said,  fiddles  and 
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bassoons  in  their  throats,  ceased  as  I  came,  and 
pitt'hed  hoadlong  off  the  broad  gi-een  floats.  Only 
one  old  fellow,  with  a  great  bass  voice,  and  secure 
on  the  bank,  protested  loudly  at  int€rvals,  like  the 
owl  in  Mr.  Gray's  noble  poem,  which  my  Jack  loved 
to  repeat. 

At  last  he— I  mean  my  frog— whose  monastery  I 
had  disturbed,  so  vexed  me,  who  wanted  stillness,  that 
I  smacked  the  wat-er  with  the  flat  of  an  oar,  which 
he  took  to  be  a  hint,  and  ceased  to  lament  my  in- 
trusion. 

I  was  now  well  on  to  twenty,  and  old  enough  to 
begin  at  times  to  deal  thoughtfully  with  events.  A 
yonng  fellow's  feehngs  are  apt  to  be  extreme,  and 
even  despotic,  so  that  they  rule  the  hour  with  such 
strength  of  sway  as  may  be  out  of  proportion  to  the 
cau.se.  I  might  have  seen  that  I  had  no  just  cause  to 
blame  myself,  but  that  did  uot  help  me.  The  mood 
of  distressful  self -accusation  was  on  me.  I  had  no 
repeated  impulse  to  smile  at  what,  in  my  father's 
conduct,  had  appeared  to  me  a  Utile  while  ago  odd, 
and  even  amusing.  I  could  never  please  him.  I  had 
grinned  as  I  always  did  when  risks  were  upon  me. 
He  never  understood  me,  and  I  was  tired  of  trying. 
What  use  was  it  to  try  T  I  had  one  of  those  minutes 
of  wishing  to  die,  which  come  even  to  the  wholesome 
yomig.  I  was  well  aware  tliat  of  late  I  had  not, 
on  the  whole,  satisfied  ray  conscience;  I  knew  this 
quite  too  well;  and  now,  as  I  lay  in  the  boat  dis- 
contented, I  felt,  as  the  youthful  do  sometimes  feel, 
as  if  I  were  old,  and  the  ending  of  things  were  near. 
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It  was  but  a  mood,  but  it  led  up  to  serious  thought. 
There  are  surely  hours  in  youth  when  we  are  older 
than  our  years,  and  times  in  age  when  we  are  again 
young.  Sometimes  I  wonder  whether  Jack  was  right, 
who  used  to  say  it  may  be  we  are  never  young  or  old, 
but  merely  seem  to  be  so.  This  is  the  queer  kind  of 
reflection  which  I  find  now  and  then  in  Jack's  diarj', 
or  with  which  he  used  to  puzzle  me  and  please 
James  Wilson.  Of  course  a  man  is  young  or  is  old. 
and  there  's  an  end  on  't,  as  a  greater  man  has  said, 
but  Jack  has  imagination,  and  I  have  none. 

I  asked  niysell'  if  I  had  done  wrong  in  what  I  liad 
said.  I  could  not  see  that  I  had.  With  all  ray  life- 
long fear  of  my  father,  I  greatly  honoured  and  re- 
spected him,  finding  in  myself  something  akin  to  tlie 
unyielding  firmness  with  which  he  stood  fast  when 
he  had  made  up  his  mind. 

That  this  proud  and  steadfast  man,  so  looked  up  to 
by  every  one,  no  matter  what  might  be  theu*  convic- 
tions religious  or  political,  should  have  been  humili- 
ated by  a  woman,  seemed  to  mo  intolerable;  this 
was  the  chief  outcome  of  my  reflections.  It  is  true 
I  considered,  but  I  fear  lightly,  my  own  misdoings. 
I  made  up  my  mind  to  do  better,  and  then  again  the 
image  of  my  father  in  his  wrath  and  his  shame  came 
back  anew.  I  turned  the  boat,  and  pulled  steadily 
across  the  river  to  our  landing. 

My  father  was  in  the  counting-house  in  his  own 
room,  alone,  although  it  was  f lUl  late.  "  Well  T "  he 
said,  spinning  round  on  his  high  stool.  "What  is 
itt    Thou  hast  been  absent,  and  no  leave  asked." 
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"  Father,"  I  said,  "  if  I  was  wrong  this  morning  I 
wish  to  ask  thy  pardon." 

"Well,itis"fuU  tiiue." 

"  And  I  am  come  to  say  that  I  will  take  the  punish- 
ment here  and  now.   I  did  not  run  away  from  that." 

"Very  good,"  he  replied,  rising.  "Take  off  thy 
fine  coat." 

I  wished  he  had  not  said  this  of  my  coat.  I  was 
in  a  heroic  temper,  and  the  sarcasm  bit  cruelly,  but 
I  did  as  I  was  bid.  He  went  to  the  comer,  and 
pieied  up  a  rattan  cane.  To  whip  fellows  of  nine- 
teen or  twenty  was  not  then  by  any  means  unusual. 
What  would  have  happeued  I  know  not,  nor  ever 
shall.  He  said,  "There,  I  hear  thy  mother's  voice. 
Put  on  thy  coat."     I  hastened  to  obey  him. 

The  dear  lady  came  in  with  eyes  full  of  tears. 
"Wliat  is  this,  John,  I  heart  I  have  seen  Gainor. 
I  could  not  wait.     I  shall  go  with  thee." 

"  No,"  he  said ;  "  that  is  not  to  be."  But  she  fell 
on  his  neck,  and  pleaded,  and  I,  for  my  part,  went 
away,  not  sorry  for  the  interruption.  As  usual  she 
had  her  way. 

I  remember  well  this  spring  of  '73.  It  was  early 
by  some  weeks,  and  everything  was  green  and  blos- 
soming in  April.  My  father  and  mother  were  not  to 
sail  until  the  antumn,  but  already  he  was  arranging 
for  the  voyage,  and  she  as  busily  preparing  or  think- 
ing over  what  was  needed. 

When  next  I  saw  my  Axmt  Gainor,  she  cried  out, 
"  Sit  down  tliere,  bad  boy,  and  bike  I'are  of  my  man- 
darin. He  and  my  great  bronze  Buddha  are  my  only 


counsellors.  If  I  want  to  do  u  thing  I  nsk  Mr.  Man- 
darin— he  can  only  nod  yes ;  and  if  I  want  not  to  do 
a  thing  I  ask  Buddha,  and  as  he  can  neitlier  say  no 
nor  yes,  I  do  as  I  j)lease.     What  a  wretch  you  are !  " 

I  said  I  could  not  see  it ;  and  then  I  put  my  hea<l 
iu  her  lap,  as  I  sat  on  the  stool,  and  told  her  of  my 
last  interview  with  my  father,  and  how  for  two  days 
he  had  hardly  so  much  as  bade  me  good-uight. 

"It  is  his  way,  Hugh,"  said  my  aunt.  "I  am 
sorry;  but  neither  love  nor  time  will  mend  him. 
He  is  what  his  nature  and  the  liard  ways  of  Friends 
have  made  him." 

I  said  that  this  was  not  all,  nor  the  worst,  and 
went  on  to  tell  her  my  latest  grievance.  Our  family 
worship  at  home  was,  as  usual  with  Friends  in  those 
days,  conducted  at  times  in  total  silence,  and  was 
spoken  of  by  Friends  as  "  rehgious  retirement"  At 
other  times,  mdeed  commonly,  a  chapter  of  the  BiV>le 
was  read  idoud,  and  after  that  my  father  woidd  some- 
times pray  openly.  On  this  last  occasion  he  took  ad- 
vantage of  the  opportunity  to  dilate  on  my  sius,  and  be- 
fore our  servants  to  ask  of  Heaven  that  I  be  brought 
to  a  due  sense  of  my  Iniquities.  It  troubled  my 
mother,  who  arose  from  her  knees  in  tears,  and  went 
out  of  the  room,  whilst  I,  overcome  with  anger,  stood 
lo<^>king  out  of  the  window.  My  father  spoke  to  her 
as  she  opened  the  door,  Init  she  made  no  answer,  nor 
even  so  much  an  turned  her  head.  It  brongjit  to  my 
memory  a  day  of  my  childhood,  when  my  father 
was  vexed  Ix'eause  she  taught  me  to  say  the  Lord's 
>  Prayer.   He  did  not  approve,  and  would  have  no  set 
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form  of  words  taught  me.  My  mother  was  angr}' 
too,  and  I  remember  my  own  amazement  that  any 
one  should  resist  my  father. 

When  I  had  t^ild  my  aunt  of  the  indignity  put 
upon  me,  and  of  the  fading  remembrance  thus 
recalled,  she  said,  "  John  Wynne  has  not  changed, 
nor  will  he  ever."  She  deelared  tJiat,  after  all,  it  was 
her  fault— to  have  treated  me  as  if  I  were  a  man,  and 
to  have  given  me  too  much  money.  I  shook  my  head, 
but  she  would  have  it  she  was  to  blame,  and  then  said 
of  a  sudden,  "  Arc  yon  in  debt,  you  scamp  1  Did  Johu 
pray  for  me  t "  I  replied  that  I  owed  no  one  a  penny» 
luid  that  she  had  not  bet;u  remembered.  She  was 
glad  I  was  not  in  debt,  and  ailded,  "  Never  play  un- 
less you  have  the  means  to  pay.  I  have  been  very 
fooUsh.  That  uneasy  woman,  Bessy  Ferguson,  must 
needs  tell  me  so.  I  could  have  slapped  her.  They 
will  have  thy  sad  case  up  in  Meeting,  I  can  tell  thee." 

"  But  what  have  I  done  ? "     I  knew  well  enough. 

"  Tut !  you  must  uol  talk  that  way  to  me ;  but  it  is 
my  fault.  Oh,  the  time  I  have  had  with  youi'  mother  I 
I  am  not  fit,  it  seems,  to  be  left  to  t»vke  care  of  you. 
They  talk  of  leaving  you  with  Abijah  Hapworthy — 
sour  old  dog !    I  wish  you  joy  of  him !  " 

"Good  heavens !"  lexclaimed ;  for  among  my  aunt's 
gay  friends  I  had  picked  up  such  exclamatoiy  phrases 
as,  used  at  home,  would  have  astonished  my  father. 

"  Rest  easy,"  said  Mistress  Wynne ;  ''  it  is  not  to  be. 
I  have  fought  yom-  battle,  and  won  it.  But  I  have 
had  to  make  such  promises  to  yoiu"  father,  and— woe 
is  me !— to  your  mother,  as  will  damn  me  forever  if 
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you  do  not  help  me  to  keep  them.  I  can  fib  to  your 
father  and  nut  euru  a  snap,  but  lie  to  those  blue  eyes 
I  cannot." 

"  I  will  try,  Aunt  Gainor ;  indeed  I  will  try."  In- 
deed, I  did  mean  to. 

"  You  must,  you  must.  I  am  to  be  a  sort  of  god- 
mother-in-law  to  you,  and  renounce  for  yoti  the  world, 
the  flesh,  and  the  devil ;  aiul  thtit  for  one  of  our  bi-eed  1 
I  shall  he  like  a  sipn-post,  and  never  go  the  way  I 
point.  Tliat  was  Be.ssy  Fergfuson's  malice.  Oh,  T 
have  suffered,  I  can  tell  you.  It  is  I,  and  not  you,  that 
have  repented." 

"  But  I  will ;  I  do." 

"  That  i.s  all  very  well ;  but  I  have  had  my  whip- 
ping, and  you  got  off  yours." 

"  What  do  you  jnean,  aunt  f  " 

"  What  do  I  mean !  Here  came  yesterday  Sarah 
JPiBher,  pretty  gay  for  a  Quaker,  and  that  solemn 
[Master  Savory,  with  his  sweet,  low  voice  hke  a  nice 
girl's  tongue,  and  his  gentle  ways.  And  they  are 
friends  of  thy  people,  who  are  distressed  at  thy  go- 
ings on ;  and  Nicholas'Waln  has  seen  thee  with  two 
Bons  of  Belial  in  red  coaU,  come  out  of  the  coffee- 
house last  month  at  evening,  singing  songs  such  as 
are  not  to  be  described,  and  no  better  able  to  take 
'  care  of  yourself  than  you  sliould  he.  They  did  think 
it  well  and  kind— hang  'em,  Hugh !— to  consider  the 
matter  with  me.  We  considered  it— we  did,  indeed. 
There  be  five  people  whose  consciences  I  am  to  make 
yon  respect.  And  not  one  of  them  do  I  care  for, 
but  Mother  Blue-eyes.    But  I  must '  I  must !    It  was 
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all  true,  sir,  -what  Friend  Wain  said ;  for  yon  had 
reason  enough  left  to  come  hither,  and  did  I  not  put 
yon  to  bed  and  send  for  Dr.  Chovet,  who  grinned 
famously,  and  said,  '  Je  comprntils,'  and  went  to  call 
on  your  father  on  a  liint  from  me,  to  declare  Von  were 
eurhum^,  and  threatened  with  I  know  not  what;  in 
fact,  he  lied  like  a  gentleman.  You  made  a  noble  re- 
covery, and  are  a  credit  to  tlie  doctor.  I  hope  yon 
will  pay  tlie  bill,  and  are  ashamed." 

I  was,  and  I  .said  so. 

"  But  that  iri  not  all.  These  dear  Quakers  were 
the  worst.  They  were  really  sorrj',  and  I  had  to  put- 
on  my  best  manners  and  listen ;  and  now  everj-body 
knows,  and  you  ai-e  the  talk  of  the  town.  Those  drab 
geese  must  out  with  tLe  whole  naughtiness,  despite 
the  companj'  which  came  in  on  us,  and  here  were 
Mr.  Montresor  and  tliat  ape  Etherington  gi'inning, 
and,  worst  of  all,  a  charming  young  woman  just  come 
U)  live  here  with  her  aunt,  and  she  too  mu.st  have 
her  say  when  the  Quakers  and  the  men  were  gone." 

"  And  what  did  she  say  f "  I  did  not  care  mnoh. 
"And  what  is  her  name  t " 

"  Oh,  she  said  the  Quakers  were  rather  ontspoken 
people,  and  it  was  a  pity,  and  .she  was  sorry,  because 
she  knew  you  once,  and  you  had  taken  her  part  at 
BchooL" 

"At  school T" 

"  Yes.  She  is  Darthea  Peniston,  and  some  kin  of 
that  Miss  de  Lancey,  whom  Sir  William  Drai)er  will 
marrj'  if  he  can." 

"Darthea  Peniston t"  I  said,  and  my  tlioughts 
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went  back  to  the  tender  little  maid  who  wept  when 
I  was  punished,  and  for  whom  I  had  revenged  my- 
self on  Master  Dove. 

"  Quite  a  Spanish  beauty,"  said  my  Aunt  Wynne ; 
"a  pretty  mite  of  a  girl,  and  not  more  money  than 
will  clothe  her,  they  say ;  but  the  men  mad  about  her. 
Come  and  see  her  to-morrow  if  you  are  sober." 

"O  AuntGainor!" 

"Yes,  sir.  I  hear  Mr.  Montresor  has  leave  from 
Anthony  Morris  to  invite  you  to  'The  Colony  in 
Schuylkill'  to-morrow.  It  is  well  your  father  has 
gone  to  \iBit  Mr.  Yeates  at  Lancaster." 

"  I  shall  behave  myself,  Aunt  Gainor." 

"  I  hope  so.     The  Fish  House  punch  is  strong." 

I  went  home  thinking  of  Miss  Dai'thea  Penist^n, 
and  flUed  with  desii-e  to  lead  a  wiser  life.  It  was  full 
time.  My  aunt's  lavish  genenjsity  had,  as  I  have  said, 
given  me  means  to  live  fi-eely  among  the  officers, 
who  were,  with  some  exceptions,  a  dissolute  set.  To 
be  with  them  made  it  needful  to  become  deceitful 
and  to  frame  excuses,  so  that,  when  I  was  supposed 
to  be  at  my  aunt's,  or  riding,  I  was  free  that  past  win- 
ter to  go  on  6leighing-]>artie8  or  to  frequent  taverns, 
pleased  with  the  notice  I  got  from  men  like  Montre- 
sor and  the  officers  of  the  Scotch  Grays. 

I  have  dwelt  not  at  all  on  these  scenes  of  dissipa- 
tion. It  is  enough  to  mention  them.  My  father  was 
wrapped  up  in  his  busuiess,  and  full  of  cares  both 
worldly  and  spiritual ;  for  now  Friends  were  becom- 
ing politically  divided,  and  the  meetings  were  long 
and  sometimes  agitated. 
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My  good  mother  was  neither  deceived  nor  uncon- 
cerned. She  talked  to  me  often,  and  in  such  a  way 
as  brings  tears  to  my  eyes  even  now  to  think  of 
the  pain  I  gave  her.  Alas !  it  is  our  dearest  who 
have  the  greatest  power  to  wound  us.  I  wept  and 
promised,  and  went  back  to  my  husks  and  evil  com- 
pany. 

I  have  no  wish  to  conceal  these  things  from  my 
children.  It  is  well  that  oui"  offspring  when  young 
should  think  us  augels;  but  it  were  as  well  that 
when  they  are  older  they  should  learn  that  we  have 
been  men  of  like  passions  with  themselves,  and  have 
known  temptation,  and  have  fought,  and  won  or  lost, 
our  battles  with  sin.  It  is  one  of  the  weaknesses  of 
nations,  as  well  as  of  children,  that  they  come  to 
consider  their  political  fathers  as  saints.  I  smile 
when  I  think  of  the  way  people  nowadays  think  of 
our  great  President,  as  of  a  mild  genius,  incapable 
of  being  moved  to  anger  or  gi-eat  mirth,  a  man  un- 
spotted of  the  world.  They  should  lutve  lieai'd  hun 
at  Monmouth,  when  Lee  failed  him  in  a  time  of  peril, 
or  seen  him,  as  I  have  seen  him,  soberly  merry  over 
his  wine  with  Knox.  But  some  day  you  shall  see 
him  as  my  friend  Jack  and  I  saw  him,  and  yon  will, 
I  trust,  think  no  worse  of  him  for  being  as  human 
as  he  was  just. 

The  day  of  my  more  honest  repentance  was  near, 
and  I  knew  not  that  it  was  to  be  both  terrible  and 
of  lasting  value.  I  sometimes  reflect  upon  the  curi- 
ous conditions  with  which  ray  early  manhood  was 
surrounded.     Here  was  I,  brought  up  in  the  strictest 
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ways  of  a  sect  to  which  I  do  no  injustice  if  I  deBcribe 
it  as  ascetic.  At  home  1  saw  plain  living,  and  no 
luxury,  save  as  to  diet,  which  my  father  would  have 
of  the  best  money  could  buy.  I  was  taught  the  ex- 
treme of  non-resistance,  aud  absolute  simplicity  as 
to  dress  and  language.  Amusements  there  wore 
none,  and  my  father  read  no  books  except  such  as 
dealt  with  things  spiritual,  or  things  commercial. 
At  my  aunt's,  and  in  the  society  I  saw  at  her  house, 
,ere  were  men  aud  women  who  loved  to  dance, 
ble,  and  amuse  themselves.  The  talk  was  of 
l>ets,  racing,  and  the  like.  To  be  drunk  was  a  thing 
to  be  expected  of  officers  and  gentlemen.  To  avenge 
an  insult  with  sword  or  pistol  was  the  only  way  to 
deal  with  it.  My  father  was  a  passive  Tory,  my 
aunt  a  furious  Whig.  What  wonder  that  I  fell  a 
Tictim  to  temptation  T 


vn 


FfE  next  day,  having  seen  to  matters  of 
Imsiiicss  in  the  morning,  I  set  out  after 
dinner  in  my  finest  clothes  to  join  my 
ffi».'n<l8.  I  i'enr  tluit  I  promised  my  mo- 
ther to  l>e  careful,  und  to  he  at  home 
by  nine  o'ehiek. 

I  met  Clnptain  Moutresor  at  the  London  Coffee- 
house, at  High  and  Front  streets,  and,  having  taken 
a  chiiise,  drove  out  through  the  woods  to  the  upper 
ferry,  and  thence  to  Egglesfield,  the  seat  of  Mr.  War- 
ner, from  whom  the  chib  known  then  as  "  The  Colony 
in  Schuylkill "  held  under  a  curious  tenure  the  acre 
or  two  of  land  where  they  had  built  a  log  cabin  and 
founded  this  ancient  and  singular  institution.  Here 
were  met  AutJuuiy  Morris,  who  fell  at  Trenton,  Mr. 
Teneh  Prnncis,  sometime  Attorney-General,  Mifflin, 
and  that  Galloway  who  later  became  a  Torj',  with 
Mr.  Willing,  and  others  of  less  note,  old  and  young. 
I  was  late  for  the  annual  ceremony  of  presenting 
three  tish  to  Mr.  Warner,  this  being  the  comlition  on 
which  the  soil  was  held,  but  I  saw  the  great  pewter 
dish  with  tlie  Peun  arras,  a  gift  from  that  family,  on 
which  the  fish  were  offered. 

It  was  a  merry  ami  au  odd  party ;  for,  clad  in  white 
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aprons,  the  apprentices,  so  called,  cooked  the  dinner 
and  served  it ;  and  the  punch  and  Madeira  went  round 
the  table  often  enough,  as  the  "  king's  health  "  was 
drunk,  and  "  success  to  trade,"  and  "  the  ladies,  God 
bless  them ! " 

I  liked  it  well,  and,  with  ray  aunt's  warning  in 
mind,  drank  but  little,  .and  listened  to  the  talk,  which 
was  too  free  at  times,  as  was  the  bad  custom  of  that 
day,  and  now  and  then  angi-y ;  for  here  were  some 
who  were  tadie  for  their  country,  and  some  who  were 
to  fail  it  in  the  hour  of  need. 

Despite  my  English  friends,  and  thanks  to  Mr. 
Wilson  and  my  Aunt  (Jainor,  I  was  fast  becoming  an 
ardent  Whig,  so  that  the  talk,  in  which  I  had  small 
share,  interested  me  deeply.  At  last,  about  seven,  the 
pipes  having  been  smoked  and  much  punch  taken, 
the  company  rose  to  go,  some  of  them  the  worse  for 
their  potations. 

We  drove  into  town,  and  at  the  coffee-house  put 
up  and  psdd  for  our  chaise.  I  said  good-by  to  Mr. 
Montresor,  who,  I  think,  had  been  charged  by  Miss 
Wynne  to  look  after  me,  when  a  Captain  Small, 
whom  I  knew,  stopped  me.  He  was  well  known  aa 
one  of  the  most  reckless  of  the  yoxmger  officfre,  a 
stotit,  short,  man,  rather  heroically  presented  long 
afterward,  in  Triunbull's  picture  of  the  "Death  of 
Warren,"  as  trjnng  to  put  aside  the  bayonets.  As  I 
paused  to  reply,  I  saw  Jack  Warder  standing  on  the 
other  side  of  the  street.  He  nodded,  smiling,  and 
made  as  if  he  were  about  to  cross  over.  He  had 
many  times  talked  with  me  seriously  this  winter. 
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until  I  had  become  vexed,  and  told  him  he  was  a 
milksop.  After  this  I  saw  little  of  him.  Now  I  was 
annoyed  at  the  idea  tiat  he  was  spjang  upon  my 
actions,  and  therefore,  like  a  fool,  merely  nodded, 
and,  turning  my  back  on  him,  heard  Mr.  Small  say: 
"You  must  not  go  yet,  Mr.  Wynne.  We  are  to 
have  supper  upstJiirs,  and  you  will  like  to  see  a  gen- 
tleman of  your  name,  Mr.  Arthur  Wynne,  of  the  Scots 
Grays.    He  tells  me  he  is  of  distant  kin  to  you." 

Montresor  said  I  had  better  go  home,  but  Ether- 
Ington  asked  if  I  want.e<l  uiy  bottle  and  nurse;  and 
BO  at  last,  partly  from  pride  and  partly  out  of  curi- 
osity to  see  this  other  Wjiine,  I  said  I  would  remain 
long  enough  to  welci>me  the  gentleman  and  take  a 
social  glass.  When  we  entered  the  room  upstairs, 
I  found  a  supper  of  cold  ments  and,  as  usual,  punch 
and  liquors.  There  were  two  dozen  or  more  officers 
in  undress  jackets,  their  caps  and  swonls  in  the  cor- 
ners, and  also  two  or  three  of  the  younger  men  of 
the  Tory  or  doubtful  parties. 

Several  officers  called  to  me  to  sit  with  them,  for  I 
was  a  favoimte,  and  eoidd  troll  a  c^tch  or  sing  parts 
fairly  well.  My  companion,  Small,  said,  "  This  way, 
Wynne,"  and,  followed  by  Montresor  and  the  coloQel 
of  the  Scots  Grays,  whose  name  I  forget,  we  moved 
to  a  table  remote  from  tlie  door.  Here  Montresor, 
pushing  past  Small,  said:  "Captain  Wynne,  I  have 
the  honour  to  present  to  you  Mr.  Hugh  Wynne,  one 
of  your  family,  I  hear." 

Upon  this  there  rose  to  greet  me  a  gentleman  in 
the  undress  uniform  of  the  Grays.    He  was  tall  and 
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well  built,  but  not  so  broad  or  strong  as  we  other 
Wynnes;  certainly  an  unusually  handsome  man. 
He  carried  his  head  high,  was  very  erect,  and  had 
an  air  of  distinction,  for  which  at  that  time  I  should 
have  had  no  name.  I  may  add  that  he  was  dressed 
with  unusual  neatness,  and  verj'  richly ;  all  of  which, 
I  being  but  a  half-formed  young  fellow,  did  much 
impress  mo. 

He  looked  at  me  so  steadily  as  we  came  near  that 
it  gave  me  a  rather  unpleasant  impression ;  for  those 
who  do  not  meet  the  eye  at  aU  are  scarcely  less  dis- 
agreeable than  those  who  too  continually  watch  you, 
as  was  this  man's  way.  I  was  rather  young  to  be  a 
very  cflreful  obsen'er  of  men's  faces,  but  I  did  see  that 
Captain  Wjoine's  bore  traces  of  too  convivial  habits. 

As  I  recall  his  dark,  regtilar  features,  I  remember, 
for  we  met  often  afterward,  that  the  lower  port  of 
his  face  was  too  thin,  and  that  in  repose  his  mouth 
was  apt  not  to  remain  fully  shut,  a  peculiarity,  as  I 
now  think,  of  persons  of  weak  will. 

My  first  feeling  of  tliere  being  something  onpleas- 
ing  about  him  soon  left  me.  He  rose,  and,  with  gra- 
cionsness  and  the  ease  and  manner  of  one  nsed  to 
the  best  society,  moved  around  the  table  and  took 
my  hand. 

"I  am  but  a  far-away  kinsman,"  he  said,  "but  I 
am  charmed  to  make  your  acquaintance.  You  are 
like  the- picture  of  old  Sir  Robert  at  Wyncote,  where 
I  was  last  year  for  the  otter-hunting." 

I  greeted  him  warmly.  "  And  art  thou  living  at 
Wyncote  T  "  I  asked  mthcr  awkwardly. 
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"No,  I  do  not  live  at  home.  I  am  but  a  cadet, 
and  yours  is  the  elder  branch.''  Then  he  added  gaily, 
"  I  salute  you,  sir,  as  the  head  of  our  old  house.  Your 
very  good  health  !  "  And  at  this,  with  a  charm  of  man- 
ner I  have  seen  but  rarely,  he  put  a  haud  on  my 
ehoulder,  and  ailded,  "  We  must  be  friends,  Cousin 
Wynne,  and  I  must  know  your  father,  and  above  all 
Mistress  Wjiine.  Montresor  never  ceases  talking  ofj 
her." 

I  said  it  would  give  me  pleasure  to  present  him ; 
then,  delighted  to  hear  of  Wyneutc,  I  sat  down,  and, 
despite  a  warning  look  from  Montresor,  began  to  take 
wine  with  tliis  newly  found  kinsman. 

Mr.  Arthiir  Wynne  was  a  man  fully  ten  years  my ' 
senior.     He  had  ser\'ed  in  the  Guards,  and  in  the  ^ 
Indies,  and  was  full  of  stories  of  court  and  campH| 
and  war,  such  as  everj'  young  fellow  of  spirit  likes 
to  hear. 

Captain  Montresor  lingered  awhile,  and  then,  find- 
ing it  vain  to  persist  in  his  purpose,  gave  it  up,  and 
feu  to  talking  with  one  of  his  fellow-officers,  while 
I  went  on  questioning  my  cousin  as  to  the  Wynnes 
to  their  uttermost  generation.  Either  he  cared  little 
about  them,  or  he  knew  little,  for  he  seemed  much 
to  prefer  to  tell  queer  stories  about  the  court  ladieE 
and  my  Lord  Chesterfield's  boor  of  a  son,  who  ha 
such  small  manners  and  such  a  large  appetite,  and 
of  Sir  Guy  Carleton,  whom  he  was  abont  to  join 
Canada.  He  ad%Tsed  me  to  get  a  pair  of  colours 
my  aunt  had  once  desired,  and  seemed  STirpr 
when  I  paraded  my  friend  Mr.  Wilson's  opinions  as} 
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my  own,  and  talked  of  taxation  and  the  oppresaion 
uuder  which  couuuerce  liad  to  be  carried  on.  In  fact, 
as  to  this  I  knew  something ;  but  iu  this,  as  iu  other 
matters,  he  deferred  to  me  as  one  does  to  a  well- 
informed  talker  of  one's  own  age,  now  setting  me 
right  with  admirable  courtesy,  aud  now  cordially 
agreeing. 

What  with  his  evident  desire  to  be  friendly,  and 
the  wine  I  was  taking,  I  fell  an  easy  prey  to  one  who 
rarely  failed  to  please  when  he  was  so  minded.  Too 
well  amused  to  reflect  that  the  hours  were  swiftly 
passing,  I  sat,  taking  glass  after  glass  medianically. 
As  the  night  went  on  we  had  more  punch,  and  the 
dice  began  to  rattle  on  the  tables,  despite  the  land- 
lord's remonstrance,  who  feared  to  fall  into  the  hands 
of  the  law  and  lose  his  licence.  But  a  lively  major 
called  out  that  here  was  licence  enough,  aud  hustled 
him  out  of  the  room,  calling  for  more  rum-punch, 
and  stronger. 

Meanwhile  the  smoke  grew  thick  and  thicker. 
Here  and  ther<2  a  song  broke  out,  and  the  clink  of 
coin  and  the  rattle  of  dice  went  on.  Then,  when  at 
last  Montresor  came  to  our  table  and  said  he  was 
going,  and  woiJd  I  come  too,  I  rose,  and,  bidding 
my  kinsman  good-by,  went  with  the  captain.  I  heard 
him  swear  as  he  found  the  door  locked.  No  one 
seemed  to  know  who  had  tlie  key,  and  us  for  me,  not 
ill-pleased,  ami  past  feeling  regret,  I  turned  back  and 
stood  over  a  tulJe  where  some  officers  were  tlirowing 
a  main. 

Then  I  saw  in  a  coraer  a  poor  fellow  who  used  to 
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be  an  usher  at  the  academy,  and  who,  having  taken 
to  drink,  had  lost  his  place.     Now  he  was  a  sort  of 
servitor  in  tlie  coffee-house,  and  had  gotten  locked 
up  in  the  room  and  could  not  escape.    He  had  takeul 
refuge  in  a  corner  at  a  deserted  table,  and,  sittinw 
unnoticed,  was  solacing  himself  with  what  was  left' 
of  a  bowl  of  punch.  A  sense  of  not  altogether  maudlin 
pity  came  upon  me,  and  I  went  over  and  sat  dov 
beside  him.    No  one  took  any  heed  of  us.     The 
was  hea\'y  with  pipe-smoke,  oaths,  mad  catches 
song,  clink  of  glasses,  and  rattJe  of  dice  noisily  castJ 
with  here  and  there  a  toast  cried ;  so  that  it  was  bar 
to  see  for  the  smoke,  or  to  hear  a  man  speak. 

"  Why,  Savoy !    How  earnest  thou  here  t "  I  said. 

"The  devil  fetched  me,  I  guess." 

He  was  far  gone  in  liquor.   "  I  am  like  Mr.  Sterne^ 
starling :  '  I  can't  get  out.'    Ever  read  Mr.  Sterne's — | 
what  is  itT— oh,  his  'Sentimental  Journey'?" 

Here  was  one  worse  than  I,  and  I  felt  inclined  to 
use  what  Friends  call  a  precious  occasion,  a  way 
being  opened. 

"  This  is  a  sad  business,  Savoy,"  I  said.  ■■ 


"  Dre'ful,"  he  returned.  "  Facilis  descensus  tai'emi. 
No  use  to  talk  to  me,  I  am  tired  of  life.  I  am  going  ^ 
to  die.  Some  men  shoot  themselves,  some  like  theH| 
rope,  and  some  cold  water.  You  know  what  Bi.sliop 
what's-his-name— I  mean  JeremyTaylor— says  about 
ways  to  die :  '  None  please  me.'  But  drink  is  the  best 
I  mean  to  drink  myself  dead— dead— d— dead,"  and 
here  he  fell  on  to  my  shoiilder.  Letting  him  down, 
easily,  I  loosed  his  neckerchief,  and  stood  beside  1 
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pitiful  and  shocked.  Then  in  a  moment  I  felt  that 
I  was  drunk.  The  room  whii'led,  and  with  an  eflfort 
I  got  to  tlie  open  window,  stumbling  over  legs  of  men, 
who  looked  up  from  their  cards  aud  cursed  me. 

Of  what  chanced  after  this  I  knew  for  a  time  but 
little,  until  I  was  in  one  instant  sobered.  This  was 
an  hour  later,  and  nigh  to  twelve  o'clock.  What 
took  place  I  heard  from  others ;  and,  as  it  concerns 
a  turning-point  in  my  life,  I  shall  try  to  relate  it  as 
if  I  myself  had  been  conscious  all  the  while. 

The  better  for  air,  I  went  over  to  a  table  in  the 
centre  of  the  room  not  far  front  the  door.  Leaning 
heavily  on  Captain  Small's  shoulder,  I  threw  on  the 
table  the  last  gold  joe  my  aunt  had  given  me  with  her 
final  lesson  in  morals. 

"  Best  in  three,  Etherington." 

"Take  it,"  he  cried. 

I  threw  double  sixes,  he  threes,  and  I  deuce  ace. 
Then  he  cast  some  numbers  as  good.  Certainly  the 
devil  meant  to  have  me.  I  threw  a  third  time ;  a  six 
and  a  five  turned  up,  and  he  an  ace  and  a  four.  I 
had  won.  "  Double  or  quits,"  I  said ;  "  one  throw." 
I  won  again,  and  at  this  I  went  on  until  the  pile  of 
gold  grew  beneath  my  eyes,  amid  laughter,  ciu-ses, 
and  all  manner  of  vileness.  Presently  I  heard  the 
colonel  exclaim,  "  Tliis  won't  do,  gentlemen,"  and  I 
felt  some  one  trjnng  to  draw  me  from  the  table.  It 
was  Captain  Wynne.  I  cried  out,  "  Ilands  off !  no 
liberties  with  me !  I  am  the  head  of  thy  house ; 
thou  art  only  a  cadet."  He  laughed  as  I  pushed  him 
aside. 
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"  Yon  said  double  or  quits,"  cried  the  stout  major 
How  he  got  into  the  game  I  knew  not. 

"  It  is  a  mere  boy !  for  shame ! "  cried  the  coloneL 
"  I  forbid  it."  ^d 

"  I  am  a  gentleman,"  I  said.   "  Thou  canst  order  th^^| 
ofKcers ;  thou  canst  notorder  me,"andas  I  spoke  I  cast 
BO  hard  that  I  crushed  the  box.    I  heard  some  one  ery^ 
"  A  damn  pretty  Quaker !    By  George,  he  has  lost! 
clean  hundred  pounds ! "   Even  in  this  dninkeu  reve 
there  was  a  pause  for  a  moment.    I  was,  after  all,  but 
a  tipsy  lad  of  twenty,  and  some  were  just  u<Jt  far 
enough  gone  to  feel  that  it  might  look  to  others  an 
ugly  business.   The  colonel  said  something  to  Blajc 
Milewood  as  to  disrespect,  I  hardly  know  what  •,  fo 
at  this  moment  there  was  a  loud  knocking  at  the  dooj 
In  the  lull  that  followed  I  heard  the  colonel's  voice. ' 

Then  the  tumult  broke  out  anew.    "  By  Jdvc,  it  i8_ 
a  woman !  "  cried  Wynne.     "  I  hear  her.    Wine  aiii 
women  !    A  guinea  to  a  guinea  she  '»  pretty !  " 

"  Done !  "  cried  some  one. 

"Here  's  the  key,"  said  the  major;  "let  's  hav^ 
her  in." 

"  Place  aux  dames/'  hiccoughed  a  comet 

The  colonel  rose,  but  it  was  too  late.    Wynne 
seizing  the  key,  unlocked  the  door  and  threw  it  wic 
open,  as  my  mother,  followed  by  Jack  Warder,  enj 
tered  the  room,  and  stood  still  a  moment,  dazed. 

Captain  Wynne,  leering  and  unsteady,  caught  at 
her  waist,  exclaiming,  "By  George!  she  might  l)e_ 
younger,  but  I  've  won.   A  toast !  a  toast  1   A  Quake 
by  George ! ' 
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Whether  I  was  sobered  or  not,  I  know  not.  I  can 
only  say  that  of  a  BUilden  I  was  rayself,  and  strangely 
quiet.  I  saw  the  dear  lady,  brave,  beautiful,  and 
with  her  curls  falling  about  her  neck,  as  she  shrank 
back  fi-ora  the  man's  touch. 

"  Come,  Hugh,"  she  said. 

"  Yes,  mother,"  I  said ;  "  but  first—"  and  I  struck 
Captain  Wjiine  full  in  the  fa^e,  so  that,  unprepared 
as  he  was,  he  fell  over  a  table  and  on  to  the  floor. 

Every  one  started  up.    There  was  instant  silence. 

In  a  moment  he  was  on  his  feet,  and,  like  myself, 
anotherman.  Turniug.he  said,  with  amazing  coolness, 
wiping  the  blood  away,  for  I  was  strong,  and  had  hit 
hard,  "  Madam,  I  beg  your  pardon ;  we  have  been 
behaving  hke  beasts,  and  I  am  fitly  punished.  As  to 
yon,  Mr.  Wynne,  you  are  a  boy,  and  have  undertaken 
to  rough  it  with  men.     This  shall  go  no  further." 

"  It  shall  go  where  I  please,"  I  cried. 

"No,  no ;  Hugh,  Hugh !  "  said  my  mother. 

"  We  will  talk  it  over  to-morrow,"  said  the  cap- 
tain; and  then,  turning,  "I  mean,  gentlemen,  tliat 
this'shall  stop  here.  If  any  man  thinks  I  am  wrong, 
let  him  say  so.  I  shall  know  how  to  settle  accounts 
with  him." 

"  No,  no,"  said  the  colonel ;  "  you  are  right,  and  if 
any  officer  tliinks  otherwise,  I  too  am  at  his  ser\-ice." 
In  the  silence  which  came  after  he  atlded,  "  Permit 
me,  madam;"  and  offering  his  arm  to  my  mother, 
we  following,  they  went  downstairs,  Jack  and  I  after 
them,  and  so  into  the  street  and  the  reproachful  calm 
of  the  starlit  April  night 


VEN  so  far  away  as  now,"  says  Jack, 
writing  in  after-days,  "it  grieves  me 
to  tkiui  of  that  winter,  and  of  tliis 
mad  scene  at  the  London  Coffee-house. 
When  I  saw  Hugh  go  in  with  the 
officers,  I  waited  for  an  honr,  and  then  went  away. 
Returning  later,  I  learned  Uiat  he  was  still  upstairs. 
I  felt  that  if  I  stayed  until  he  came  forth,  although 
he  might  not  be  in  a  way  to  talk  to  me,  to  know  that 
I  had  waited  so  long  might  touch  him  and  help  him 
to  hear  me  with  patience.  I  walked  to  and  fro 
until  the  clock  had  struck  twelve,  fearful  aiul  troubled 
like  a  woman.  Sometimes  I  think  I  am  like  a  woman 
in  certain  ways,  but  not  in  all. 

"There  were  many  people  who  loved  Hugh, .but, 
save  his  mother,  none  as  I  did.  He  had  a  serious 
kindliness  in  his  ways,  liking  to  help  people,  and  for 
me  at  certain  times  and  in  certain  crises  a  reassur- 
ing directness  of  swift  dealing  with  matters  in  hand, 
most  sustaining  to  one  of  my  hesitating  nature.  His 
courage  was  instinctive,  mine  the  result  of  obedi- 
ence to  my  will,  and  requiring  a  certain  resol  nte  efforts 
"I  think  of  him  always  as  in  time  of  peril,  throw- 
ing his  head  up  and  his  shoulders  back,  and  smiling, 
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with  very  wide-open  eyes,  like  his  mother's,  but  a 
deeper  blue.  The  frieudship  of  young  men  has  often 
for  a  partial  basis  admiration  of  physical  force,  and 
Hugh  excelled  me  there,  although  I  have  never  been 
considered  feeble  or  awkward  except  among  those 
of  another  sex,  where  always  I  am  seen,  I  fear,  to 
disadvantage. 

"  Just  after  twelve  I  saw  a  woman  coming  hastily 
np  Front  street.  As  she  came  to  a  pause  in  the  light 
which  streamed  from  the  opeu  door,  I  knew  her  for 
Madam  Marie,  as  she  hail  taught  me  to  call  her.  She 
wore  a  caUche  hood,  fallen  back  so  that  I  saw  her 
hair,  half  tumliled  from  umler  the  thin  gauze  cap 
worn  on  the  top  of  the  head  by  most  Quakers.  She 
was  clad  quite  too  slightly,  and  had  for  wrap  only  a 
light,  gray  silk  shawl. 

"'Jlfon  Dieu!'  she  exclaimed,  'I  had  to  come. 
Jack,  is  he  hereT  U  fauf  que  je  montr,  I  must  go 
upstairs.'  In  excitement  she  was  apt  to  tidk  French, 
and  then  to  translate.  '  Let  me  go,'  said  I ;  but  she 
cried  out,  'No,  no !  come ! ' 

"  There  were  many  rough  folks  witbout,  and  otliers 
called  together  by  the  noise  above,  and  no  wonder.  I 
said, '  Come  in  ;  I  will  go  up  with  thee.'  She  pushed 
me  aside,  and,  with  staring  eyes,  cried,  '  Oh  est  Ves- 
calier  f  As  we  went  through  the  coffee-room,  the 
loungers  looked  at  her  with  surprise.  She  foUowod 
me  without  more  words,  ran  by  me  on  the  stairs,  and 
in  a  moment  beat  fiercely  on  the  door,  crjnng,  'Omres! 
open!  quick  !'  Tlicn  there  was  that  nuidhouse  scfne." 

And  this  was  how  it  came  about,  as  Jack  has  here 
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told,  that,  still  hot  and  angry,  but  much  sobered,  I, 
her  son,  walked  beside  my  mother  till  we  came  to  our 
door,  and  Jack  left  us,  saying : 

"  Wilt  thou  see  me  to-morrow  T " 

I  said,  "  Yes.  Gud  bless  thee  I  Thou  art  the  real 
and  we  entered. 

Then  it  was  sweet  to  see  her ;  she  said  no  word  of 
reproach  except,  "  11  ne  faut  pas  me  donner  ton  baiser 
dii  soir.  No,  no ;  I  am  not  to  be  kissed."  And  so  I 
wont,  sorrowful  and  still  dizzy,  up  to  my  sleepless 
(■uueh. 

At  the  first  gray  light  of  dawn  I  rose,  and  was  soon 
iiwuy  lialf  !i  milo  I'roiti  shore  in  my  boat.  As  I  came 
uji  from  my  first  jiluuge  in  the  friendly  river,  and 
bnished  the  water  from  my  eyes,  I  do  assure  you  the 
world  seemed  differeut.  The  water  was  very  cold, 
but  I  cared  nothing  for  tluvt.  I  went  home  another 
and  a  better  man,  with  hope  and  trust  and  self-repose 
for  company.  Thut  hour  in  the  water  at  early  mom 
forever  after  seemed  to  me  a  mysterious  separation 
between  two  lives,  like  a  mighty  baptismal  change. 
Even  now  I  think  of  it  with  a  certain  awo. 

I  pulled  home  as  the  sim  rose,  and  lingered  about 
imtil  our  servants  came  in  for  the  early  worship  of 
tlje  day.  Soon  I  had  the  mother's  kiss,  and  under- 
went a  quick,  searching  look,  after  which  she  nodded 
gaily,  and  said,  "Esf-ce  qm  tout  est  hien,  nwnfih  f  Is  all 
well  with  thee,  my  son  7"  I  said,  "  Yes— yes."  I  heard 
her  murmur  a  sweet  little  prayer  in  her  beloved  French 
tongue.  Then  she  began  to  read  a  chapter.  I  looked 
up  amazed.    It  was  the  prodigal's  story. 
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I  stood  it  ill,  thinking  it  hard  that  she  should  have 
made  choice  of  that  reproochhil  parable.  I  stared 
sideways  out  at  the  stream  and  the  ships,  but  lost  no 
•word,  as,  with  a  voice  that  broke  now  and  then,  she 
read  the  parable  to  its  close.  After  this  should  have 
come  prayer,  silent  or  spoken ;  but,  to  my  surprise, 
she  said,  "  We  will  not  pray  this  morning,"  and  we 
went  in  to  breakfast  at  once. 

As  for  me,  I  could  not  eat.  I  went  out  alone  to 
the  garden  and  sat  down.  I  knew  she  would  come 
to  me  soon.  It  seemed  to  me  a  long  while.  I  sat  on 
the  grass  against  a  tree,  an  old  cherry,  as  I  remem- 
ber, and  waited. 

I  can  see  her  coming  toward  me  under  the  trees, 
grave  and  quiet  and  sweet.  The  great  oeauty,  Sarah 
Lukens,  who  married  in  mid-war  the  gallant  Lennox, 
used  to  say  of  my  mother  that  she  put  some  sugar 
into  all  her  moods ;  and  it  was  true.  I  have  seen  her 
angry,  I  had  rather  have  faced  my  father  in  his 
wildest  rage  than  her.  Why  was  she  not  angry  now  T 
She  had  vast  reason  for  displeasure.  After  men  have 
become  wise  enough  to  understand  woman,  I  protest 
there  will  remain  the  mother,  whom  no  man  will  ever 
comprehend. 

"What  a  beautifnl  day,  Hugh!  And  you  had  a 
good  swim  T  was  it  cold  T  Wliy  may  not  girls  swim  T 
I  should  love  it." 

Next  she  was  beside  me  on  the  grass,  my  head  on 
her  bosom,  saying,  with  a  little  sob,  as  if  she  had  done 
some  wrong  thing : 

"  I— I  did  not  choose  it,  dear :  indeed  I  did  not    It 
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came  in  order  with  tlie  day,  as  yoiir  father  reads ; 
and  I— I  did  not  thiuk  until  I  began  it,  and  then  I 
would  not  stop.    It  is  strange  for  it  to  so  chance.  I ' 
wonder  where  that  prodigal's  mother  was  aU  the 
while  1  Oh,  you  are  better  than  that  wicked,  wicked , 
prodigal.     I  never  would  have  let  him  go  at  all — J 
never  if  I  coidd  have  helped  it,  I  mean.    Mon  Dieu  I 
I  think  we  women  were  made  only  for  prayer  or  for 
forgiveness ;  we  can  stop  no  sin,  and  when  it  is  done 
can  only  crj*, '  Come  back  !  come  back !   I  love  you  ! ' " 

If  I  cried  on  tliat  tender  heart,  and  spoke  no  word, 
and  was  but  a  child  again,  I  am  sure  that  it  was  of 
all  ways  the  best  to  tell  her  that  never  again  should 
she  be  hui't  by  any  act  of  mine. 

"  See,  there  is  Judith  at  the  door,  wondering  where 
I  am,"  she  said,  "and  what  is  to  be  for  dinner.  I 
must  go  and  get  ready  the  fatted  calf.  Ah,  I  would 
not  have  left  one  alive.  Yes,  yes,  I  can  jest,  because 
I  am  no  more  afraid,  mon  fiU,  nor  ever  shall  be." 

Upon  tliis  I  would  have  said  something  of  my] 
deep  shame,  and  of  the  swine  among  whom  I  had , 
wallowed. 

"No,"  she  cried;  "&est  fini,  mon  cher.    It  is  alll 
over.    The  swine  will  eat  alone  hereafter."    And 
so  would  hear  no  more,  only  adding,  "  As  for  me, 
I  want  to  be  told  once  how  brave  I  wjis.     Jack  said. 
80;  indeed  he  did.    I  was  brave,  was  I  notf" 

"Don't,  dear  mother!  please!  I  cannot  bear  it.'" 
Somehow  this  plea,  so  childlike,  to  be  praised  for 
what  must  have  cost  so  much,  quite  overcame  me. 

"Tes,  yes,"  she  said;  ''I  understand  thee,  and  II 
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shaU  always.  How  strong  thou  art,  mon  fih  I  I  waa 
proud  of  thee,  even  in  that  sty  of  pigs  in  red  coats. 
And  hn  liehaved  like  a  gentleman,  and  hath  wondrous 
self-command.     I  would  see  him  a^ain ;  who  is  het" 

I  told  her  his  name. 

"  Qm'  r'aat  drdle.  That  is  cui'ious.  Thy  cousin  1 
No  doubt  we  shall  see  him  to-day,  and  thy  father.  I 
shall  tell  him  all— all.     He  must  know." 

"  Yes,  he  must  know,"  I  said ;  "  but  I  will  tell  him 
myself." 

"  He  will  be  angry,  but  that  is  part  of  thy  punish- 
ment." 

Then  I  tcld  her,  too,  I  had  lost  an  hundred  pounds, 
as  I  believed,  and  she  said : 

"  That  is,  after  all,  the  least.  There  are  pearls  of 
my  sister's  I  never  wear.  Thy  aunt  must  take  them 
and  pay  this  debt.  Go  now  to  thy  business  as  if 
nothing  had  happened,  and  I  will  send  thee  the  pearls 
by  Tom.  No,  no ;  it  is  to  be  as  I  say ;  I  must  have 
my  way." 

What  could  I  doT  I  kissed  her,  and  we  parted. 
I  made  no  promises,  and  she  asked  for  none.  I 
like  to  tliink  of  how,  after  all,  I  left  with  her  this 
sense  of  quiet  trust. 

I  have  said  that  the  daily  march  of  events  never 
BO  influenced  ray  life  as  did  critical  occasions.  This 
was  surely  one  of  them.  I  do  not  now  regret  the 
knowledge  of  a  baser  world  wliich  I  thus  acquired. 
It  has  been  of  use  to  me,  and  to  some  with  whose  lives 
I  have  had  to  doal. 

Of  the  wrath  of  my  father,  when  I  humbly  con- 
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fessed  my  sing,  it  is  not  needful  to  speak  at  length, 
For  business  calamities  he  was  ready  enough,  and 
lacked  not  decision ;  but  in  this  matter  he  was,  as 
I  could  see,  puzzled.  He  strode  up  and  down,  a  great 
bulk  of  a  man,  opening  and  slnittiug  liis  hands,  a 
trick  he  had  in  his  rare  moments  of  doubt  or  of 
intense  self-repression. 

"  I  know  not  what  to  do  with  thee,"  he  said  over 
and  over ;  "and  thou  didst  strike  the  man,  thy  cousin  1 
Well,  well !  and  hurt  him,  I  am  told  t  And  he  did 
not  return  the  blow  !  " 

I  had  not  said  so.  Thus  I  knew  that  other  busy 
tongues  had  been  at  work.  For  my  life,  I  could  not 
see  whether  he  looked  upcm  the  blow  as  my  worst 
iniquity,  or  deep  in  bis  heart  was  hardly  grieved  at  it. 

'*  Thou  didst  strike  him  T    I  must  consider  of  thee ; 
I  must  take  counsel.     Go !  thon  wilt  bring  my  gray 
hairs  in  son-ow  to  the  grave."    And  so  I  left  him, 
still  striding  to  and  fro,  with  ever  the  same  odd 
movement  of  his  hands.     He  took  counsel,  indeed, 
and  for  me  and  for  him  the  most  unwise  that  ever      | 
a  troubled  man  could  have  taken.    It  was  some  days^f 
before  this  unpleasant  scene  took  place,  and  mean-^^ 
while  I  had  seen  my  fiuut. 

She  was  taking  snuff  furiously  when  I  entered, 
and  broke  out  at  once,  very  red  in  the  face,  and 
walking  about  in  a  terrible  rage.  My  mother  used 
to  say  that  the  first  thing  one  saw  of  my  Aunt 
Gainor  was  her  nose.  It  had  been  quite  too  much 
of  a  no.se  for  the  rest  of  her  face,  until  gray  hair  and 
some  change  wrought  by  time  in  the  architecture  of 
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her  fine  bead  helped  to  make  it  more  in  harmony 
with  the  rest  of  her  features.  Somehow  it  arrested 
my  attention  now,  and  Heaven  knows  why  it  seemed 
to  me  more  odd  than  ever. 

"  This  is  a  fine  repentance  indeed !  What  are  yon 
staring  at,  you  fool  f  Here  has  been  that  wild  curlew, 
Bess  Ferguson,  with  an  awful  tale  of  how  you  have 
gambled  and  lost  an  hundred  pounds,  and  half  killed 
an  unlucky  eou.sin.  Who  tlie  deuce  is  the  man  T  A 
nice  godckUd  j'ou  are !  A  proper  rage  I  am  in,  and 
Dr.  Rush  tells  me  I  am  never  to  get  excited !  You 
should  hear  Mrs.  Galloway ;  duels  and  murder  are  the 
least  of  her  talk ;  and,  upon  my  word,  you  know  no 
more  of  the  small  sword  than  of —I  know  not  what.  I 
must  send  you  to  Pike  for  lessons.   When  is  it  to  be  T" 

"  My  dear  aunt,"  I  cried,  "  I  wish  ail  these  Tory 
cats  of  yours  were  dead !  " 

At  this  she  broke  into  laughter,  and  sat  down. 

"  Cats !  and  did  n't  they  miaow  [  That  sweet  girl- 
boy,  Jack  Warder,  has  been  here  too ;  sent,  I  suppose, 
by  that  dear  Jesuit,  your  motlier.  How  he  blushes ! 
I  hear  you  behaved  like  a  gentleman  even  in  your 
cups.  I  like  the  lad ;  I  did  not  use  to.  He  is  a  manly 
miss.  Sit  down,  and  tell  me  all  about  it  Bless  me ! 
how  hot  I  am  !  " 

Upon  this  I  knew  I  had  won  my  battle,  and  went 
on  to  tell  the  whole  story.  When  1  produced  my 
pearls,  of  which  1  was  horribly  ashamed,  she  broke 
out  anew,  declaring  we  were  all  mere  traders,  and 
did  we  think  her  a  pawnbroker  t  and  ended  by  giving 
me  an  hundred  pounds,  and  bidding  me  to  be  care- 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker 


fal  and  par  at  once,  as  it  was  a  debt  of  hononr.  "  As 
to  the  pearls,  let  Mailam  Marie  keep  them  for  thy 
wife." 

Thus  ended  a  sorry  bnsiae^.  It  was  to  be  told, 
and  I  have  told  it ;  but  none,  not  even  my  mother 
or  Jack,  knew  how  deep  a  mark  it  left  npon  my 
character,  or  how  profoundly  it  affected  my  life. 

Hy  friend  Jack  shall  say  the  requiescat  of  this 
chapter  of  my  life,  which  I  have  so  unwillingly  re- 
corded. There  was  one  more  thing  needed  to  com- 
plete ite  misery.    Says  Jack : 

"  Hugh-  Wynne  and  I  fell  apart  this  last  winter 
of  •72  and  73.  It  was  my  fault"  This  I  do  not 
understand.  "Came  then  that  hideous  night  in 
April,  and  all  tixe  rest ;  and  Hugh  I  saw  the  day 
after,  and  begged  him  to  forgive  me  be<'ause  I  had 
80  easily  deserted  him.  I  took  him  later  a  kind 
message  from  Mr.  James  Wilson ;  for  our  small  city 
knew  it  alL  Friends  looked  at  him  as  one  disgraced, 
except  Friend  Rupert  Forest,  who,  to  my  amuse- 
ment, seemed  to  enjoy  to  hear  the  whole  story,  say- 
ing, '.iVlas !  alas ! '  and  yet,  as  t  saw,  far  more  pleased 
tJian  distressed.  It  brought  to  my  mind  the  battle 
he  had  set  us  to  fight  out  wlien  we  were  boys.  For 
a  week  or  two  Hugh  was  disjiirit^d,  but  after  that, 
when  the  colonel  had  called,  and  his  cousin,  Arthur 
Wynne,  began  to  be  more  and  more  with  him,  he 
took  heart.,  and  faced  our  little  world,  and  would  let 
no  one,  except  myself,  say  a  word  f.o  him  of  the  time 
of  his  downfall ;  this  I  think  I  never  did,  save  per- 
haps once,  and  that  long  after. 
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"  There«was  no  need  to  preach.  Converted  devils 
make  the  best  saints.  I  never  was  as  good  as  Hugh, 
because  I  lacked  courage  to  be  wicked.  Hugh  was 
no  saint,  but  he  drank  no  more  for  a  long  while,  and 
was  ever  after  moderate.  As  to  cjirds  and  dice,  it 
was  much  the  same." 

What  Jack  has  here  written  is  all  nonsense.  He 
was  a  better  man  than  I,  and  never  was  nor  could 
have  been  a  bad  one. 


HAVE  said  that  one  event  had  to  be  re- 
(loi'ded  before  I  completed  the  story  of 
that  t'pisode  of  which  1  was  weaiy  of 
heai'iug.  My  father— and  it  was  against 
Jill  his  habits  iu  regard  to  most  matters 
—  ivmunlod  me  idmost  daily  of  my  misdeeds.  He 
hoped  I  did  not  drink  any  more,  and  he  would  even 
look  at  the  square  flasks  on  the  shelf  to  see,  as  I 
suspected,  if  they  had  beeu  used.  To  be  pi'ayed  for 
was  worst  of  all,  and  this  he  did  more  than  once. 
It  was  all  of  it  unwise,  and  but  for  my  mother  I 
should  have  been  even  more  unhappy.  I  can  see 
now  that  my  father  was  this  while  in  distress,  feeling 
that  he  must  do  something,  and  not  knowing  what 
to  do. 

In  his  business  life  there  had  always  been  a  way 
opened,  as  Friends  say.  He  did  not  see  that  what 
I  needed  was  what  it  was  not  in  his  nature  to  give, 
and  thus  it  came  about  that  we  drew  apart,  and  per- 
haps neither  then  nor  at  any  later  time  were,  or  could 
ever  have  been,  in  the  kindlier  relation  which  mak<''s 
the  best  of  friendships  that  of  the  grown-up  son  with 
the  elderly  father. 
At  last,  after  a  month  or  more,  when  it  was  far 
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on  in  June,  he  coased  to  trouble  me,  and  to  walk  up 
and  down,  opening  and  shutting  his  hands,  as  he 
recounted  my  sins.  He  had  reached  an  unfortunate 
decision,  of  which  I  was  soon  to  feel  the  results. 

In  tlie  mean  time  my  cousin,  Mr.  Arthur  Wynne, 
had  come  into  very  close  intunacy  with  all  our  family 
circle.  As  he  had  much  to  do  with  my  later  life,  it 
is  well  to  return  a  little,  and  to  detail  here  what  fol- 
lowed after  the  night  of  my  mother's  visit  to  the 
coffee-house. 

Next  day,  in  the  evening,  came  the  colonel  of  the 
Scots  Grays,  and  desired  to  see  me  in  the  sitting, 
room,  my  father  being  still  in  Lancaster. 

"Mr.  Wynne,"  he  said,  "Captuin  Wynne  has 
asked  me  to  call  in  reference  to  that  unhappy  busi- 
ness of  last  night.  He  begs  to  make  his  excuses 
to  Mrs.  Wynne  in  this  letter,  which  may  I  ask 
yon  to  deliver?  And  after  this  action  on  his  part 
I  trust  you  will  see  yotir  way  to  regret  the  blow  you 
struck." 

I  was  quiet  for  a  moment^  feeling  that  I  must  be 
careful  what  answer  I  made.  "  I  cannot  feel  sorry," 
I  said ;  "  I  do  not  regret  it." 

"  That  is  a  pitj%  Mr.  Wynne.  You  should  remem- 
ber that  Mr.  Arthur  Wynne  could  not  have  known 
who  the  lady  was.  A  blow  is  a  thing  no  gentle- 
man can,  as  a  rule,  submit  to ;  but  this  has  been  dis- 
cussed by  Sir  William  Draper  and  rayself,  and  we 
feel  that  Mr.  Arthur  Wynne  cannot  challenge  a  boy 
of  eighteen." 

"  I  am  twenty,"  I  replied. 
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"  Pardon  me— of  twenty,  who  is  his  consin.  That 
is  the  real  point  I  would  make.  You  have  the  best 
of  it.  You  were  right,  quite  right ;  but,  by  St.  George, 
you  are  a  hard  hitter  1  Mr.  Wynne  would  have 
come  in  person,  but  he  is  hardly  fit  to  be  seen, 
and  a  sign-painter  is  just  now  busy  painting  his  eye- 
lids and  cheek,  so  as  to  enable  him  to  appear  out 
of  doors." 

The  colonel  treated  me  with  the  utmost  respect, 
and,  as  a  young  fellow  naturally  would  be,  I  w*is 
embarrassed  more  than  a  little,  but  not  at  all  dissat- 
isfied with  the  condition  of  my  cousin.  I  said  awk- 
wardly that  if  he  was  willing  to  forget  it  I  supposed 
I  ought  to  be. 

"I  think  so,"  said  the  colonel.  "Suppose  you 
leave  it  with  me,  and  in  a  day  or  two  talk  it  over 
with  him.  Indeed,  he  is  a  most  charming  gentleman, 
and  a  worthy  member  of  a  good  old  house." 

I  said  I  would  leave  it  with  the  colonel,  and  upon 
this  he  said,  "  Qood-by,  and  come  and  dine  with  the 
mess  some  day,  but  don't  hit  any  more  of  us ;"  and 
BO,  laugliing,  he  went  away,  leaving  mo  flattered,  but 
with  the  feeling  that  somelnnv  he  had  gotten  the  bet- 
ter of  me.  I 

My  mother  declared  it  was  a  beautiful  letter,  writ 
prettily,  but  iil-spellcd  (neither  George  the  king  nor 
our  own  George  could  spell  well).  She  would  not 
let  me  see  it.  I  did  years  afterward.  In  it  he  spoke 
of  me  as  a  boy,  and  she  was  cunning  enough  to  know 
that  I  should  not  like  that. 

It  was  a  week  before  we  saw  Mr.  Arthur  Wynne. 
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My  father  had  meanwhile  vented  his  first  wrath  on 
me,  and  I  was  slowly  getting  over  the  strong  sense  of 
disgust,  shame,  contrition,  and  anger,  and  had  set- 
tled down  earnestly  to  my  work.  I  hardly  recognised 
the  man  who  came  in  on  us  after  snpper,  as  my 
mother  and  I  sat  in  the  orchard,  witli  my  father  in  a 
better  humour  than  of  late,  and  smoking  a  ehm-chwar- 
den,  which,  you  may  like  to  know,  was  a  long  clay 
pipe.  The  smoke  sailed  peacefully  up,  as  I  sat  look- 
ing at  its  blue  smoke-rings.  How  often  since  have 
I  seen  them  float  from  the  black  lips  of  cannon,  and 
thought  of  my  father  and  his  pipe ! 

We  discussed  the  stat*  of  trade,  and  now  and  then 
I  read  aloud  bits  from  the  Boston  "  Packet "  of  two 
weeks  back,  or  my  mother  spoke  of  their  September 
voyage,  and  of  what  would  be  needed  for  it,  a  voyage 
being  looked  upon  as  a  serious  affair  in  those  times. 

"I  found  your  doors  hospitably  open,"  said  the 
captain,  appearing,  "and  the  servant  said  I  shoidd  find 
yon  hero ;  so  I  have  taken  my  welcome  for  granted, 
and  am  come  to  make  my  most  humble  excuses  to 
Mrs.  Wynne." 

We  all  rose  aa  he  drew  near,  my  mother  saying 
in  my  ear  as  he  approached,  "  It  is  Arthur  Wjmne. 
Now,  Hugh,  take  care !  " 

This  newly  found  cousin  was,  like  all  of  us,  tall, 
but  not  quite  so  broad  as  we  other  Wynnes.  He 
was  of  swarthy  complexion  from  long  sendee  in  the 
East,  and  had  black  hair,  not  fine,  but  rather  coarse. 
I  noticed  a  scar  on  his  forehead.  He  shook  bands, 
using  his  left  hand,  because,  as  I  learned,  of  awkward- 
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ness  from  an  old  woond.  But  with  liis  left  he  was 
an  expert  swordsman,  and,  like  left-handed  swords- 
men, the  more  dangerous. 

"  We  are  glad  to  see  thee,  Gousin  Wynne,"  said 
my  mother. 

Seeing  the  marks  of  my  handiwork  still  on  his 
cheek,  I  took  his  greeting  with  decent  cordiality,  and 
said,  "  Sit  down ;  wilt  thou  smoke  a  pipe,  Cousin 
Arthur t" 

He  said  he  did  not  smoke,  and  set  himself,  with 
the  address  of  a  man  used  to  a  greater  world  than 
ours,  to  eluirm  those  whom  uo  duubt  he  considered 
U.t  be  quite  simple  folk.  In  a  few  minutes  the  un- 
pleasantness of  the  situation  was  over.  He  and  my 
father  were  at  one  about  politics,  and  I  wisely  held 
my  peace.  He  let  fall  a  discreet  sentence  or  two 
about  the  habits  of  soldiers,  and  his  own  regrets, 
and  then  said,  laughing: 

"  Your  son  is  not  quite  of  your  views  as  a  Friend 
in  regard  to  warfare." 

"  My  son  is  a  hasty  young  man,"  said  my  father, 
and  I  felt  my  mother's  touch  on  my  arm. 

Our  cousin  wsas  in  no  way  upset  by  this.  He  said, 
"No,  no,  cousin ;  he  is  young,  but  not  hasty.  I  was 
fitly  dealt  with.  We  are  hot-blooded  people,  we 
Wynnes.  The  ways  of  Friends  are  not  our  ways  of 
dealing  with  an  injury ;  and  it  was  more— I  wish  to 
say  so— it  was  an  insult.     He  was  right." 

"There  is  no  such  thing  as  insult  in  the  matter,' 
said  my  father.  "  We  may  insult  the  great  Master, 
but  it  is  not  for  man  to  resent  or  punish." 
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''  I  fear  as  to  that  we  shall  continne  to  differ."  He 
gpoke  with  the  utmost  deference.  "Do  yon  go  to  Wyn- 
cote  f  I  hear  you  are  for  England  in  the  autumn." 

"No;  I  shall  be  too  full  of  business.  Wyncote 
has  no  great  interest  for  me." 

"Indeed?  It  might  perhaps  disappoint  you— a 
tumble-down  old  house,  an  embarrassed  estate.  My 
brother  will  get  but  a  small  income  when  it  falls  to 
him.  My  father  fights  cocks  and  dogs,  rides  to 
hounds,  and,  I  grieve  to  say,  drinks  hard,  like  all  our 
Welsh  squires." 

I  was  surprised  at  his  frank  statement.  My  mother 
watched  him  curiously,  with  those  attentive  blue  eyes, 
as  my  father  returned : 

"  Of  a  certainty,  thou  dost  not  add  to  my  induce- 
ments to  visit  Wyncote.  I  should,  I  fear,  be  sadly 
out  of  place." 

"  I  am  afraid  that  is  but  too  true,  unless  your  head 
is  better  than  mine.  We  are  a  sad  set,  we  Wynnes. 
All  the  prosperity,  and  I  fear  much  of  the  decency 
of  the  family,  crossed  the  ocean  long  ago." 

"Yet  I  shojild  like  to  see  Wyncote,"  said  I.  "I 
think  thou  didst  tell  me  it  is  not  thy  home." 

"  No ;  a  soldier  can  hardly  be  said  to  have  a  home ; 
and  a  younger  brother,  with  a  tough  father  alive, 
and  an  elder  brother  on  an  impoverished  estate,  must 
needs  be  a  wanderer." 

"But  we  shall  make  thee  welcome  here,"  said  my 
father,  with  grave  kindness.  "  We  are  plain  people, 
and  live  simply ;  but  a  Wynne  should  tilways  find, 
as  we  used  to  say  here,  the  latch-string  outside." 
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With  a  little  more  talk  of  the  Wynnes,  the  captain, 
declining  to  remain  longer,  rose,  and,  turning  to  me, 
said,  "  I  hear,  Cousin  Hugh,  that  you  refused  to  say 
that  you  were  sorry  for  the  sharp  lesson  you  gave  me 
the  other  uight.  I  have  made  my  peace  with  your 
mother." 

"  I  shall  see  that  my  son  behaves  himself  in  future. 
Thou  hast  heard  thy  cousin,  Hugh  ? " 

I  had,  and  I  meant  to  make  it  up  with  him,  but  my 
father's  effort  as  a  peacemaker  did  not  render  my 
course  the  more  easy.  Still,  with  tlie  mother-eyea 
on  me,  I  kept  my  temper. 

"  I  was  about  to  say  thou  hast  done  all  a  man  can 
do,"  said  I. 

"  Then  let  us  shake  hands  honestly,"  he  repUed, 
"and  let  bygones  be  bygones." 

I  saw  both  my  parents  glance  at  me.  "  I  should 
be  a  brute  if  I  did  not  say  yes,  and  mean  it,  too ;  but 
I  cannot  declare  that  I  am  sorry,  except  for  the  whole 
business."  And  with  this  I  took  his  left  hand,  a 
variety  of  the  commonplace  ceremony  which  always, 
to  my  last  knowledge  of  Captain  Wynne,  affected  me 
unpleasantly. 

He  laughed.  "  They  call  us  in  Merionethshire  the 
wilful  Wynnes,  You  will  find  me  a  good  friend  if 
you  don't  want  the  tilings  I  want.  I  am  like  most 
younger  brothers,  inehned  to  want  things.  I  thank 
you  all  for  a  plesisant  hour.  It  is  like  home,  or  better.' 
With  this  he  bowed  low  to  my  mother's  curtsey,  and 
went  away,  chatting  as  I  conducted  him  to  the  door, 
and  promising  to  sail  with  me,  or  to  fish. 
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Naturally  enough,  on  my  return  I  found  my  parents 
discussiug  our  newly  found  relative.  My  mother 
thought  he  talked  much  of  lumself,  and  had  been 
pleasantor  if  he  had  not  spoken  so  frankly  of  his 
father.  My  father  said  little,  except  that  thei*e  seemed 
to  be  good  in  the  young  man. 

"Why  should  we  not  forgive  that  in  him  which 
•we  must  forgive  in  our  own  son!" 

My  father  had  some  dreadful  power  to  hurt  me, 
and  to  me  only  was  he  an  unjust  man;  this  may 
have  been  beeAuse  my  wrong-doing  troubled  both 
his  patcrufj  and  his  spiritual  pridu.  I  was  about 
to  say  tJiat  tliere  was  little  hkeness  between  my  sin 
and  that  of  my  cousin ;  but  I  saw  my  mother,  as  she 
stood  a  little  back  of  my  father's  great  bulk,  shake 
her  head,  and  I  held  my  tongue.    Not  so  she. 

"If  thou  hadst  been  a  woman  in  my  place,  John 
Wynne,  thou  wouldst  be  far  from  saying  the  thing 
thou  hast  said." 

Never  had  I  heard  or  seen  in  our  house  a  thing 
like  this.  I  saw,  in  the  fading  light,  my  father  work- 
ing his  hands  as  I  have  described,  a  signal  of  re- 
strained anger,  and,  like  anj'thing  physically  unus- 
ual  in  one  we  love,  not  quite  pleasant  to  see.  But 
my  mother,  who  knew  not  fear  of  him  nor  of  any, 
went  on,  despite  his  saying,  "  This  is  unseemly— nn- 
seemly,  wife." 

"  Tliou  art  unjust,  John,  to  my  son." 

"Thy  son?" 

"Yes ;  mine  as  well  as  thine.  I  have  faith  that  thou, 
even  thou,  John,  wouldst  have  done  as  my  boy  did." 
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"  1 1 1 1 "  he  cried ;  and  now  I  saw  that  he  was  dia- 
turbed,  for  he  was  moving  his  feet  like  some  prond, 
restruined   horse   pawing  the   grass.     At  last  he 
broke  the  stillness  which  followed  his  exclamations : 
"There  is  but  one  answer,  wife.     Both  have  been 
brutes,  but  this  boy  has  been  kept  near  to  godly 
things  all  his  life.     Each  First-day  the  tongues  of 
righteous  men  have  taught  him  to  live  clean,  t,o  put^y 
away  wrath,  to  love  his  enemies;  and  in  a  day — a^| 
minute— it  is  gone,  and,  as  it  were,  useless,  and  I  the  ^ 
shame  of  tlie  town." 

I  hoped  Mii.s  was  all ;  but  my  mother  cried,  "  John ! 
John !  It  is  thy  jjri  Je  that  is  hurt.  No,  it  is  not 
seemly  to  dispute  with  thee,  and  before  thy  son.  And 
yet— and  yet— even  that  is  better  than  to  let  him  go 
with  the  thought  that  he  is  altogether  like,  or  no  better 
than,  that  man.  If  thou  hast  a  dutj'  to  bear  testi- 
mony, so  have  I."  And  thus  the  mother  of  the  prod- 
igal son  hatl  her  say.  No  doubt  she  foimd  it  hard, 
and  I  saw  her  dash  the  t«ars  away  with  a  quick  hand,, 
as  she  added,  "  If  I  have  hurt  thee,  John,  I  am  sorry."  1 

"  Tliere  is  but  one  answer,  wife.  Love  thy  enemy ; 
do  good  to  them  tiiat  despitefully  use  thee.  Thon 
wilt  ruin  thy  sou  with  false  kindness,  and  who  shall 
save  him  from  the  pit  1 "  ^ 

I  turned  at  last  in  a  storm  of  indignation,  crjnng,  ^ 
"  Could  I  see  my  mother  treated  like  a  street- wench 
or  a  gutter-drab,  and  lift  no  handT    I  wish  I  hadj 
killed  him ! " 

"  See,  wife,"  said  my  father.  "  Yes,  even  this  was 
to  be  borne." 
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"  Not  by  me  1 "  I  cried,  and  strode  into  the  hotiBe^ 
wondering  if  ever  I  was  to  be  done  with  it. 

The  day  after  no  one  of  us  showed  a  sign  of  this 
outbreak.  Never  hml  I  seen  tlie  like  of  it  among  us ; 
hut  the  Quaker  habit  of  absohite  self-repression,  and 
of  concealment  of  emotion  again  prevailed,  so  that 
at  breakfast  we  met  as  usual,  and,  whatever  we  may 
have  felt,  there  was  no  outward  evidence  of  my 
niotlier's  just  anger,  of  my  father's  bitterness,  or  of 
my  own  disgust 


WAS  not  yet  to  see  the  end  of  my  ini- 
(juity,  and  was  to  feel  the  consequences  in 
ways  which,  for  many  a  day,  influenced 
lay  life  aud  actions. 
It  was  toward  the  end  of  June.  The 
ftuliiig  uf  une-asiness  and  dread  was  becoming  more 
and  more  felt,  not  only  in  commerce,  which  is  so  sen- 
sitive, but  also  in  the  social  relations  of  men.  The 
king's  officeo^  were  more  saucy,  and,  like  all  soldiers, 
eager  for  active  service,  imagining  an  easy  victory 
over  a  people  untrained  in  war.  Such  Tory  pam- 
phleteers as  the  foul-tongued  Massachusetts  writer, 
Daniel  Leonard,  were  answering  "  Vindex "  (Mr. 
Adams]  and  the  widely  read  letters  of  "  An  American 
Farmer."  The  plan  of  organise<l  correspondence 
between  the  colonies  began  to  be  felt  in  some  ap- 
pntach  to  unity  of  action,  for  at  this  time  the  out- 
spoken objection  to  the  views  of  the  king  and  his 
facile  minister  was  general,  and  even  men  like  Gal- 
loway, Chew,  the  Aliens,  and  John  Penn  stood  with 
varying  degrees  of  good  will  among  those  who  were 
urging  resistance  to  oppression.  As  yet  the  too 
mighty  phantom  of  independence  had  not  appeared 
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on  the  horizon  of  onr  stormy  politics,  to  scare  the 
timid,  and  to  consolidate  our  own  resistance. 

I  worked  hard  with  my  father  at  our  lessening 
and  complicated  business,  riding  far  into  the  country 
to  collect  debts,  often  with  Jack,  who  had  like  er- 
rands to  do,  and  with  whom  I  discussed  the  topics 
which  were  so  often,  and  not  always  too  amiably,  in 
question  at  my  Aunt  Gainor's  table.  I  was  just 
now  too  busy  to  be  much  with  my  old  favourites,  the 
officers.  Indeed,  I  was  wise  enough  to  keep  away 
from  them. 

My  cousin  I  saw  often,  both  at  my  aunt's,  as  I  shaD 
relate,  and  elsewhere ;  for  he  came  much  to  onr  house, 
and  my  father  found  it  agreeable  to  talk  over  with 
him  the  news  of  the  day.  My  mother  did  not  like 
him  as  well,  but  she  held  her  peace,  and,  like  every 
other  man,  he  was  attracted  by  her  gaiety,  and  quaint 
way  of  looking  at  men  and  things. 

Mr.  WDson  I  saw  at  times,  as  he  still  had,  I  know 
not  why,  a  fancy  for  me,  and  loved  well  to  sail  with 
me  of  evenings  over  to  Kaighn's  Point  to  fish,  or 
down  to  Gloucester  to  bob  for  crabs.  I  owed  him 
much.  A  profound  knowledge  of  law,  vai-iety  of 
reading,  and  a  mind  which  left  broadly  on  our  after- 
history  the  marks  of  his  powerful  intellect,  were  at 
my  service.  He  used  to  caution  me  how  I  spoke  of 
his  opinions  to  others,  and  he  would  then  discuss  with 
freedom  politics  and  the  men  whose  figures  were  fast 
rising  into  distinctness  as  leaders  to  be  listened  to  and 
trusted.  Many  of  them  he  knew,  and  thus  first  I  heard 
clearly  what  manner  of  persons  were  Patrick  Heniy 
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and  the  Adamses,  DioJtinson,  Peyton  Randolph,  and 
othei*s  less  pronuneut.  lu  this  way  1  eame  to  be  more 
and  more  conflrmetl  in  the  opinions  my  Aunt  Gainor 
60  resolutely  held,  and  also  more  careful  how  I  ex- 
pressed them.  Indeed,  although  but  twenty  years  of 
age,  I  was  become  quite  suddenly  uu  older  and  graver 
man.  Mr.  Wilson  surprised  me  one  day  by  saying 
abruptly,  sis  he  pulled  up  a  reluctant  erab,  "  Do  you 
never  think,  Hugh,  that  we  shall  have  war!" 

I  was  indeed  amazed,  and  said  so.  Then  he  added, 
"It  will  eonie.  My  place  wiU  not  be  m  the  field, 
but,  whether  you  like  it  or  not,  you  will  see  battles. 
You  were  made  for  a  soldier,  Ilugh,  Quaker  or  no 
Quaker." 

I  thought  it  odd  that  two  people  as  different  as  my 
Aunt  Gainor  and  he  should  have  the  same  belief 
that  we  were  drifting  into  war.  She  had  said  to  me 
the  night  before  that  she  had  known  Lord  North  as 
a  lx)y,  and  that  the  king  was  an  obstinate  Dutchman, 
and  would  make  Ids  minister  go  his  way,  juJding, 
"  When  it  eomes  you  will  be  in  it ;  you  can't  escape." 

No  one  else  whom  I  knew  had  any  such  liehef. 
Wilson's  views  and  prediction  sent  me  home  thought- 
ful enough. 

That  evening  my  father  said  to  me,  "We  go  to 
Merion  the  day  after  to-uiurrow."  It  was  there  we 
spent  our  summers.  "To-morrow  will  be  Fourth- 
day.  It  is  our  last  day  of  Meeting  in  the  town.  There 
will,  perhaps,  be  some  wise  words  said  as  to  present 
confusions,  and  I  wish  thee  to  hear  them,  my  son." 

I  said,  "  Yes ;  at  seven,  father  T "    I  was,  however. 
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astonished;  for  these  occasional  night  Meetings  in 
the  middle  of  tlic  week  were  but  rarely  attended  by 
the  younger  Friends,  and,  although  opened  with  such 
religious  observances  as  the  society  affected,  were 
chiefly  reserved  for  business  and  questions  of  disci- 
pline. I  had  not  the  least  desire  to  go,  but  there  was 
no  help  for  it. 

Our  supper  took  place  at  six  on  this  Wednesday, 
a  little  earlier  than  usual,  and  I  observed  that  my 
father  drank  several  cups  of  tea,  which  was  not  his 
habit.  Few  people  took  tea  since  the  futile  tax 
bad  been  set  upon  it;  but  my  father  continued  to 
drink  it,  and  would  have  no  concealiueiit,  as  was  the 
custom  with  some  Whigs,  who  in  pubhc  professed 
to  be  opposed  to  the  views  of  the  crown  as  to  the 
right  to  coDect  indirect  taxes. 

Seeing  that  I  did  not  drink  it,  and  knowing  that 
I  liked  nothing  better  than  a  good  dish  of  tea,  he 
asked  me  why  I  did  not  partake  of  it.  Not  willing 
to  create  new  trouble,  I  said  I  did  not  want  any. 
He  urged  the  matter  no  further,  but  I  saw  he  was 
not  well  pleased.  We  set  off  soon  after  in  silence, 
he  walking  with  hands  behind  his  back  clasping  his 
gold-headed  cane,  his  collarless  coat  and  waistcoat 
below  his  beaver,  and  the  gray  hair  in  a  thick  mass 
between.  He  wore  slioes,  fine  drab  short-clothes, 
and  black  sUk  stockings,  all  without  buckles;  and 
he  moved  rapidly,  nodding  to  those  he  met  on  the 
way,  to  the  Bank  Hill  Meetlng-housc,  in  Front  street, 
above  ArcL 

It  was  a  simple,  one-story,  brick  building,  set  a 
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few  feet  above  the  level  of  the  roadway.  The  gables 
aud  shutters  were  painted  white,  as  was  also  the 
plain  Doi'ic  d<inrway,  whi^^h  had  a  pillar  on  each 
side.  I  judged  by  the  number  of  both  sexes  enter- 
ing that  it  was  an  unutiual  occasion.  There  were 
many  drab-coated  men,  and  there  were  elderly  women, 
in  gowns  of  di-ab  or  gray,  with  white  silk  shawls 
and  black  silk-covered  cardboai-d  bonnets.  Here  aud 
there  a  man  or  woman  was  in  gayer  coloiu-s  or  wore 
buckles,  and  some  had  silver  buttons ;  but  these  were 
rare.  The  Meetiug-room  was,  so  to  speak,  a  large 
oblong  box  with  whitewashed  waUs.  A  broad 
passage  ran  from  the  door  to  the  farther  end ;  on 
the  right  of  it  sat  the  men,  on  the  left  the  women ; 
against  the  remoter  wall,  facing  the  nide  benches, 
were  three  rows  of  seats,  one  above  the  other.  On 
these  sat  at  the  back  the  elders,  and  in  front  of 
them  the  overseers.  The  clerk  of  the  Meeting  had 
a  little  desk  pro^^ded  for  him.  Over  their  heads 
was  a  long  sounding-board. 

To  me  the  scene  had  been  familiar  for  years ;  but 
to-day  it  excited  my  attention  because  of  an  air  of 
expectation,  aud  even  of  excitement,  among  the  few 
more  youthful  Friends.  I  saw,  as  we  entered,  furtive 
glances  cast  at  my  father  and  myself ;  but  as  to  this 
I  had  grown  to  be  of  late  more  or  less  indifferent,  and 
had  no  anticipation  of  what  was  to  follow  later. 

I  had  become,  since  my  sad  downfall,  a  more  serious 
and  thoughtful  young  man,  and  far  better  fitted  to 
feel  the  beauty  an<l  the  spirituality  of  these  Meetings 
than  1  had  been  before.    When  the  doors  were  closed 
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I  sat  silent  in  prayer ;  for  some  ten  minntes  increafr 
ing  stillness  came  upon  one  and  all  of  the  three  or 
four  hundred  people  here  met  together. 

As  I  waited,  with  long-trained  patience,  for  full 
twenty  minutes,  a  yet  deeper  quiet  fell  on  the 
figures  seated  on  each  side  of  the  aisle.  For  a 
time  none  of  the  men  uncovered,  but  soon  a  few 
took  off  their  broad  hate,  having  remained  with 
them  on  their  heads  long  enough  to  satisfy  cus- 
tom by  this  protest  against  the  ways  of  other  men. 
The  larger  number  kept  their  hats  on  their  heads. 
Then  a  strange  incident  took  place:  a  woman  of 
middle  age,  but  gray,  her  hair  fallen  about  her 
shoulders,  entered  noisily,  and,  standing  before  the 
elders,  cried  out  in  a  loud  voice,  as  though  in  afSIo- 
tion  and  sore  distress,  "See  to  your  standing;  the 
Lord  is  about  to  searcJi  and  examine  your  camp. 
Ho !  ye  of  little  faith  and  less  works,  the  hand  of 
God  is  come  upon  you— the  mighty  hand  of  punish- 
ment" As  she  spake  thus  wildly  she  swayed  to  and 
fro,  and  seemed  to  me  disordered  in  mind.  Finally 
she  passed  across  the  space  in  front  of  the  overseers, 
to  the  women's  side,  and  then  back  again,  repeating 
her  mad  language.  My  Aunt  Gainor's  great  bronze 
Buddha  was  not  more  motionless  than  they  who  sat 
on  the  elders'  seats.  At  last  the  woman  faced  the 
Meeting,  and  went  down  the  aisle,  waving  her  hands, 
and  crying  out,  "  I  shall  have  peai'e,  peace,  in  thus 
having  discharged  my  Lord's  errand."  The  many 
there  met  did  justice  to  their  discipline.  Scarce  a 
face  showed  the  surprise  aU  must  have  felt  No  one 
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turned  to  see  her  go  out,  or  seemed  to  hear  tlie  door 
banged  furiously  after  her.  The  covered  heads  re- 
mained silent  and  undisturbed ;  the  rows  of  deep 
bonnets  were  almost  as  moveless.  Fully  ten  minutes 
of  perfect  sUence  followed  this  singular  outburst. 
Then  I  saw  the  tall,  gaunt  figure  of  Nicholas  Wain 
rise  slowly,  a  faint  but  pleasant  smile  on  his  severe 
face,  while  he  looked  about  Lira  and  began  : 

"Whether  wliat  yc  Lave  beard  be  of  God  I  cannot 
say.  The  time  hath  troubled  many  souls.  The  woman, 
Sarah  Harris,  who  hath,  as  some  are  aware,  borne 
many  sweet  and  pleasing  testimonies  to  Friends  in 
Wibuingtou,  I  know  not  Wlietber  what  ye  have 
he^u^J  be  of  God  or  but  a  rash  way  of  speech,  let  us 
feel  that  it  is  a  warning  to  Friends  here  assembled 
that  we  be  careful  of  what  we  say  and  do.  It  hath 
been  borne  in  upon  ine  that  Friends  do  not  fully 
understand  one  another,  and  that  some  ai-e  moved 
to  wrath,  and  some  inclined  tx)  tbiuk  that  Friends 
should  depart  fi'oni  tlieii-  ways  and  question  that 
which  bath  been  done  by  the  rulers  God  hath  set  over 
us.  Let  us  be  careful  that  our  General  Epistles  lean 
not  to  the  aiding  of  cori'upt  and  wcked  men,  who  are 
loading  weak-minded  persons  into  paths  of  violence." 
And  here  ho  sat  down. 

A  moment  kter  got  up  Thomas  Scattergood,  grim 
and  dark  of  visage.  None  of  his  featurt>s  expressed 
the  slightest  emotion,  although  even  from  the  iMjgin- 
ning  he  spoke  with  vehemence  and  his  body  rocked 
to  and  fro. 

"  The  days  are  dai'kening ;  the  times  are  evil.  Our 
master,  set  over  us  by  God,  has  seen  lit  to  tax  cer- 
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tain  commodities,  that  means  may  be  raised  for  the 
jiist  goverunient  uf  these  colonies,  wbere  we  and  our 
fathers  iiave  pruspered  in  our  worldly  goods,  under 
a  rule  that  has  left  us  free  to  worship  God  as  seems 
[best  to  us.  And  now  we  are  bid  by  men,  not  of  our 
society,  ungodly  self-seekers,  sons  of  darkness,  to 
unite  with  them  in  the  way  of  resistance  to  the  law. 
There  have  even  been  found  here  among  us  those 
who  have  signed  agreements  to  disobey  such  as  are 
set  over  us,  uumindful  of  the  order  to  render  to  Ca'.sar 
that  which  is  his.  Let  there  be  among  Friends  neither 
fear  nor  any  shortcoming.  Let  us  bear  testimony 
against  evil-doers,  whetlier  they  be  of  us  or  not.  Let 
us  cut  down  and  utterly  cast  forth  those  who  depart 
from  righteousness.  Are  they  not  of  the  seuni  which 
riseth  on  the  boiling  pot  T  There  is  a  time  for  Friends 
to  remonstrate,  and  a  time  to  act.  I  fear  lest  these 
too  gentle  counsels  of  Friend  Wain  be  out  of  time 
and  out  of  place.  Away  with  those  who,  hearing, 
heed  not.  Let  them  be  dealt  with  as  they  shoidd  be, 
with  love  for  the  sinner,  ])ut  with  thought  as  to  the 
evil  which  comes  of  unscoiu-ged  examples,  so  that 
when  again  we  are  met  in  the  Quarterly  Meeting  there 
shall  be  none  among  us  to  stir  up  discord,  and  we  can 
say  to  other  Meetings,  '  As  we  have  done,  so  do  ye. 
Make  clean  the  house  of  the  Lord.' " 

The  night  was  now  upon  us,  and  the  ringing  tones 
of  the  speaker  were  heard  through  the  darkness  be- 
fore he  sat  down.  WliUe  all  waited,  two  Friends 
lit  the  candles  set  in  tin  sconces  against  the  pillars 
of  the  gallery,  and,  in  the  dim  bght  they  gave,  the 
discussion  went  on. 
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Then  I  saw  that  Arthur  Howell  was  about  to  speak. 
This  able  and  tender-minded  man  nsually  sat  in 
Meeting  with  his  head  bent,  his  felt  hat  before  his 
eyes,  wrapped  in  thought,  and  lifted  above  all  cou- 
sideration  of  the  things  of  this  earth.  As  he  began, 
his  rich,  full  voice  filled  the  space,  and  something  in 
its  pleading  sweetness  appealed  to  every  heai't.  He 
spoke  as  one  who,  having  no  doubt,  wondered  that 
any  one  else  should  doubt,  and  he  brought  the  dis- 
cussion to  a  decisive  point  at  once. 

"  It  is  well,"  he  said,  "  that  all  should  be  convinced 
by  those  who,  from  age  and  influence  among  Friends, 
have  the  best  right  of  speech.  Nevertheless,  since 
this  is  a  Meeting  for  discipline,  let  all  be  heard  with 
fairness  and  order.  Men  have  gone  astray.  They 
have  contended  for  the  asserting  of  civil  rights  in 
a  manner  contrary  to  our  peaceable  profession  and 
principles,  and,  although  repeatedly  admonished,  do 
not  manifest  any  disposition  to  make  the  Meeting  a 
proper  acknowledgment  of  their  outgoings.  There- 
fore it  is  that  we  bear  our  testimony  against  such 
practices,  and  can  have  no  unity  with  tliose  who  fol- 
low them  until  they  come  to  a  sense  of  their  errors. 
Therefore,  if  this  be  the  sense  of  our  Meeting,  let 
the  clerk  be  moved  to  manifest  the  feelings  of  the 
Meeting  to  these  members,  signing  on  our  behalf, 
for  the  matter  hath  already  been  before  us  twice, 
and  hath  been  deeply  and  prayerfidly  considered  by 
ourselves ;  and  I  am  charged  to  tell  Friends  that  these 
members  who  have  thus  gone  astray  are  unwilling 
to  be  convinced  by  such  as  have  sought  to  bring  them 
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to  a  better  mind.  This  hath  been  duly  reported,  and 
overseers  having  thus  failed,  it  doth  only  remain 
to  abide  by  the  sense  of  our  Meeting.  But  this  I 
have  already  said :  the  matter  hath  been  prayerfully 
considered." 

After  this,  others  spoke,  but  aU  elder  Friends  un- 
derstood that  the  business  had  been  disposed  of,  and 
little  attention  was  given  to  those  who  rose  after 
Friend  Howell  sat  down.  Indeed,  that  they  were  iU- 
advised  to  speak  at  all  was  plainly  to  be  read  in  the 
countenances  of  many. 

This  was  my  first  experience  of  an  eveniug  Meet- 
ing, and,  even  to  one  acquainted  with  all  the  ways 
of  Friends,  the  scene  was  not  without  its  interest. 
The  niglit  was  now  dark  outside.  The  taDow  dips 
ran  down  and  flared  dismally.  A  man  with  snuffers 
went  to  and  fro,  and  the  pungeut  odours  of  candles, 
burned  out  and  to  be  replaced,  filled  the  room. 

In  the  quiet  which  followed  Arthur  Howell's  re- 
fined and  distinct  accents,  I  looked  at  the  row  of 
placid  faces  where  the  women  sat,  some  rosy,  some 
old,  aU  in  the  monastic  cell  of  the  bonnet,  which  made 
it  as  impossible  to  see,  except  in  front,  as  it  is  for  a 
horse  with  blinders.  I  wondered  how  this  queer  head- 
gear came  t/O  have  been  made,  and  recalled  my  aunt's 
amusement  at  the  care  exercised  as  to  its  form  and 
material.  Few  thei-e,  I  think,  let  their  thoughts 
wander,  and  in  front  of  me  the  row  of  drab  coats  and 
wide  felt  or  beaver  hats  remained  almost  motionless. 

At  last  James  Pemberton,  the  esteemed  clerk  of 
the  Meeting,  rose.    "  I  am  moved,"  he  said,  "  by  the 
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Spirit  to  declare  that  the  sense,  and  also  the  weight, 
of  the  Meeting  is  that  Cyrus  Edsou  and  William 
Jameson  be  advised,  in  aocordauet!  with  the  instructed 
wish  of  Friends." 

He  then  sat  down.  There  was  no  vote  taken. 
Even  had  a  majoritj'  of  those  present  been  hostile  to 
tlie  proposed  action,  it  is  improbable  tliat  any  protest 
would  have  been  made.  The  clerk's  statement  that 
the  weight  of  the  Meeting  was  afiirmative,  would 
have  been  held  to  settle  the  matter,  as  it  appeared 
best  to  a  limited  number  of  those  recognised,  through 
their  piety  and  strict  living,  to  be  competent  to  decide 
for  the  rest. 

I  was  now  assured  that  this  was  all,  and  looked  to 
see  two  of  the  elders  shake  hands,  which  is  the  well- 
recognised  signal  for  tJie  Meeting  to  break  up ;  but 
as  the  elders  did  not  move,  the  rest  sat  still  and  waitexl. 
By  and  by  I  saw  Nicholas  Wain  extend  his  hand  to 
my  father,  who,  looking  steadily  before  him,  made 
no  sign  of  perceiving  this  intention  to  dismiss 
Friends.  A  still  longer  pause  followed.  As  I  learned 
afterward,  no  further  speaking  was  anticipated.  No 
one  stirred.  For  my  part,  I  was  quite  ready  to  go, 
and  impatiently  awaited  the  signal  of  dismissal  A 
minute  or  two  j)assed  -,  then  I  was  aware  of  a  sliort, 
neatly  built  man,  who  rose  from  a  bench  near  by. 
His  face  was  strong,  irregular  of  feature,  and  for 
some  rejison  impressed  me.  I  could  see  even  in 
the  indistinct  light  that  he  flushed  deeply  as  he  got 
up  on  his  feet.  He  received  instant  attention,  for  he 
went  past  me,  and,  standing  in  the  passageway,  was 


n 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker 


quiet  for  a  moment.  He  was,  I  think,  not  over  thirty, 
and  seemed  embarrassed  at  the  instant  attention  he 
received.  For  a  few  luinutL'w  lie  appeared  to  seek 
his  words,  and  then,  quite  suddenly,  to  And  them  in 
eloquent  abundance. 

"  It  is  not  usual,"  he  said,  "  for  disowned  members 
of  the  society  to  oj)enly  pi'Otest.  Neither  are  tliese 
our  brothers  here  to-day.  Nor,  were  they  with  us, 
are  they  so  skilled  with  the  tongue  as  to  be  able  to 
defend  themselves  against  tlie  strong  language  of 
Thomas  Scattergood  or  the  gentle  siweeh  of  Arthur 
Howell.  I  would  say  a  word  for  them,  find,  t«o,  for 
myself,  since  nothing  is  more  sure  than  that  1  tliink 
them  right,  and  know  that  ye  will,  before  long,  east 
out  me,  to  whom  yotir  worship  is  sweet  and  hjvely, 
and  the  ways  of  Priemls  for  the  most  part  such  as 
seem  to  me  more  acceptable  than  those  of  any  other 
Christian  society.  Whether  it  be  that  old  memories 
of  pei-secution,  or  too  gi"eat  prosperity,  have  hardened 
you,  I  do  not  know.  It  does  seem  to  me  that  ye  have 
put  on  a  severity  of  dress  and  life  that  was  not  so 
once,  and  that  undue  strictness  hath  destroyed  for  us 
some  of  the  innocent  joys  of  this  world.  I  also  find 
unwholesome  and  burdensome  that  inner  garment 
of  self-righteousness  in  which  ye  clotlie  yourselves 
to  judge  the  motives  of  your  fellow-men. 

"  So  far  as  the  law  went  against  such  views  as  you 
entertained,  none  did  more  resist  them,  in  your  own 
way,  than  did  you ;  but  now  the  English  across  the 
seas  tell  us  that  the  lilierty  our  fathers  sought  on 
these  shores  is  to  bo  that  which  pleases  a  corrupt  and 
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pliant  ministry,  and  not  that  which  is  common  to 
men  of  English  blood.  Some  brave  men  of  our  so- 
ciety say, '  Let  us  make  a  stand  here,  lest  worse  things 
come.  Let  us  refuse  to  eat,  drink,  or  wear  tlie  ar- 
ticles they  assume  to  tax,  whether  we  will  or  not.' 
There  is  no  violence.  Believe  me,  there  will  be  none 
if  we  are  one  throughoxit  the  colonies.  But  if  not— 
if  not— if  grave  old  men  like  you,  afraid  of  this  mere 
shadow  of  passive  resistance,  dreading  to  see  trade 
decay  and  the  fat  flanks  of  prosperity  grow  lean— 
if  you  are  wholly  with  our  oppressor.";,  passively  with 
them,  or,  as  some  believe,  actively,  then— then,  dear 
friends,  it  will  be  not  the  shadow,  but  the  substance, 
of  resistance  that  will  fall  in  blood  and  ruin  on  you 
and  on  all  men — on  your  easy  lives  and  your  ac- 
cumulated gains. 

"  Aye,  look  to  it !  There  is  blood  on  the  garments 
of  many  a  man  who  sits  fearfully  at  home,  and  thinks 
that  because  he  does  nothing  he  wLU  be  free  of  guilt 
when  the  great  account  is  called." 

On  this  a  rare  exception  to  the  tranquillity  of  Meet- 
ing occurred.  Daniel  OfBey,  by  trade  a  farrier,  rose 
and  broke  in,  sj>eaking  loudly,  as  one  used  to  lift  lus 
voice  amid  tlie  din  of  hammers :  "  Wherefore  should 
this  youth  bring  among  us  the  godless  things  of 
worldly  men  T "  His  sonorous  tones  rang  out  through 
the  partial  obscurity,  and  shook,  as  I  noticed,  the 
scattered  spires  of  the  candle  flames.  "This  is  no 
time  for  foolish  men  to  be  heard,  where  the  elders 
are  of  a  mind.  The  sense  of  the  Meeting  is  with  us. 
The  weight  of  the  Meeting  is  with  us.    The  king  is 
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a  good  king,  and  who  are  we  to  resist  T  Out  with 
those  who  are  not  of  our  ways!  Let  the  hammer 
fall  on  the  unrighteous,  lest  the  sheep  be  scattered, 
and  the  Hhepherd  leuve  them." 

At  this  queer  mixture  of  metaphors  I  saw  the  pre- 
vious speaker  smile,  as  he  stood  in  the  aisle.  Next 
I  heard  the  gentle  voice  of  James  Pemberton  break 
in  on  the  uncouth  speech  of  the  big  farrier. 

"  It  is  the  custom  of  Friends  that  all  men  who  feel 
to  be  moved  to  tell  us  aught  shall  be  heard.  Friend 
Wetherill,  we  will  hear  thee  to  an  end."  He  spoke 
with  the  courteous  ease  of  a  well-bred  gentleman,  and 
the  smith  sat  down. 

Friend  Wetherill  paused  a  moment,  looking  to  left 
and  right  along  the  lines  of  deeply  interested  aud 
motionless  faces.  Then  he  continued  ;  "  Ou  what  you 
and  others  do  in  these  days  depends  what  shall  come 
upon  us.  Let  no  man  deceive  you,  not  even  the  timid 
counsel  of  gray  hairs  or  the  wariness  of  wealth.  The 
guinea  fears ;  the  penny  fights ;  and  the  poor  penny 
is  to-day  deeply  concerned.  You  take  shelter  under 
the  law  of  Christ,  to  live,  as  far  as  possible,  at  peace 
with  all  men.  As  far  as  possible  T  It  should  at  times 
be  felt  that  Paul's  limitation  is  also  a  command. 
Do  not  resist  him  who  would  slay  a  child  or  wrong 
a  woman— that  is  how  you  read  the  law  of  God. 

"  It  is  ejstremes  which  bring  ruin  to  the  best  Chris- 
tian societies,  and  if  the  mass  of  men  were  witi  you 
civil  order  would  cease,  and  the  carefully  builded 
structure  of  ci\nli8ation  would  perish.  You  are  al- 
ready undergoing  a  process  of  dry  decay,  and  aa  you 
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dry  and  dry,  you  hordt™  and  slirink,  and  see  it  not. 
A  wild  woman  has  told  you  to  set  youi- camp  in  order. 
See  to  it,  my  friends ;  see  to  it !  " 

For  not  less  than  a  minute  the  speaker  remained 
silent,  with  bended  head,  still  keeping  the  won- 
derfully steady  attention  of  this  staid  assembly. 
Verj'  slowly  he  lifted  bis  face,  and  now,  as  he  began 
again,  it  was  with  a  look  of  tender  sweetness :  "  It 
was  far  back  in  Second-mouth,  1771, 1  began  to  be 
encompassed  by  do\il)ts  as  to  the  eoui-se  Friends  were 
taking.  To-day  I  am  assiu-ed  in  spirit  that  you  are 
wrong  in  the  support  you  gave,  and,  let  me  say,  are 
giving,  to  an  unjust  cause.  I  think  I  take  an  inno- 
cent liberty  to  express  myself  on  this  occasion,  also 
according  to  the  prospect  I  have  of  the  matter. 
There  is  sometliing  due  to  the  king,  and  something 
to  the  cause  of  the  public.  Wlien  kings  deviate  from 
the  righteous  law  of  justice  in  which  kings  ought  to 
rule,  it  Ls  the  right,  ayo,  and  the  religious  duty,  of  the 
people  to  be  plain  and  honest  in  letting  them  know 
where.  I  am  not  a  person  of  such  consequence  as 
to  dictate ;  but  there  is  in  me  and  in  you  a  court,  to 
which  I  confidently  appeal.  I  h^re  appealed  to  it  in 
prayer,  aa  to  what  my  course  shall  be.  I  obc^y  my 
conscience.    Take  heed  that  you  do  not  act  rashly." 

Here  again,  after  these  calm  words,  he  paused,  and 
then  said,  with  emphatic  sternness,  "As  my  last 
words,  let  me  leave  with  you  the  admonition  of  the 
great  founder  of  this  colony.  '  I  beseech  you,'  he 
says,  '  for  the  sake  of  Christ,  who  so  sharply  pro- 
hibited making  others  suffer  for  their  religion,  that 
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you  have  a  care  how  you  exercise  power  over  other 
men's  consciences.  My  friends,  conscience  is  God's 
throne  in  man,  and  the  power  of  it  His  prerogative ! ' 
These  are  solemn  words.  Wliuther  you  leave  me  to 
live  among  you,  free  to  do  what  seems  right  to  me, 
or  drive  me  forth,  who  have  uo  wish  to  go,  now  and 
always  I  shall  love  you.  That  love  you  cannot  take 
away,  nor  weaken,  nor  disturb." 

I  was  sorry  when  the  melody  of  this  clear  voice 
ceased.  The  speaker,  wiping  the  moisture  from  his 
brow,  stood  still,  and,  covering  his  face  with  his  hands, 
was  lost  in  the  prayer  wliich  I  doubt  not  ft>Uowed. 

A  long  inter\'al  of  absence  of  all  sound  came  after 
he  ceased  to  speak.  No  one  replied.  The  matter  was 
closed,  a  decision  reached,  and  the  clerk  instructed. 
I  knew  enough  to  feel  sure  that  tJiose  manly  t/ones 
of  appeal  and  remonstrance  had  failed  of  their 
purpose. 

At  this  moment  I  saw  an  eJderly  man  on  the  seat 
before  me  rise,  and  with  deliberateness  kueel  in 
prayer ;  or,  as  Friends  say,  Israel  Shaqiless  appeared 
in  supplication.  At  first,  as  he  began  to  bo  heai-d, 
Friends  rose  here  and  there,  until  all  wore  afoot  and 
all  uncovered.  The  silence  and  reverent  bended  heads, 
and  the  dim  light,  affected  nic  as  never  before.  Many 
turned  their  backs  on  the  praying  man,  an  odd  cus- 
tom, but  common.  As  he  prayed  his  voice  rose  until 
it  filled  the  great  room ;  and  of  a  sudden  I  stai-ted, 
and  broke  out  in  a  cold  sweat,  for  this  was  what  I 
heard: 

"  O  Lord,  arise,  and  let  Thine  enemies  be  scattered. 
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Dip  me  deeper  in  Jordan.  Wash  me  in  the  laver  of 
regeneration.  Give  me  cf)urage  to  wrestle  with  ill- 
doers.    Let  my  applications  be  heard. 

"  Father  of  merey,  remember  of  Thy  pity  those  of 
the  young  among  us  who,  being  fallen  into  evil  ways, 
are  gone  asti-ay.  We  pray  that  they  who  have  gam- 
bled and  drunk  anil  bi-ought  to  shame  and  sorrow 
their  elders  may  be  recovered  into  a  better  mind, 
and  sin  no  more.  We  pray  Thee,  Almighty  Father, 
that  they  be  led  to  consider  and  to  repent  of  deeds 
of  violence,  that  those  among  us  whom  the  confusion 
of  the  times  has  set  against  the  law  and  authority  of 
rulers  be  better  coimselled ;  or,  if  not,  strengthen  us 
so  to  deal  with  these  young  men  as  shall  make  pure 
again  Thy  aheepfold,  that  they  be  no  longer  a  means 
of  leading  others  into  wickedness  and  debaucheiy." 
I  heard  no  more.  This  man  was  a  close  fjiend  of  my 
father.  I  knew  but  too  well  that  it  was  I  who  Was 
thus  reproved,  and  thus  put  to  shame.  I  looked  this 
way  and  that,  the  hot  blood  in  my  face,  thinking  to 
escape.  Custom  held  me.  I  caught,  as  I  stared, 
furtive  glances  fi-om  some  of  the  younger  folk.  Here 
and  there  some  sweet,  gentle  face  considered  me  a 
moment  with  pitj%  or  with  a  curiosity  too  strong  for 
even  the  grim  discipline  of  Friends.  I  stood  erect. 
The  prayer  went  on.  Now  and  then  I  caught  a  phrase, 
but  the  most  part  of  what  he  said  was  lo.st  to  me.  I] 
looked  about  me  at  times  with  the  anguish  of  a 
trapped  animal 

At  last  I  saw  that  my  gentle- voiced  speaker,  Weth- 
erill,  was,  like  myself,  rigid,  witli  upheld  head,  and 


that,  with  a  faint  smile  on  his  face,  he  was  looking 
toward  me.  Minute  after  minut*  passed.  Would 
they  never  be  done  with  it  T  I  began  to  wonder  what 
was  going  on  under  those  bent  gi'ay  hats  aud  block 
1  )onuets.  I  was  far  away  from  penitence  or  remorse,  a 
bruised  and  tormented  man ,  helpless,  if  e  vera  man  was 
helpless,  under  the  nionotouous  aud  silent  reproach  of 
some  hundreds  of  |)eople  who  had  condemned  me  un- 
heai-d.   It  did  seem  as  if  it  never  would  end. 

At  last  the  voice  died  out.  The  man  i-oae,  and  put 
on  his  hat.  All  resiuned  their  seats  and  their  head- 
coverings.  I  saw  that  Frieud  Scattergood  extended  a 
hand  to  my  father,  who  was,  as  I  have  not  yet  stated, 
an  elder.  The  grasp  was  accepted.  Elders  and  over- 
seers, both  men  and  women,  rose,  and-  we  also.  I 
pushed  my  way  out,  rudely,  I  fear.  At  the  door 
James  Pemberton  put  out  his  hand.  I  looked  him 
full  in  the  face,  and  turned  away  from  the  too  inqui.s- 
itive  looks  of  the  younger  Friends.  I  went  by  my 
father  without  a  word.  He  could  not  have  known 
what  pain  his  method  of  sjmng  my  soid  would  cost 
me.  That  he  had  been  in  somq  way  active  in  the 
matter  I  did  not  doubt,  and  I  knew  later  that  my 
opiniouiwas  but  Uh>  correct. 

Hastening  down  Front  street  with  an  overwhelm- 
mg  desire  to  be  alone,  I  paused  at  our  own  door,  and 
then,  late  as  it  was,  now  close  to  ten,  I  unmoored  my 
boat,  and  was  about  to  push  off  when  I  felt  a  hand 
on  my  shoulder.    It  was  Samuel  WetherilL 

"Let  me  go  with  thee,  my  boy,"  he  said.  "We 
should  talk  a  little,  thou  and  1." 
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I  said,  "Yes.  Thou  art  the  only  man  I  want  to 
see  to-night." 

There  were  no  more  words.  The  moon  was  up  as  I 
pulled  down  Dock  Creek  and  out  on  my  friendly  river. 

"  Let  thy  boat  drift,"  he  said.  "  Perhaps  thou  art 
aware,  Hngh  Wynne,  how  grieved  I  was ;  for  I  know 
all  that  went  before.  I  somehow  think  that  thoa 
hast  already  done  for  thyself  what  these  good  folk 
seemed  to  think  was  needed.    Am  I  right  T " 

"Yes,"  I  said. 

"Then  say  no  more.  James  Wilson  has  spoken 
of  thee  often.  To  be  loved  of  such  a  man  is  much. 
I  hear  that  thou  hast  been  led  to  think  with  us,  and 
that,  despite  those  wicked  wild  oats,  thou  art  a  young 
man  of  parts  and  good  feelings,  thoughtful  beyond 
thy  years." 

I  thanked  him  almost  in  tears;  for  this  kindly 
judgment  was,  past  belief,  tlie  best  remedy  I  could 
have  had. 

"I  saw  thy  great  sxiflPering;  but  iu  a  year,  in  a 
month,  this  will  seem  a  tiling  of  no  import;  only, 
when  thou  art  calm  and  canst  think,  hold  a  Meeting 
in  thy  own  heart,  and  ask  thy  quiet  judgment,  thy 
conscience,  thy  memory,  if  prayer  be  needed ;  and  do 
it  for  thyself,  Hugh." 

I  said,  "  Thank  thee,"  but  no  more.  I  have  ever 
been  averse  to  talking  of  my  relations  to  another 
world,  or  of  what  I  believe,  or  of  what  I  am  led 
thereby  to  do  in  hours  of  self-communion.  I  sat 
wishing  ray  father  were  like  this,  a  tender-hearted 
yet  resolute  man. 
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Seeing  me  indisposed  to  speak,  he  went  on :  "If  we 
could  but  keep  tlic  Letter  part  fit"  Friends'  creed,  and 
be  set  free  to  live  at  peace  with  the  law,  to  realise 
that  to  sit  down  quietly  under  oppressiou  may  be  to 
serve  the  devil,  and  not  God !  Thou  k  newest,  as  well 
as  I,  that  divers  Friends  have  publicly  avowed  the 
ministry-,  aud  aUegi-  that  whatever  they  may  do  is  a 
just  punishment  of  rebellion.  We  are  going  to  have 
a  serious  settlement,  and  it  will  become  us  all.  Hugh, 
young  aud  old,  to  see  that  we  are  on  the  right  si<ie, 
even  if  we  liave  tf)  draw  the  sword.  And  thou  and 
I  shall  not  be  alone  of  Friends.  There  are  Clement 
and  Owen  Biddle,  aud  Christopher  MarshaU,  and 
more." 

I  was  surprised,  and  said  so. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  he  said ;  "  but  I  talk  to  thee  as  to  a 
man,  and  these  things  are  not  to  be  spread  abroad. 
I  trust  I  have  been  to  thee  a  comfort ;  and,  now  the 
moon  is  setting,  let  us  go  home." 

I  thanked  him  as  well  as  I  knew  how.  He  had 
indeed  consoled  me. 

Wlien  I  fame  in  my  father  had  gone  to  bed,  but 
my  mother  wa.s  waiting  to  see  rae.  She  eaught  me 
in  her  arms,  and,  weeping  like  a  child,  cried,  "  Oh,  I 
have  heard !  He  did  not  tell  me  beforehand,  or  I 
should  have  forbade  it.  Thou  shouldst  never  have 
gone !  never !  It  was  cruel !  Moh  Dieu  !  how  could 
they  do  it !  " 

It  was  I  who  now  had  to  comfort,  and  this  helped 
me  amazingly,  and  yet  added  to  my  just  anger; 
for  why  must  she,  who  was  innocent,  be  thus  made 
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to  snfferT  My  ta&et,  when  he  oame  im,  had  asked 
for  me.  He  had  met  my  oonsin,  who  had  seen  me 
going  down  Front  street^  and  had  hinted  that  I  meant 
to  find  comfort  at  the  coffee-house  among  the  offioers. 
She  knew  better,  and  had  said  her  mind  of  this  kins- 
man and  his  ways ;  npon  which  my  father  had  gone 
angry  to  his  bed.  I  was  beginning  to  have  an  in- 
creasing distrust  and  dislike  of  Arthur,  and  the 
present  news  did  not  lessen  either  feeling.  So  at 
last  here  was  an  end  of  the  oonsequenoes  of  my  sad 
night  at  the  ooflee-hoiue. 
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HE  next  day  we  went  to  our  farm  in 
Merion.  My  father  said  no  word  of  the 
Meeting,  nor  did  I.  The  summer  of  '73 
went  on.  I  rode  in  to  my  work  daily, 
sometimes  with  my  father,  who  talked 
almost  altogether  of  his  vMtle  or  of  his  ventures, 
never  of  the  lowering  poUtical  horizon.  He  had  ex- 
cused himself  from  being  a  consignee  of  the  tea,  on 
the  score  of  his  voyage,  which  was  now  intended  for 
September. 

My  aimt  lived  in  summer  on  the  farther  slope  of 
Chestnut  Hill,  where,  when  the  road  was  in  order, 
came  her  friends  for  a  night,  and  tlie  usual  card-play. 
When  of  a  Saturday  I  was  set  free,  I  delighted  to 
ride  over  and  spend  Sunday  with  her,  my  way  being 
across  country  to  one  of  the  fords  on  the  SchnylMll, 
or  out  from  town  by  the  Ridge  or  the  Germantown 
highroad.  The  ride  was  long,  but,  with  my  saddle- 
bags and  Lucy,  a  new  mare  my  aunt  had  raised  and 
given  me,  and  clad  in  overalls,  which  we  called  tongs, 
I  cared  little  for  the  mud,  and  often  enough  stopped 
to  assist  a  chaise  out  of  the  deep  holes,  which  made 
the  roads  dangerous  for  vehicles. 
Late  one  day  in  August,  I  set  out  with  my  friend 
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Jack  to  spend  a  Sunday  with  my  Annt  (Jainor. 
Jack  Warder  was  now  a  prime  favourite,  and  highly 
approved.  We  rodo  up  Frout  street,  and  crossed  the 
bridge  where  Mulbeny  street  passed  under  it,  and  is 
therefore  to  this  day  called  Ai-eh  street,  although  few 
know  why.  The  gay  eoats  of  officers  were  plentiful, 
farmers  in  their  smocks  were  driving  in  with  their 
vegetables,  and  to  the  right  was  the  river,  with  here 
and  there  a  ship,  and,  beyond,  the  windmill  on  the 
island.  We  talked  of  the  times,  of  books,  of  my  father's 
voyage,  and  of  my  future  stay  with  my  aunt. 

Although  Jack's  father  was  a  Quaker,  he  was  too 
discreet  a  business  man  not  to  approve  of  Jack's 
visits  to  my  aunt,  and  too  worldly  not  to  wish  for 
his  son  a  society  to  which  he  was  not  lK>rn ;  so  Mrs. 
Ferguson  and  Mrs.  Galloway  made  much  of  Jack, 
and  he  was  weleoims  like  myself,  at  Cliveden,  where 
the  Chews  had  tlieir  summer  home. 

The  Tory  ladies  laughed  at  his  way  of  blushing 
like  a  girl,  and,  to  Jack's  dismay,  opeuly  envied  his 
pink-and-white  skin  and  fair  locks.  They  treated 
him  as  if  he  were  younger  than  I,  although,  as  it 
chanced,  we  were  bom  on  tlio  same  day  of  the  same 
year;  and  yet  he  liked  it  all— the  gay  women,  the 
coquettish  Toiy  maids,  even  the  "  genteel "  Quaker 
dames,  such  as  Mrs.  Sarah  Logan  or  Mrs.  Moms, 
and  the  pretty  girls  of  the  other  side,  like  Sarah 
Lukens  and  the  Misses  Willing,  with  their  fanuly 
gift  of  beauty.  These  and  more  came  and  wcut  at  my 
aunt's,  with  men  of  all  parties,  and  the  grave  Drs.  Rash 
and  Parke,  and  a  changing  group  of  English  officers. 
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In  the  little  old  house  at  Belmont,  the  Rev.  Richard 
Peters  was  glad  to  sit  at  cards  with  the  Tory  ladies, 
whose  cause  was  not  his,  and  still  less  that  of  Richard, 
Lis  nephew.  At  times,  as  was  the  custom,  sleigh- 
ing parties  in  winter  or  riduig-iiarties  iu  summer 
ased  to  meet  at  Cliveden  or  Springetsbury,  or  at  a 
farm-house  where  John  Peuu  dwelt  while  engaged 
in  building  the  great  house  of  Lansdowue,  looking 
over  trees  to  the  quiet  SchuylkilL 

We  rode  out  gaily  this  August  afternoon,  along 
the  (Jerniautowu  roail,  admiring  the  fine  farms,  and 
the  foresti  stUl  left  among  the  cultivated  lands. 
Near  Fisher's  Lane  we  saw  some  two  or  three  peo- 
ple in  the  road,  and,  drawing  near,  dismounted. 
A  black  man,  who  lay  on  the  ground,  groaning  with 
a  cut  head,  and  just  coming  to  himself,  I  saw  to  be 
my  aunt's  coachman  Ctesar.  Beside  him,  held  by  a 
farmer,  was  a  horse  with  a  pUliou  and  saddle,  all 
muddy  enough  from  a  fall.  Near  by  stood  a  slight 
young  woman  in  a  savuguard  petticoat  and  a  sad- 
coloured,  short  camlet  cloak. 

"  It  is  MLss  Darthea  Peuiston,"  said  Jack. 

"  Miss  Peniston,"  I  said,  dismounting,  "  what  has 
happened  T " 

She  t«ld  me  quietly,  that,  riding  pillion  to  stay 
with  my  annt,  the  horse  had  fallen  and  hurt  Cipsar, 
not  badly,  she  thought.  She  had  alighted  on  her 
feet,  but  what  should  she  dot  .^Vfter  some  dis- 
cussion, and  the  black  beiug  better,  we  settled  to 
leave  him,  and  I  proposed  that  Jack,  the  lighter 
weight,  should  ride  my  Aunt  Gainer's  horse,  with 
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Miss  Peniston  on  the  pillion  behind  him.  Upon  this 
Jack  got  red,  at  the  idea,  I  suppose,  of  Miss  Darthea's 
contemplating  the  back  of  his  head  for  four  miles. 
The  young  woman  looked  on  with  shy  amusement. 

At  this  moment  CiEsar,  a  much  pampered  person, 
who  alone  of  all  her  house  dai-ed  give  mj'  aunt  ad- 
vice, declared  he  must  have  a  doctor.  Jack,  much 
relieved,  said  it  was  inhuman  to  leave  him  in  this 
case,  and  put  an  end  to  our  discussion  by  riding 
away  to  fetch  old  Dr.  de  Benneville. 

Miss  Darthea  laughed,  said  it  was  a  sad  thing  a 
woman  should  iiave  do  choice,  and  pretended  to  be 
in  misery  as  to  my  unfortunate  lot.  I  said  nothing, 
but,  after  looking  Caesar's  horse  over,  I  gave  my  sad- 
dle to  be  kept  at  the  farmer's,  and  put  the  coachman's 
saddle  on  my  mare  Lucy,  with  the  pilliou  behind 
made  fast  to  the  saddle-straps  arranged  for  this  use. 
Then  I  looked  well  to  the  girths,  and  mounted  to  see 
how  Lucy  would  like  it.  She  Uked  it  not  at  aD,  and 
was  presently  all  over  the  road  and  up  against  the 
fence  of  the  old  graveyard  I  was  to  see  again  in  other 
and  wilder  days. 

I  saw  the  little  lady  in  the  road  watching  me  with 
a  smiling  face,  by  no  means  ill  pleased  with  the  spec- 
tacle. At  last  I  cried, "  Wait ! "  and  putting  Miss  Lucy| 
down  the  road  for  a  mile  at  a  run,  soon  brought  he 
back  quite  submissive. 

"  Art  thou  afraid  T  "  I  said. 

"  I  do  not  Uke  to  be  asked  if  I  am  afraid.    I  am ' 
very  much  afraid,  but  I  would  die  rather  than  not  get 
on  your  mare."    So  a  chair  was  fetched.  Miss  Penis- 1 


ton  put  on  her  linen  riding-mask,  and  in  a  moment 
was  seated  behind  me.  For  t*n  minutes  I  was  fully 
taken  up  with  the  feminine  creature  under  me.  At 
last  I  said : 

"  Put  an  arm  around  my  waist.  I  must  let  her 
go.  At  once !  "  I  added ;  for  the  mare  was  getting  to 
rear  a  little,  and  the  young  woman  hesitated.  "  Do 
as  I  tell  thee ! "  I  cried  sharply,  and  when  I  felt  her 
right  arm  about  me,  I  said,  "  Hold  fast !  "  and  gave 
the  mare  her  head.  A  mile  sufficed,  with  the  double 
burden,  so  to  quiet  her  that  she  came  down  to  her 
usual  swift  and  steady  walk. 

When  there  was  this  chance  to  talk  without  hav- 
ing everj"  word  jolted  out  in  fragments,  the  young 
person  was  silent;  and  when  I  remarked,  "There 
is  now  an  opportunity  to  chat  with  comfort,"  said : 

"  I  was  waiting,  sir,  to  hear  your  excuses ;  but  per- 
haps Friends  do  not  apologise." 

I  thought  her  saucy,  for  I  had  done  ray  best ;  and 
for  her  to  think  me  unmannerly  was  neither  just  nor 
kind. 

"  If  I  am  of  thy  friends—" 

"  Oh,  Quakers,  I  meant.  Friends  with  a  large  F, 
Mr.  Wynne." 

"  It  had  been  no  jesting  matter  if  the  mare  had 
given  thee  a  hani  fall." 

"  I  should  have  liked  that  better  than  to  be  ordered 
to  do  as  your  worship  thought  fit." 

"  Then  thou  shoiddst  not  have  obeyed  me." 

"  But  I  had  to." 

"  Tes,"  I  said.  And  th  e  talk  having  fallen  into  these 
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brevities,  Miss  Peuiston  was  qniet  awhile,  no  donbt 
pouting  prcttUy ;  her  face  was,  of  course,  hid  from  me. 

After  a  while  she  said  something  about  the  mile- 
stones being  near  together,  and  then  took  to  praising 
Lucy,  who,  I  must  say,  had  behaved  as  ill  as  a  horse 
could.  I  said  as  much,  whereon  I  was  told  that 
mares  were  jealous  animals ;  whieh  I  thought  a 
queer  speech,  and  replied,  not  knowing  well  how  to 
reply,  that  the  mare  was  a  good  beast,  and  that  it 
was  ftur  flattery  to  praise  a  man's  horse,  for  what 
was  best  in  the  horse  came  of  tlie  man's  handling. 

"  But  even  praise  of  his  watch  a  man  likes,"  said 
she.  "  lie  has  a  fine  appetite,  and  likes  to  fatten 
his  vanity." 

She  was  too  quick  for  me  in  those  days,  and  I  never 
was  at  any  time  very  smart  at  this  game,  having  to 
reflect  too  long  before  seeing  ray  way.  I  said  that 
she  was  no  doubt  right,  but  thus  far  that  I  had 
had  thin  diet. 

Perhaps  saying  that  Lucy  was  gay  and  well  bred 
and  had  good  paces  was  meant  to  please  the  rider. 
This  woman,  as  I  found  later,  was  capable  of  many 
varieties  of  social  conduct,  and  was  not  above  flatter- 
ing for  the  mere  pleasure  it  gave  her  to  indulge  her 
generosity,  and  for  the  joy  she  had  in  seeing  others 
happy. 

Wondering  if  what  she  had  said  might  be  true, 
held  mc  quiet  for  a  while,  and  busied  with  her  words, 
I  quite  forgot  the  young  woman  whose  breath  I  felt 
now  and  then  on  my  hair,  as  she  sat  behind  me. 

Silence  never  suited  Miss  Peniston  long  in  those 
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days,  and  especially  not  at  this  time,  she  being  in  a 
merry  mood,  such  as  a  little  adveuture  causes.  Her 
mocxls  were,  iu  fact,  many  find  chiuigefid,  and,  as  I 
was  to  learn,  were  too  apt  to  rule  even  her  serious 
actions  for  the  time;  but  under  it  all  wtxs  the  true 
law  of  lier  life,  strongly  cliaractered,  and  abiding 
like  the  constitution  of  a  land.  It  was  long  before  I 
knew  the  real  woman,  since  for  her,  as  for  the  most 
of  U.S,  all  early  acquaiutjince  was  a  masquerade,  and 
some  have,  like  thLs  lady,  as  many  vizards  as  my 
Aunt  Gainor  had  in  her  sandalwood  box,  with  her 
long  gloves  and  bur  mitts. 

The  mare  being  now  satisfied  to  walk  comfortably, 
we  were  going  by  tlio  Wister  Jiouse,  when  I  saw  saucy 
young  Sally  Wister  in  the  balcony  over  the  stoop, 
midway  of  the  penthouse.  She  knew  us  both,  and 
pret*!nded  shame  for  ns,  with  her  hands  over  her 
face,  laughing  merrily.  We  were  friends  in  after- 
life, and  if  yon  would  know  how  gay  a  creature 
a  young  Quakeress  could  be,  and  how  full  of  mis- 
chief, you  should  see  her  journal,  kept  for  Deborah 
Logan,  then  Miss  Non-is.  It  has  wonderful  gaiety, 
and,  an  I  read  it,  fetxihes  back  to  mind  the  offi<!ers 
she  prettily  sket<^hes,  and  is  so  sprightly  and  so  full 
of  a  life  that  must  have  been  a  joy  to  itself  and  to 
others,  that  to  think  of  it  as  gone  and  over,  and  of 
her  as  dead,  scorns  t^>  me  a  thing  impossible. 

It  was  not  thought  proper  then  for  a  young  woinnu 
to  go  on  pillion  behind  a  yonng  man,  and  tins  Miss 
Sally  well  knew,  I  dare  say  she  set  it  down  for  the 
edification  of  her  young  friend. 
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"  The  child  "  (she  was  rather  more  than  that)  "  is 
saucy,"  said  my  lady,  who  understood  well  enough 
what  her  gestures  meant.  "  I  should  like  to  box  her 
ears.  You  were  very  silent  just  now,  Itr.  Wynne. 
A  penny  is  what  most  folks'  thoughts  are  bid  for, 
but  yours  may  be  worth  more.  I  would  not  stand 
at  a  shilling." 

"  Then  give  it  to  me,"  said  I.  "  I  assure  thee  a 
guinea  were  too  little." 

"What  are  they  T" 

"Oh,  but  tlie  shilling." 

"  I  promise." 

"  I  seem  to  see  a  little,  dark-faced  child  crying  be- 
cause of  a  boy  in  disgrace—" 

"  Pretty  1 "  she  asked  demurely. 

"No,  rather  plain." 

"  You  seem  to  have  too  good  a  memory,  sir.  Who 
was  shet" 

"  She  is  not  here  to-day." 

"  Yes,  yes !  "  she  cried.  "  I  have  her— oh,  some- 
where! She  comes  out  on  occasions.  You  may 
never  see  her ;  you  may  see  her  t<j-morrow." 

I  was  to  see  her  often.     "  My  shUling,"  I  said. 

"  That  was  only  a  jest,  Mr.  Wynne.  My  other 
girl  has  stolen  it,  for  remembrance  of  a  lad  that  was 
brave  and—" 

"  He  was  a  young  fool !     My  shilling,  please."      J 

"  No,  no !  "  1 

At  tJiis  I  touched  the  mare  with  my  spur.  She. 
not  seeing  the  joke,  pranced  about,  anil  Miss  Darthea 
was  forced  to  hold  to  my  waist  for  a  minute. 
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"The  mare  is  ill  broke,"  she  cried.  "Why  does 
she  not  go  Jiloug  quietly  T" 

"  She  hates  dishonesty,"  I  said. 

"  But  I  have  not  a  penny." 

"Thou  shouldst  never  run  in  debt  if  thou  art 
without  lueaus.  It  is  worse  than  gambling,  since 
here  thou  hast  had  a  consideration  for  thy  money, 
and  I  am  out  of  pocket  by  a  valuable  thought." 

"  I  am  very  bad.  I  may  get  prayed  over  iu  Meeting, 
only  we  do  not  have  the  custom  at  Christ  Church." 

I  was  struck  dumb.  Of  <.'oiirse  every  one  kuew  of 
my  disaster  and  what  ciime  of  it ;  but  that  a  young 
girl  should  taunt  me  with  it,  and  for  no  reason, 
seemed  incredible.  No  one  ever  spoke  of  it  to  me, 
not  even  Mistress  Ferguson,  whose  daily  food  was 
the  saying  of  things  no  one  else  dared  to  say.  I  rode 
on  without  a  word. 

At  last  I  heard  a  voice  back  of  me  quite  changed 
—tender,  almost  tearful.  "  Will  you  jiardon  me, 
Mr.  Wynne  t  I  was  wicked,  and  now  I  have  hurt 
you  who  was  once  so  good  to  me.  Your  aunt  says 
that  I  am  six  girls,  not  one,  and  that—  Will  you 
please  to  forgive  me  T " 

"Pray  don't;  there  is  nothing  to  forgive.  lam 
over-sensitive,  I  suppose.  My  friend  Mr.  Wilson 
says  it  is  a  great  thing  in  life  to  learn  how  to  forget 
wisely.  I  am  learning  the  lesson ;  but  some  wounds 
take  long  to  heal,  and  this  is  true  of  a  boy's  folly. 
Pray  say  no  more."  I  put  the  mare  to  trotting,  and 
we  rode  on  pa.st  Cliveden  and  Mount  Airy,  neither 
speaking  for  a  while. 
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I  wondered,  as  we  rode,  at  her  rashnees  of  talk  and 
her  want  of  consideration ;  and  I  rtfleeted,  with  a 
certain  surprise,  at  the  freqaent  discovery,  of  lat«, 
on  how  much  older  I  seemed  to  be.  It  was  a 
time  which  qaickly  matured  the  thoughtful,  and  I 
was  beginning  to  shake  off,  in  some  degree,  the  life- 
long shackles  of  limitation  as  to  conduct,  dress,  and 
minor  morals,  imi)osed  upon  me  by  my  home  sur- 
roundings. In  a  word,  being  older  than  my  years,  I 
began  to  think  for  myself.  Under  the  influence  of 
Mr.  Wetherill  I  had  come,  as  without  him  I  could  not 
have  done,  to  see  how  much  there  was  of  the  beauti- 
ful and  noble  in  the  creed  of  Fox  and  Penn,  how 
much,  too,  there  was  in  it  to  cramp  enterprise,  to 
limit  the  innocent  joys  of  life,  to  render  progress 
impossible,  and  submission  to  every  base  man  oo^ 
government  a  duty.  ^M 

I  had  learned,  too,  in  my  aunt's  house,  the  ways 
and  manners  of  a  larger  world,  and,  if  I  had  yielded 
to  its  temptations,  I  had  at  least  profited  by  the  bit- 
ter lesson.  I  was  on  the  verge  of  manhood,  and  had 
begun  to  feel  as  I  had  never  done  before  the  chara^ 
of  woman ;  this  as  yet  I  hardly  knew.  ^H 

As  we  breasted  the  hiU,  and  saw  beneath  ns 
the  great  forest-land  spread  out,  with  its  scattered 
farms,  an  exclamation  of  delight  broke  from  my 
companion's  lips.  It  was  beautiful  then,  as  it  is  to- 
day, with  the  far-seen  range  of  hills  beyond  the  river, 
where  lay  the  Valley  Forge  I  was  to  know  so  well,  and 
Whitemarsh,  all  under  the  hazy  blue  of  a  cool  August 
day,  with  the  northwest  wind  blowing  in  my  face. 
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Within  there  were  my  aunt  and  some  young  wo- 
men, and  my  Cousin  Arthur,  with  explanations  to  be 
made,  after  whicli  my  young  woman  hurried  ofif  to 
make  her  toilet,  and  I  to  rid  me  of  7ny  ridiug-dress. 

It  was  about  seven  when  we  assembled  out  of  doors 
under  the  trees,  where  on  simimer  days  my  Aunt 
Qaiuor  liked  to  have  supper  served.  Mj'  Cousin 
Wynne  left  Mrs.  Ferguson  and  came  to  meet  me. 
We  strolled  apart,  and  he  began  to  ask  me  questions 
about  the  tea  cargoes  expected  soon,  but  which  came 
not  until  December.  I  said  my  father's  voyage  would 
prevent  his  acting  as  consignee,  and  this  seemed  to 
surprise  him  and  make  him  thoughtful,  perhaps  be- 
cause he  was  aware  of  my  father's  unflinching  loyalty. 
He  spoke,  too,  of  Mr.  Wilson,  appearing— and  this 
was  natural  enough— to  know  of  my  intimacy  with 
the  Whig  gentleman.  I  was  cautious  in  my  replies, 
and  he  learned,  I  think,  but  httle.  It  was  a  pity,  he 
said,  that  my  father  would  not  visit  Wyncote.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  he  dwelt  overmuch  on  tliis  matter, 
and  my  aunt,  who  greatly  fancied  him,  was  also  of  this 
opinion.  I  learned  long  after  that  he  desired  to 
feel  entirely  assured  as  to  the  certainty  of  this  visit 
not  being  made.  I  said  now  that  I  wished  I  had  my 
father's  chance  to  see  our  Welsh  home,  and  that  I 
often  felt  sorry  my  grandfather  had  given  it  up. 

"  But  he  did,"  said  my  cousin, "  and  no  great  thing, 
either.  Here  you  are  important  people.  We  are 
petty  Welsh  squires,  in  a  decaying  old  house,  with 
no  money,  and  altogether  small  folk.  I  should  like 
to  change  places  with  you." 
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"And  yet  I  regret  it,"  said  L    My  Aunt  Gaina^_ 
had  filled  me  fall  of  the  pride  of  race.  ^^ 

I  spoke  as  we  approached  the  group  about  my 
aunt,  and  I  &aw  his  face  take  an  expression  whic^— 
struck  me.    He  had  a  way  of  half  closing  his  eye^f 
and  letting  his  jaw  drop  a  little.   I  saw  it  often  after- 
ward.    I  suspect  now  that  he  was  dealing  intec 
witli  some  problem  which  puzzled  him. 

He  seemed  to  me  to  he  entirely  unconscious  of  this 
aingidar  expression  of  face,  or,  as  at  this  time,  to  be 
off  his  guard ;  for  the  look  did  not  change,  although 
I  was  gazing  at  him  with  attention.  Suddenly  I 
saw  come  down  the  green  alley,  walled  with  well- 
trimmed  box,  a  fre^h  vision  of  her  who  had  been 
riding  with  me  so  lately.  My  cousin  also  became 
aware  of  the  figure  which  passed  gaily  under 
trees  and  smiled  at  us  from  afar. 

"  By  George !  Hugh,"  said  Arthur,  "  who  is  the 
sylph  T  what  grace !  what  grace !  " 

For  a  moment  I  did  not  reply.  She  wore  a  silken 
broc^e  with  little  broidered  roses  here  and  there,  a 
bodice  of  the  same,  cut  square  over  a  girl-like  necik, 
white,  and  not  yet  filled  up.  Her  long  gloves  were 
held  up  to  the  sleeve  by  tightens  of  plaited  white 
horsehair,  which  held  a  red  rosebud  in  e,ach  tie ;  and 
her  hair  was  braided  with  a  ribbon,  and  set  high  in 
coils  on  her  head,  with  but  little  powder.  As  she 
came  to  meet  us  she  dropi)ed  a  curtsey,  and  kissed 
my  aunt's  iiand,  as  was  expected  of  young  people. 

I  have  tried  since  to  think  what  made  her  so  un- 
like other  women.     It  was  not  the  singiilar  grace 
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which  had  at  onoe  struck  my  cousin ;  neither  was 
she  beautiful.  I  long  after  hated  Miss  Chew  for  an 
hour  because  she  said  Darthea  Peniston  had  not  one 
perfect  feature.  She  hatl,  uotwitLstnudiug,  clear, 
large  brown  eyes,  and  a  smilu  which  was  so  vari- 
ously eloquent  that  no  man  saw  it  unmoved.  This 
was  not  all.  Her  face  had  some  of  that  chtirm  of 
mystery  which  a  few  women  possess— a  qnestioning 
look ;  but,  above  all,  there  was  a  strange  flavour  of 
feminine  attractiveness,  more  common  in  those  who 
are  older  than  she,  and  fuller  in  bud ;  rare,  I  think, 
in  one  whose  wgin  curves  have  not  yet  come  to 
maturity.  Wliat  she  was  to  me  that  summer  even- 
ing she  was  to  all  men—  a  creature  of  many  moods, 
and  of  great  power  to  express  them  in  face  and  voice. 
She  was  youTjg,  she  loved  admiration,  and  could  be 
carried  off  her  feet  at  times  by  the  follies  of  the 
gay  world. 

If  you  should  wonder  how,  at  this  distant  day,  I 
can  recall  her  dress,  I  may  say  that  one  of  my  aunt's 
lessons  was  that  a  man  should  notice  how  a  woman 
dressed,  and  not  fail  at  times  to  compliment  a  gown, 
or  a  pretty  fashion  of  hair.  You  may  see  that  I  had 
some  queer  schoolmasters. 

I  said  to  my  cousin,  "  That  is  Miss  Darthea  Pen- 
iston." 

"Darthea,"  he  repeated.  "She  looks  the  name. 
Sa<i  if  she  had  been  called  Deborah,  or  some  of  your 
infernally  idiotic  Scrijiture  names." 

He  was  duly  presented,  and,  I  must  say,  made  the 
most  of  his  chances  for  two  days,  so  that  the  elder 


dames  were  amused  at  Darthea's  conquest,  my  cousin 
having  so  far  shown  no  marked  prelereuce  for  any 
one  except  the  elder  Miss  Pranks,  who  was  rich  and 
chamiing  enough  to  have  many  men  at  her  feet, 
despite  her  Hebrew  blood. 

In  truth  he  had  been  hit  hard  that  fatal  August 
afternoon,  aud  he  proved  a  bold  and  constant  wooer. 
With  me  it  was  a  more  t^irdy  influence  which  the  fair 
Darthea  as  surelj'  exert«d.  I  was  troubled  and  dis- 
turbed at  the  constancy  of  my  growing  and  ardent 
affection.  At  first  I  scarce  knew  why,  but  by  and 
by  I  knew  too  well ;  and  tlie  more  hopeless  became 
the  business,  the  more  resolute  did  I  grow ;  this  is 
my  way  and  nature. 

During  the  remaining  weeks  of  summer  I  saw 
much  of  Miss  Penistou,  and  almost  imperceptibly 
was  made  at  last  to  feel,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life, 
the  mysterious  influence  of  woman.  Now  and  then 
we  rode  with  my  aunt,  or  weAt  to  see  the  troops  re- 
viewed. I  thought  she  liked  me,  but  it  soon  became 
only  too  clear  that  at  this  game,  where  hearts  were 
trumps,  I  was  no  match  for  my  dark,  handsome 
cousin,  in  his  brilliant  uniform. 


xn 


I  |BBMBW|N  September  1,  1773,  and  earlier  than 

I  fy^^AM  had  been  meant,  my  father  set  sail  for 

I  H  ^1  Wl  ^""*^<^°    ^^^^*    i^y    *'v<^'"    ^'^^^   mother. 

RL^IMS  Manyasseuibledtfisee  the  "Fail" Trader" 
IbML^lBail  leave  her  moorings.  I  went  with  my 
people  us  far  as  Lewes,  and  on  account  of  weather 
hud  much  ado  to  get  ashore.  The  voyage  down  the 
Delaware  was  slow,  for  from  want  of  proper  lights 
we  must  needs  lay  by  at  night,  and  if  winds  were 
contrary  were  forced  to  wait  for  the  ebb. 

While  I  was  with  them  my  father  spoke  much  to 
me  of  business,  but  neither  blamed  my  past,  nor  praised 
my  later  care  and  assiduity  in  affairs.  He  was  sure 
the  king  would  have  his  way,  and,  I  thought,  felt  sorry 
to  have  so  readily  given  up  the  consigneeship  of  the 
teas.  I  was  otherwise  minded,  and  1  asked  what  was 
to  be  done  in  the  event  of  certain  troubles  such  as 
many  feared.  He  said  that  Thomas,  his  old  clerk, 
would  decide,  and  my  Atmt  Gainor  had  a  power  of 
attorney ;  as  to  the  troubles  I  spoke  of,  he  well 
knew  that  I  meant  such  idle  disturbances  of  peace 
as  James  Wilson  and  Wethei*ill  were  doing  their 
best  to  bring  about. 

"Thy  Cousin  Arthur  is  better  advised,"  he  said, 
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and  I  shall  be  generous  too.  If  thou  hast  any  little 
fancies  that  way,  thou  must  write  and  tell  me.  Oh, 
mon  Jils,  thou  wUt  write  often,  and  I  must  know 
all  the  news.  I  do  hear  that  Dartheu  Peniston  is  in 
thy  aunt's  house  a  good  deal,  and  Madam  Ferguson, 
the  gossip,  would  have  mu  beheve  thou  eai-est  for  her, 
and  that  Artlmr  Wynue  is  taken  in  the  same  net.  I 
liked  her.  I  did  not  tell  thee  that  thy  Aunt  Gainor 
left  her  with  nie  for  an  hour  while  .she  went  into 
King  street  to  bargain  for  a  great  ehina  god.  What 
a  gay,  itinning  creature  it  is !  She  must  needs  tell 
me  all  about  herself.  Wliy  do  people  so  unlock 
their  hearts  for  mef" 

I  laughed,  and  said  she  had  a  key  mUed  love ;  and 
on  this  she  kissed  me,  suid  asked  ilid  I  say  such  pretty 
things  to  other  women  1  Darthca  was  now  to  live 
with  her  aunt,  that  .stiff  Mistrens  Peniston,  who  was 
a  fierce  Tory.  "  She  will  have  a  fine  bargain  of  the 
girL  She  has  twenty  ways  with  her,  real  or  false, 
and  can  make  music  of  them  all  like  a  mocking-bircL 
Dost  thou  like  her,  Hugh  T— I  mean  Darthea." 

I  said,  "Yes." 

"  And  so  do  I,"  she  ran  on.  "  I  loved  her  at  sight. 
But  if  ever  thou  dost  come  to  love  her— and  I  see 
signs,  oh,  I  see  signs— if  ever,— then  beware  of  thy 
Cousin  Wynne.  I  heard  him  once  say  to  thy  father, 
'If  there  is  only  one  glass  of  the  Madeira  left,  I  want 
it,  because  there  is  only  one.'  And  there  is  only  one 
of  a  good  woman.  Wliat  another  wants  that  man 
is  sure  to  want,  and  I  do  not  like  him,  Hugh.  Thou 
dost,  I  think.    He  bus  some  reason  to  linger  here. 


Is  it  this  woman  f  Or  would  be  spy  ont  the  land  to 
know  what  we  mean  to  do  f  I  am  sore  he  has  orders 
to  watch  the  way  things  are  going,  or  why  should  not 
he  have  gone  with  Sir  Guy  Carieton  to  l^ebec  f  It 
is  a  roundabout  way  to  go  through  Philadelphia." 

I  said  I  did  not  know ;  but  her  words  set  me  to 
thinking,  and  to  wondering,  too,  as  I  had  not  done 
before.  Another  time  she  asked  me  why  Arthur 
talked  so  as  to  disgust  my  father  out  of  all  idea  of 
going  to  see  the  home  of  his  ancestors.  I  promised 
to  be  careful  as  to  my  cousin,  whom,  to  tell  the  trol^ 
I  liked  le8s  and  less  as  time  ran  on.  ^| 

At  Lewes  we  parted.  Shall  I  ever  forget  it? 
Those  great  blue  eyes  above  the  gunwale,  and  then 
a  white  handkerchief,  and  then  no  mure.  When  I 
could  no  longer  see  the  ship's  hull  I  climbed  a  great 
sand-dune,  and  watched  even  the  masts  ^-anisb  on 
the  far  horizon.  It  was  to  me  a  solemn  parting. 
The  seas  were  wide  and  perilous  in  those  days,  the 
buccaneers  not  all  gone,  and  the  trading  ship  was 
small,  I  thought,  to  can^*  a  load  so  precious. 

As  the  sun  went  down  I  walked  over  the  duneB. 
which  are  of  white  sand,  and  forever  shifting,  so  as 
at  one  time  to  threaten  with  slow  burial  the  little 
town,  and  at  another  to  be  moving  on  to  the  forest, 
As  they  changed,  old  wrecks  came  into  view,  and  I 
myself  saw  sticking  out  the  bones  of  sailors  buried 
here  long  ago,  or  haply  cast  ashore.  A  yet  stranger 
thing  I  beheld,  for  the  strong  northwest  wind,  which 
blew  hard  all  day  and  favoured  the  "Fair  Trader,"  had 
■o  cast  about  the  fine  sand  that  the  buried  snow  of 
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last  winter  was  to  be  seen,  which  seemed  to  me  a 
thing  most  singular.  When  I  told  Jack,  he  made 
verses  about  it,  as  he  did  sometimes,  but  would 
show  them  only  to  me.  I  forget  entirely  what 
he  wrote;  bow  a  man  can  make  verses  and  dig 
rhymes  out  of  his  head  has  always  been  to  me  a 
puzzle. 

At  the  town  inn,  "  The  Lacky  Fisherman,"  I  saw, 
to  my  surprise,  Jack  on  horseback,  just  arrived.  He 
said  he  had  a  debt  to  collect  for  his  father.  It  was 
no  doubt  true,  for  Jack  could  not  tell  even  the 
mildest  fib  and  not  get  rose-red.  But  he  knew  how 
I  grieved  at  this  separation  from  my  mother,  and,  I 
think,  made  an  occasion  to  come  down  and  bear  me 
company  on  my  long  ride  home.  I  was  truly  glad  to 
have  him.  Together  we  wandered  through  the  great 
woodlands  Mr.  Penn  had  set  aside  to  provide  fire- 
wood forever  for  the  poor  of  Lewes. 

The  next  day  we  sent  Tom  on  aheati  with  our  sacks 
to  Newcastle,  where  we  meant  to  bait  ourselves  and 
our  horses.  But  first  we  rode  down  the  coast  to 
Rehoboth,  and  had  a  noble  sea-batli ;  also  above  the 
beach  was  a  bit  of  a  fresh-water  lake,  most  delicious 
to  take  the  salt  off  the  skin.  After  this  diversion, 
which  ajs  usual  dismissed  my  blue  devils,  we  set  out 
up  the  coast  of  the  Bay  of  Delaware,  and  were  able 
to  reach  Newcastle  that  evening,  and  the  day  after 
our  own  homes. 

This  ride  puve  ns  a  fine  chance  for  talk,  and  we 
made  good  use  of  it. 

As  we  passed  between  the  hedges  and  below  the 
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old  Sweflo  cliurch  nigh  to  Wilmington,  Jack  fell  into 
talk  of  Dai'tkea  Peniston.  Why  we  had  not  done  so 
before  I  knew  not  then ;  we  were  both  shy  of  tlie 
subject.  I  amused  myself  by  insisting  that  she  was 
but  a  light-minded  young  woman  with  no  strong 
basis  of  character,  and  too  fond  of  a  red  coat.  It 
did  amuse  me  to  see  how  this  vexed  Jack,  who 
would  by  no  means  accept  my  verdict.  We  con- 
versed far  longer  on  the  stormy  <iuarrels  of  the 
colonies  and  their  stepmother  England,  who  seemed 
to  have  quite  forgot  of  what  blood  and  breed  they 
were. 

Concerning  my  Cousin  Wynne,  with  whom  at  first 
I  htid  been  much  taken,  Jni'k  was  not  inclined  to 
speak  freely.  This  I  foolishly  thought  was  because 
Arthur  laughed  at  him,  and  was,  as  he  knew,  of 
some  folks'  notion  that  Jack  was  a  feminine  kind  of 
a  fellow.  That  he  had  the  quick  insight  and  the 
heart  of  a  woman  was  true,  but  that  was  not  all  of 
my  dear  Jack. 

My  aimt  came  back  to  town  early  in  September, 
and  I  took  uji  my  abode  in  her  tavm  house,  where  a 
new  life  began  for  me.  Letters  went  and  came  at  long 
intervals.     Our  first  reache<l  me  far  on  in  October. 

My  mother  wrot« :  ''  Tliere  is  great  anger  here  in 
London  becAuse  of  this  matter  of  the  tea.  Lord 
Germaine  says  we  are  a  tumultuous  raVible;  thy 
father  ha.';  been  sent  for  by  Lord  North,  and  I  fear 
has  spoken  unaxivisedly  as  to  things  at  home.  It  is 
not  weU  for  a  wife  to  differ  with  her  husband,  and 
this  I  will  not ;  nevertheless  I  am  not  fully  of  his 
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way  of  (linking  as  to  these  sacl  troubles ;  tliis,  how- 
ever, is  not  for  any  eye  or  ear  but  thine.  Benjamin 
Franklin  was  here  to  see  us  last  week.  He  seems  to 
think  we  might  as  well,  or  better,  pay  for  the  tea, 
and  this  suited  thy  father ;  but  after  thus  agreeing 
they  went  wide  apart,  Franklin  having  somewhat 
shed  his  Quaker  \-iews.  I  did  fear  at  times  that  the 
talk  would  be  strong. 

I  "  When  he  had  gone  away,  thy  father  said  he  never 
ha<l  tJie  Spirit  with  him,  and  wa.s  ever  of  what  creed 
did  most  a<lvantJige  him,  and  perhaps  underneath  of 
one  at  alL  But  tliis  I  tliink  not.  He  hath  much 
of  the  shrewd  wisdom  of  New  England,  which  I  like 
not  greatly ;  but  as  to  thi.s,  I  know  some  who  have 
less  of  any  wLsdora,  and,  after  all,  I  judge  not  a  man 

wise,  and  so  mucli  my  elder. 

"  General  Uagc^,  lately  come  hither  on  a  visit,  we 
told  assTired  the  king  that  no  other  colony  would 
stand  by  Mas.sachu8etts,  and  that  four  regiments 
could  put  an  end  to  the  matter.  I  am  no  jwlitieian, 
but  it  makes  me  angry  to  hear  them  talk  of  us  as  if 
we  were  but  a  nursery  of  naughty  children.  It  seems 
we  are  to  pay  for  the  tea,  and  until  we  do  no  ships 

ay  enter  Boston  harlwur.  Also  all  erown  oflflcers 
who  may  commit  murder  are  to  be  tried  in  England ; 
and  there  is  more,  but  I  forget." 

This  was  most  of  it  fresh  news  to  us.  Meanwhile 
Hutchinson,  the  governor  of  tlie  rebel  State,  was 
assjiring  Lord  North  that  to  resist  was  against  our 
interest,  and  we,  being  "a  trading  set,"  would  never 
to  extremes.   "  As  if,"  said  Wilson,  "  nations,  like 
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men,  had  not  passions  and  emotions,  as  well  as 
books  and  ledgers." 

Meanwhile  at  home  our  private  affairs  were  rapic 
wound  up  and  put  in  good  condition.  My  father 
found  it  difficult  to  collect  bis  English  debts,  and  ^ 
had  to  limit  his  purchases,  which  we  stowed  as  they 
came  over,  declining  to  selL  As  business  failed,  I 
was  more  and  more  at  leisure,  and  much  in  the  com- 
pany of  my  cousin,  whom  to-day  I  disliked,  and  to- 
morrow thought  the  most  amusing  and  agreeable  of 
companions.  He  taught  me  to  shoot  ducks  at  League 
Island,  and  chose  a  good  fowling-piece  for  me. 

On  Sundaj-s  I  went  to  hear  my  aunt's  friend,  tho 
Eev.  Mr.  White,  preach  at  Christ  Church,  and  wonldj 
not  go  to  Meeting,  despite  Samuel  Wetlierill,  whose 
Society  of  Free  Quakers  did  not  come  to  life  until 
1780.  Meanwhile  by  degrees  I  took  to  wearing  finer 
garments.  Cards  I  would  never  touch,  nor  have  I 
often,' to  this  day. 

One  morning,  long  after  my  parents  left,  my  Aunt 
Gainor  looked  me  over  with  care,  pleased  at  the 
changes  in  my  dress,  and  that  evening  she  presented 
me  with  two  fine  sets  of  neck  and  wrist  ruffles,  and 
with  paste  buckles  for  knees  and  shoes.  Tlien  she  t«ld 
me  that  my  cousin,  the  captain,  had  recommended 
Pike  as  a  fencing-master,  and  she  wished  me  to  takd 
lc.s.sons ;  "  for,"  said  she.  "  who  knows  but  you  may 
some  day  have  another  quarrel  on  your  hands,  and 
then  where  will  you  be  f "  ^M 

I  declared  that  my  father  would  be  properly  fnin- 
oua ;  but  she  laughed,  and  opened  and  shut  her  : 
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and  said  he  was  three  thousand  miles  away,  and  that 
she  was  my  guardian,  and  responsible  for  my  educa- 
tion. I  was  by  no  means  loath,  and  a  day  later  went 
to  see  the  man  vrith  my  Cousin  Artlnir,  who  asked,  as 
we  went,  many  questions  about  my  mother,  and  then 
if  my  father  had  left  England,  or  had  been  to  Wyn- 
eote. 

I  had,  as  he  spoke,  a  letter  in  my  pocket  writ  in 
the  neat  characters  I  knew  so  well ;  our  clerk  com- 
ing from  New  York  had  just  given  it  to  me,  and  as 
I  had  not  as  yet  read  it,  liking  for  this  rare  pleasiire 
to  taste  it  when  alone,  I  did  not  mention  it  to  my 
cousin.  I  told  liim  I  was  sure  my  father  would  not 
go  to  Wales,  both  because  of  business,  and  for  other 
reasons ;  but  I  hoped  when  he  came  bock  to  get  leave 
to  be  a  year  away,  and  then  I  shoidd  be  sure  to  visit 
our  old  nest. 

My  cousin  saiil,  "A  year— a  year,"  musingly,  and 
asked  when  my  parents  would  return. 

I  said,  "About  next  October,  and  by  the  ialimds," 
meaning  the  Matleiras. 

To  this  Arthur  Wynne  returned,  in  an  absent  fash- 
ion, "  Many  things  may  happen  in  a  year." 

I  laughed,  and  said  his  observation  could  not  be 
contradicted. 

"What  observation  T "  he  replied,  and  then  seemed 
BO  self-absorbed  that  I  cried  out : 

"  What  possesses  thee,  Cousiu  Wynne  T  Thou  art 
sad  of  late.  I  can  tell  thee  the  women  say  thou  art 
in  love." 

"  And  if  I  were,  what  then  t " 


This  frankness  in  a  man  so  matnre  seemed  to  ml 
odd,  when  I  thought  how  shy  was  the  growing  ten. 
demess  my  own  lieart  began  to  liide.  His  words 
troubled  me.  It  could  only  be  Darthea  Peniston, 
After  a  silence,  such  as  was  frequent  in  my  cousin, 
he  added,  "  I  fear  that  blushing  friend  of  yours  it 
fluttering  about  a  certain  bright  caudle.  A  pity 
the  lad  were  not  warned.  You  are  my  cousin, 
and  of  course  my  friend.  I  may  have  to  go  away 
soon,  and  I  may  ask  you  to  do  a  certain  thing 
for  me  when  I  am  gone.  No  man  nor  lad  shall 
stand  in  my  way,  and  you  must  hold  your  tongue 
too." 

I  was  puzzled  and  embarrassed.  I  said  cautiously, 
"  We  shall  see."  But  as  to  Jack  Warder,  I  liked  no! 
what  he  said,  and  for  two  reasons.  I  knew  thatj 
living  next  door  to  Dai'thea,  he  was  with  her  almost 
daily;  and  here  was  a  new  and  terril>le  fear,  foi 
who  could  help  but  love  hert  Nor  could  I  heai 
with  patience  Jack  so  contemptuously  put  aside  as  a 
child. 

"Cousin  Artlmr,"  I  said,  "thou  art  mistaken  in 
Warder.  There  is  no  more  resolute  or  courageoni 
man.  Jack's  shy  ways  aud  soft  fashions  make  hina 
seem  like  a  timid  girl,  but  I  would  advise  no  one  tc 
count  on  this."  I  went  on,  hesitating,  "He  is  an 
older  friend  than  thou,  and— holloa.  Jack ! "  foi 
here  was  the  dear  fellow  himself,  smiling  and  bhush- 
ing;  and  where  had  the  captain  been  of  latof  and 
that  awkward  left  hand  was  taken,  aud  Jack  would 
come  with  us  and  see  us  play  with  the  small  sw<i 
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and  woiikl  liko  to  go  after  the  ducks  tomorrow.   He 
seemed  happy  and  pleased  to  meet  ns. 

Pike  was  a  little  man  who  had  a  room  among  the 
shops  on  Second  street.     He  wore,  as  I  bad  often  ■ 

n,  a  laced  cocked  hat,  and  was  clad  iu  a  red  coat, 
such  as  none  wore  except  Creoles  from  the  French 
settlements,  or  gentlemen  from  the  Carolinas.  He  had 
the  straight  figure  and  aggressive  look  all  men  carry 
who  teiuih  the  sword,  and  a  set  holief  that  no  man 
oouhl  teach  him  anything— a  smaU  game-cock  of  a 
fellow,  who  had  lost  one  eye  by  an  unlucky  thrust 
of  a  foil. 

I  I  will  let  Jack's  journal,  not  writ  tiD  long  after, 
tell  the  storj-  for  a  while.  He  saw  more  than  I  at 
the  time,  even  if  he  understood  it  all  as  little. 
I  "I  saw  Hugh  strip,"  he  writes,  " and  was  amused 
to  see  Pike  feel  his  muscles  aud  exclaim  at  his  depth 
of  chest,  Then  he  showed  him  how  to  wear  the  wire 
mask,  while  the  <Miptaiu  and  I  sat  by  and  looked  on. 

"  Hugh  was  awkward,  but  he  had  a  wrist  of  steel, 

and  when  once  he  had  exinglit  the  ideas  of  Pike,  who 

talked  all  the  time  in  a  squeaky  voice,  his  guard  was 

firm.     Pike  praised  him,  and  said  he  would  learn 

soon.     The  thing  so  attnu-tod  me  that  I  was  fain  to 

know  how  it  felt  to  hold  n  foil ;  and  saying  as  much, 

the  captain,  who  fonce<l  here  daily,  said :  '  It  is  my 

breathing-time  of  day,  as  Prince  Hamlet  says.     By 

George !  you  shoidd  see  Mr.  Gan-iek  in  tliat  fencing 

scene!   I  will  give  Mr.  Wanler  a  lesson.   I  have  rather 

a  fancy  for  giving  young  men  lessons.' 

"In  a  minute  I  saw  my  foil  fly  six  feet  away 
u 


178      Hagfa  Wynne:  Free  Quaker 


wiU> 


viOtt 


-HoUtiiefMliighflr- 
«e  began  agm.  Of 
tkk  Baa,  and  agaio  and 
he 


Not 

I 


i^'audPiks,! 

MaddU 
be  planted  a  botton 
I  Ihao^t^  to  limgp 
dotted  vith 


mora  flereelj  tbaa  k  decent,  Cor  I 
bine  laujaek  titafc  ereoing. 

*'AtlaifcIgarenp,aad  the  eaptain  aadPike 
the  taOm,  wfafle  we  sat  and  watched  diein.  He  waa 
more  than  a  match  for  Pike,  and  at  last  crying, 
'Take  care !  here  is  a  IvMe  yoa  do  not  know,'  caught 
him  fair  in  the  left  cheat. 

" '  By  George !  Mr.  Wynne,  that  is  a  pretty  pieee 
of  play !  I  remember  now  Major  Montreaor  tried  to 
show  it  to  me.  He  said  it  was  that  way  joa  killed_ 
Lord  Charles  Treror.' 

"  I  was  shocked  to  know  he  had  killed  a  man.  i 
Hngh  looked  np  with  his  big  mother-eyes,  while  the 
eq;>tain  said  coolly : 

"'Tes;  a  sad  bosinees,  and  about  a  woman, 
course.  It  is  dreadf  al  to  have  that  kind  of  a  dispo- 
sition, bo3r8,  that  makes  yon  dangerous  tu  some  one 
who  wants  what  yon  want.  He  was  very  jroung  too. 
A  pity !  a  pity ! ' 

"  Hngh  and  I  said  nothing ;  bnt  I  had  the  odd  no- 
tion that  he  was  threatening  ns.  One  gets  these 
ideas  vaguely  in  youth,  and  sometimes  after-events 
jnatify  them.  However,  the  fancy  soon  took  me  to 
fence  with  Hugh  in  his  room,  for  I  dared  not  risk 
aakiug  my  father's  leave.    As  Hugh  got  his  lessons 
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both  from  Pike  and  the  captain,  and  became  very 
expert,  I  got  on  pretty  nearly  us  fast  as  he. 

"  At  times  we  practisod  in  our  shirt-sleeves  in  the 
garden  at  Miss  WyiiiR'V,  or  feiioe<l  with  (iniydon, 
who  was  later  the  most  export  small  sword  we  had 
in  the  army.  Hugh  soon  became  ueai'ly  as  skiKiiI, 
but  I  was  never  as  ele\'er  at  it," 

One  day  we  were  busy,  as  Jack  has  described,  when 
who  should  come  out  into  the  ganlen  but  Misti-ess 
Wynne  and  Djirtliea,  and  behind  them  the  ca]>taiu. 
We  dropped  our  points,  but  Miss  Penistou  cried  out, 
"  Go  on  !  go  on  !  "  and,  laughing,  we  fell  to  again. 

Presently  I,  a  bit  distracted,  for  I  was  facing 
Darthea's  eyes,  felt  Jack's  foil  full  on  my  chest. 
Dai'thea  clapped  her  hands,  and,  running  forward, 
would  pin  a  liuuch  of  red  ribbons  she  took  from  her 
slioulder  on  Jack's  sleeve.  Jack  fell  back,  as  red  as 
the  ribbons,  and  my  aunt  cried  out,  "Darthea,  you 
are  too  forward !  " 

The  young  woman  flushed,  and  cast  down  the  bow, 
and  as  Arthur  Wjmne  bent  to  pick  it  up  set  her  foot 
on  it.  I  saw  tlie  ciiptaiii  rise,  aud  stand  with  the  half- 
shut  eyes  and  the  little  drop  of  the  jaw  I  have  already 
mentioned.  My  aunt,  who  liked  the  girl  weD,  went 
after  her  at  once  as  she  left  us  in  a  pet  to  return  to 
the  house.  I  saw  my  aunt  put  a  hand  on  her  shoul- 
der, and  then  the  captain,  looking  vexed,  followed 
after.  An  hour  later  I  went  to  look  for  the  ribbon. 
It  was  gone,  and  for  years  I  knew  uot  where,  till, 
in  a  little  box  in  Jack's  desk,  I  came  upon  it  neatly 
tied  up. 
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YooDg  as  I  was,  I  began  to  see  that  here  werC 
Captain  Wynne,  and  possibly  my  friend,  in  Uie  toU| 
of  a  girl,— she  was  bat  sereBteeB,— and  I,  aLis !  nc 
better  off ;  bat  of  this  I  breathed  not  a  word  to  any, 
Jack  hong  about  her  and  fell  back  when  any  lea 
shy  man  wanted  his  place.  I  felt  that  be  was  little 
likely  to  have  his  way,  and  that  nather  be  nor  1 
had  mnch  chance  in  snch  a  game  againat  a  man  lik« 
my  cousin.  He  had  played  with  hearts  before,  and 
the  maid  listened  like  Desdemona  to  this  daik-browed 
wddier  wbeo  he  talked  of  coart£:  and  kings,  and  far< 
away  Elastem  batties.  and  the  splendonr  of  the  Orient 
My  annt,  whom  nothing  escaped,  looked  on  mnch 
amused.  Perhaps  she  did  not  take  as  serious  the 
love-affairs  of  lads  like  Jack  and  me.  We  were  like 
enough  to  have  a  dozen  before  we  were  really  cap- 
tured. That  I  was  becoming  at  twenty-one  more 
thoughtful  and  resolute  than  far  older  people,  she  did 
not  see,  and  she  was  sometimes  vexed  at  my  sobes 
ways.  I  was  at  times  gay  enough,  but  at  others  sh^ 
would  reproach  me  with  not  taking  more  pains  t<] 
please  her  guests.  Society,  she  said,  had  duties  as  well 
as  pleasures.  My  friend  Jack  no  one  fully  understood 
in  those  days,  nor  knew  the  sweet  manhood  and  tha 
nnselfidmess  that  lay  beneath  his  girl-Iike  exterior. 

One  day,  late  in  November,  my  aunt  and  I  were, 
for  a  wonder,  alone,  when  she  dropped  the  cards  with 
which  she  was  playing,  and  said  to  me :  "  Hugh,  there 
is  something  serious  between  that  mischievous  kitten 
and  your  couidn.  They  are  much  talked  of.  If  yon 
have  a  boy-fancy  that  way,  get  rid  of  it     I  dont  see 
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throngh  the  man.  lie  has  been  telling  her  about  tho 
fiue  bouso  at  WjTicok*,  aud  the  gi-eat  estate,  aud  how 
some  day  he  will  have  it,  his  elder  brother  being  far 
gone  in  a  phthisis." 

"There  must  be  some  mistake,"  I  said.  "Thou 
knowest  what  he  told  my  father." 

"  Yes ;  I  don't  like  it,"  she  went  on ;  "  but  the  girl 
is  caught,  lie  talks  of  soon  having  to  join  Sir  Guy 
Carleton  in  Canada.  And  there  is  my  dear  girl-boy 
trapped  too,  I  fear.  But,  really,  he  is  such  a  child 
of  a  fellow  it  liai-dly  matters.  How  many  does  she 
want  in  her  nett  The  fish  may  squabble,  I  fear.  A 
sweet  thing  sJie  is;  cruel  only  by  instinct;  and  so 
gay,  so  tender,  so  truthful  and  right-minded  with 
all  her  nonsense.  No  one  can  help  loving  her ;  but 
to-day  she  has  one  mood,  and-  to-morrow  another. 
There  will  be  a  mail  massacre  before  she  is  done 
with  you  all.  Run  away,  Hugh  t  run  !  Make  lovo 
to  Kitty  Shippen  if  you  want  to  get  Miss  Dar- 
thea." 

I  laughed,  but  I  had  little  mirth  in  my  heart.. 

"Aunt  Gainor,"  I  said,  "I  love  that  woman,  and 
no  other  man  shall  have  her  if  I  can  help  it." 

"  If  T  if  T  Stuff !  you  can't  help  it.  Don't  be  a  fool ! 
The  sea  is  full  of  fish.     This  is  news  indeed." 

"The  land  has  but  one  Darthen,"  said  I.  "I  am 
a  boy  no  longer,  Aunt  Gainor.  Thou  hast  made  mo 
tell  thee,  and,  now  it  is  out,  I  may  as  well  say  I  know 
all  about  my  cousin.  He  as  good  as  told  me,  and 
in  a  way  I  did  not  like.  The  man  thinks  I  am  a  boy 
to  be  scared  out  of  going  my  own  way.    I  have  told 
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no  one  else ;  but  if  I  can  get  her  I  will,  and  it  is  no 
laughing  matttT." 

"I  am  sorry,  Hugb,"  she  said.  "I  knew  not  it 
was  so  serious.  It  is  hard  to  realise  that  you  are  no 
more  a  boy,  aud  must  liave  tlie  sorrows  my  sex  pix>- 
vides  for  jou.  I  like  her,  aud  I  would  help  you  if  I 
could,  but  yon  are  late."  And  she  went  ou  shuffling 
the  cards,  while  I  took  up  a  book,  being  inclined  to 
say  no  more. 

That  evening  two  letters  came  by  the  New  York 
packet.  One  from  my  father  I  put  aside.  It  was 
dat«d  outside,  and  was  written  two  weeks  later  than 
my  mother's,  whiuh  I  read  first.  I  opened  it  with 
care. 

"  My  own  dear  Son  :  Thy  last  sweet  letter  was  a 
great  refreshment  to  me,  and  the  more  so  because  I 
have  not  been  well,  having  again  my  old  ache  in  the 
side,  but  not  such  as  need  trouble  thee.  I  blush  to 
heai*  the  pretty  things  thy  letters  say ;  but  it  is  love 
that  holds  thy  jwn,  and  I  must  not  be  too  much  set 
up  in  my  ovra  esteem.  How  much  love  I  give  thee 
in  return  thou  knowest,  but  to  pay  in  this  coin  will 
never  beggar  us.  I  love  thee  because  thou  art  all  I 
can  desire,  and  again  because  thou  lovest  me,  and 
again  for  this  same  dear  reason  which  is  all  I  can 
say  to  excuse  my  mothcr-foDy.  Thy  father  is  well, 
but  weary  of  this  great  town;  aud  we  both  long  to 
be  at  home."  dH 

Then  there  was  more  about  my  Aunt  Wynne,  and 
some  woman-talk   for  her  friends  about  the  new 
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fashions,  which  do  not  concern  her,  she  being  not  of 
this  world.  '■  Am  I  not  f "  she  says.  "  I  love  it  all— 
the  sea,  even  the  sea,  and  iJowers,  and  our  woods, 
and,  dear  me !  also  gay  gowns.  I  hope  tlie  last  I 
got  here  will  not  disturb  tlie  Meeting,  and  my  new 
muff,— very  big  it  is,— and  a  green  Joseph  to  ride  in. 
I  mean  to  ride  witli  thee  next  spring  often— often." 
And  so  on,  half  mother,  half  child,  with  bits  of  her 
dear  French,  and  all  about  a  new  saddle  for  me,  and 
silver  spurs.     The  post-script  was^long. 

"I  saw  last  week  a  fair  C^uaker  dame  come  out  of 
Wales.  I  asked  her  about  the  Wynnes.  She  knew 
them  not,  but  told  me  of  tJieir  great  house,  and  how  it 
was  a  show- place  people  went  to  see,  having  been  done 
over  at  great  eost ;  and  how  a  year  or  two  since  coal 
was  found  on  the  estate,  and  much  iron,  so  that  these 
last  two  years  they  were  rich,  and  there  was  some 
talk  of  making  the  present  man  a  baronet.  ALso 
that  the  elder  brother  is  ill,  nigh  to  death.  It  seems 
strange  aft«r  what  thy  cousin  said  so  often.  Thy 
father  is  away  in  Holland.  I  will  teU  him  when  he 
is  come  back.  Be  cautious  not  to  talk  of  this.  I 
never  liked  the  man." 

I  sat  back  in  my  chair  to  read  it  all  over  again,  first 
giving  my  aunt  my  father's  letter.  In  a  few  minutes 
I  heard  a  ery,  and  saw  my  aunt,  pale  and  shaken, 
standing  up,  the  letter  in  her  hand. 

"  My  God ! "  I  cried,  "  what  is  it  t  Is  it  my 
mother  T " 

"  Yes,  yes !  "  she  said.  "  Be  strong,  my  boy !  She 
is— dead ! " 
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For  a  moment  I  saw  the  nxRii  iriuri,  and  Chen,  at 
my  Aunt  Oainor  sat  down,  I  fell  on  my  knees  m«^ 
bnried  my  face  in  her  lap.  I  fdt  her  dear  old  handa 
on  my  head,  and  at  laat  would  have  the  letter.  It 
was  farieL 

"Mt  8as:  The  hand  of  God  has  fallen  heavfly 
npon  me.  Thy  mother  died  to-day  of  a  plenriqr 
which  none  eonld  help.  I  had  not  even  the  eonso- 
lation  to  hear  her  speak,  since,  when  I  came  fnnn 
Holland,  she  was  wandeving  in  talk  of  thee,  and 
mostly  in  French,  which  I  know  noL  I  seek  to  find 
God's  meaning  in  tiaa  cJiastisemgit,  As  yet  I  find 
it  not  It  is  well  that  we  shoold  not  let  bereave- 
ments so  overcome  ns  as  to  make  ns  neglect  to  be 
fervent  in  the  business  of  life,  or  to  cease  to  praise 
Him  who  has  seen  fit  to  take  away  from  as  that 

{  whidi  it  may  be  we  worshipped  as  an  idoL    What 

more  is  to  say  I  leave  until  I  see  thee.  My  afl^urs 
are  now  so  ordered  that  I  may  leave  them.  I  shall 
sail  in  a  week  for  home  in  the  ship  in  which  I  came 

I  \  oat,  and  shall  not  go,  as  I  did  mean,  to  the  islands.'' 

I  It  seemed  to  me,  as  I  read  and  re-read  it,  a  cold, 

!hard  letter.    I  said  as  much  to  my  aunt  some  days 
after  this ;  but  she  wisely  urged  that  my  father  was 
.  ever  a  reticent  man,  who  found  it  difBcult  to  let  even 

|;  his  dearest  see  the  better  part  of  him. 

j .  I  have  ho  mind  to  dwell  ou  this  sad  calamity.    I 

f  woat  to  and  fro,  finding  neither  possibility  of  repose 

!<  nor  any  consolation.    I  saw  as  I  rode,  or  lay  in  my 

if 
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boat,  that  one  dear  face,  its  blue-eyed  tenderness,  its 
smile  of  love.  I  could  never  thus  recall  to  sight  any 
other  of  those  who,  in  after-years,  have  left  me ;  but 
this  one  face  is  here  to-day  as  I  wnte,  forever  smiling 
and  forever  young. 

And  so  time  ran  on,  and  nigh  to  Christmas  day 
my  father  came  home.  The  weather  was  more  mild 
than  common,  and  his  ship  met  no  delay  from  ice.  I 
joined  hun  off  Chester  Creek.  He  wui>  gi*ayer,  older, 
I  thought,  but  not  otherwise  altered,  having  still  his 
erect  stature,  and  the  trick  I  have  myself  of  throw- 
ing his  head  up  and  his  shoulders  hack  when  about 
to  meet  some  emergent  occasion.  I  saw  no  sign  of 
emotion  when  we  met,  except  that  he  opened  and  shut 
his  hands  as  usual  when  disturbed.  lie  asked  if  I 
were  well,  and  of  my  Aunt  Gainor,  and  then,  amid 
the  tears  which  were  choking  me,  if  I  were  satisfied 
as  to  the  business,  and  if  the  tea  had  arrived.  I 
said  yes,  and  that  the  ship  had  been  sent  away  with- 
out Wolencc.  He  said  it  was  a  silly  business,  and 
the  king  would  soon  end  it ;  he  liimself  had  been  too 
haBty — with  more  to  like  effect. 

Itseemed  to  me  while  we  talked  as  though  he  had  just 
come  from  my  mother'sdeath-bed,whereasa  longtime 
had  elapsed,  and  he  had  been  able  to  get  over  the  first 
cruel  shock.  My  own  gnef  was  still  upon  me,  and  I 
wondered  at  his  trancjuillity.    A  little  lat«r  he  said : 

"  I  see  thou  hast  taken  to  the  foolishness  of  black 
garments.  This  is  thy  aunt's  doings."  In  fact,  it  was 
I  her  positive  wish.  I  made  no  reply,  but  only  looked 
I        him  in  the  face,  ready  to  cry  like  a  child. 

■ 
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"  Wliy  luiat  tlion  no  answers,  Hugh  T  Thy  kmgue 
used  to  l>e  ready  enough.  Thou  hast  thy  mother's 
eyes,     I  would  thou  hadst  them  uot." 

This  was  as  near  as  be  ever  came  to  speech  of 
hor,  whom,  {.n  my  amazement,  he  never  again  men- 
ti«iaetl.  Was  it  u  dt^eper  feeling  than  I  knew,  that  so 
silenced  him,  or  did  he  wish  to  forget  her  1  I  know 
not.  Some  deal  tJius  -with  tJieir  dead.  lie  bade  my 
aunt  take  away  iny  mother's  elothes,  and  a-sked  no 
(juestious  as  to  how  she  disposed  of  them ;  nor  for  a 
month  did  he  desire  my  i-eturn  home. 

Wliat  tlien  passed  between  him  and  my  Aunt 
Gainor  I  do  not  know  ;  but  he  said  nothing  more  of 
my  dress,  altliough  I  wore  mourning  for  six  months. 
Nor  did  he  say  a  won!  as  to  my  exactness  and  indus- 
try, which  was  honestly  all  they  should  have  been.  At 
meals  he  8i>oke  rarely,  and  then  of  affairs,  or  to 
blame  me  for  fatdt*  not  mine,  or  to  speak  with  cold 
saroasin  of  my  friends. 

Exeopt  for  Jack,  and  my  Aunt  Gainor,  and  Wilson 
and  Wetherill,  of  whom  I  saw  much,  I  shoidd  have 
boon  ntiserable  indeed.  Captain  Wynne  still  came 
and  went,  and  his  strang»>  intimacy  with  my  father 
tvntiiuuHl.  I  tlioupht  little  of  it  then,  and  for  my 
own  part  I  liked  to  hear  of  his  adventurous  life,  bat 
the  man  less  and  less ;  and  so  the  winter  of  TS  and 
74  went  by  with  fencing  and  skating  and  books, 
which  now  I  mys«>lf  onier^d  to  suit  me,  or  found  in 
Ur.  Logkn's  gn>at  library,  of  which  I  was  made  frw. 

In  March  my  cousin  left  us  for  Canada  and  the 
army.    Oooe  I  spoke  before  him  of  the  news  in  my 
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mother's  postscript;  but  ho  laughed,  sayiug  he  had 
heard  some  such  nimoui*8,  but  that  they  were  not 
true.  They  did  not  miicli  trouble  a  hungry  beggar 
of  a  younger  son  with  letters;  still  if  there  had 
been  such  good  news  he  should  have  heard  it.  He 
wislied  it  might  Ije  so ;  ami  as  to  his  brother,  poor 
devil !  he  would  last  long  enough  to  miury  and  have 
children.  Were  the  ducks  still  in  the  river  t  He 
said  no  more  to  me  of  Darthca,  or  of  what  I  was  to  do 
for  him,  but  he  found  a  way  at  need,  I  am  sure,  to  get 
letters  to  her,  and  that  witJiout  difficulty.  At  last, 
as  I  have  said,  he  was  gone  to  join  Sir  Guy.  I  was 
not  sorry. 

Mrs.  Peniston,  Darthea's  aunt,  usually  talked  lit- 
tle, and  then  of  serious  matters  as  if  they  were 
triv'ial,  and  of  tliese  lattei'  as  if  they  were  of  the 
utmost  importance.  With  regard  to  this  matter  of 
Darthea  and  my  cousin,  she  was  free  of  speech  and 
incessant,  so  that  till  the  town  was  soon  assiu-ed  of  the 
great  match  Darthea  would  make.  The  fine  house 
at  Wyncote  grew,  aud  tJie  estate  also.  Neither  Jack 
nor  I  liked  all  this,  and  my  friend  took  it  sadly  to 
heart,  to  my  Aunt  Oainor's  amusement  and  Mrs. 
Ferguson's,  who  woidd  have  Dr.  Rush  set  up  11  ward 
in  the  new  liospital  for  the  broken-hearted  lovi-rs  of 
Darthea.  When  first  Jack  Warder  was  thus  hadg- 
ered,  he  fell  into  such  a  state  of  terror  a,s  to  what  the 
madcap  woman  would  say  next  that  he  declined  nil 
society  for  a  week,  and  ever  after  detested  the  Tory 
Indy. 

I  became,  under  the  influence  of  thismucb-talked-of 
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news,  as  mute  as  Jack ;  but,  while  he  had  only  a  deep 
desire  toward  sadness,  and  to  stay  away  from  her 
who  had  thus  defeated  his  love,  I,  neither  given  over 
to  despair  nor  hope,  had  only  a  fierce  will  to  have 
my  way ;  nor,  for  some  rejison  or  for  none,  did  I  con- 
sider Jack's  case  as  very  serious,— my  aunt  it  much 
amused,— so  little  do  we  know  those  who  are  most 
near  to  us. 

No  sooner  was  the  redcoat  lover  gone  awhile 
than,  as  Miss  Chew  declared,  Dartliea  put  off  mourn- 
ing for  the  absent.  Indeed,  the  pretty  kitten  began 
once  moi-e  to  tangle  the  threads  of  Jack's  life  and 
mine.  For  a  month  Jack  was  in  favour,  and  tlien 
a  certain  captain,  but  never  I,  imtil  one  day  late  in 
April.  She  was  waiting  among  my  aunt's  china  for 
her  return,  and  had  sut  the  goggle-eyed  mandarin  to 
nodding,  while,  with  eyes  as  wide  as  his,  she  nodded 
in  reply,  and  laughed  like  a  merry  child. 

I  stood  in  the  doorway,  and  watched  this  delicious 
creature  for  a  minute  while  she  amused  herself —and 
me  eJso,  although  she  knew  it  not.  "  Say  No ! "  she 
cried  out  to  the  great  china  nobleman ;  quite  a  foot 
high  he  was.  But,  despite  her  pretence  at  altering 
his  unvaried  affirmative,  it  still  went  on.  My  lady 
walked  all  around  him,  and  presently  said  aloud: 
"  No !  no !  It  must  be  No !  Say  No !  "  stamping  a 
foot,  as  if  angry,' and  then  of  a  sudden  nmning  up 
to  the  mandarin  and  laughing.  "  He  has  a  crack  in 
his  head.  That  is  why  ho  says  Yes !  Yes !  I  must  be 
a  female  mandarin,  and  that  is  why  I  say  No  1  No  I  I 
wonder  does  he  talk  broken  Cliinat" 
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At  this  moment  she  saw  my  tall  black  figure  in  a 
comer  muror,  and  made  some  exclamation,  as  if 
startled ;  an  instant  later  she  knew  it  was  I,  but 
as  if  by  magic  the  laughing  woman  was  no  longer 
there.  What  I  saw  as  she  came  toward  me  was  a 
slight,  quiet  nun  with  eyes  full  of  tears. 

I  was  used  to  her  swift  changes  of  mood,  but  what 
her  words,  or  some  of  them,  meant  I  knew  not ;  and 
as  for  this  pitjing  face,  witli  its  sudden  sadness, 
what  more  did  it  mean  I  Major  Andr6  said  of  her 
later  tliat  Mistress  Darthea  was  like  a  lake  in  the 
hills,  reflecting  all  things,  and  yet  herself  after  alL 
But  how  many  such  tricksy  ways,  pretty  or  vexing, 
she  was  to  show  some  of  us  in  the  years  to  come  did 
not  yet  appear. 

In  a  moment  I  seemed  to  see  before  me  the  small 
dark  diild  I  first  knew  at  school.  Why  was  she  now 
so  curiously  perturbed  T  "  Mr.  Wynne,"  she  said, 
"  you  never  come  near  me  now— oh,  not  for  a  month  I 
And  to-day  your  aunt  has  shown  me  a  part  of  the 
dear  mother's  letter,  and— and— I  am  so  sorry  for 
you !  I  am  indeed  !  I  have  long  wanted  to  say  so. 
I  wish  I  could  help  you.  I  do  not  think  you  forget 
easily,  and- and— you  were  so  good  to  me  when  I 
was  an  ugly  Uttle  brat.  I  think  your  mother  loved 
me.  That  is  a  thing  to  make  one  think  better  of 
one's  self.  I  need  it,  air.  It  is  a  pretty  sort  of 
vanity,  and  how  vain  you  must  be,  who  had  so  much 
of  her  love !  " 

"  I  thank  thee,"  I  said  simply.  Indeed,  for  a  time 
I  was  so  moved  that  say  mum  I  could  not.     "  I  thank 
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thee,  Miss  Peniston.   There  is  no  one  on  earth  whom 
I  would  rather  hear  say  what  thou  hast  said."  ^M 

I  saw  her  colour  a  little,  and  she  replied  quickly, "  I  ^^ 
am  only  a  child,  and  I  say  what  comes  to  my  lips ;  I 
might  better  it  often  if  I  stayed  to  think."  ^M 

"No!  "  I  cried.  Whenever  she  got  into  trouble —  ^^ 
and  she  was  ready  to  note  the  tenderness  in  my 
voice— tliis  pretty  pretext  of  the  inv.sponsibilitj-  of 
childhood  would  serve  her  turn.  " No,"  said  I ;  "I 
like  dearly  to  hear  my  mother  praised,— who  could 
praise  her  too  much  I— hut  when  it  is  thou  who 
say  est  of  her  such  true  tilings,  how  shall  I  tell  thee 
what  it  is  to  me  who  love  to  hear  thee  talk— even 
nonsense  T " 

"  I  talk  nonsense  T     Do  I T " 

"Yes,  sometimes.  I— want  thee  to  listen  to  me. 
I  have  cared  for  thee—" 

"  Now  please  don't,  Mr.  Wynne.  They  all  do  it, 
and— I  like  you.     I  want  to  keej)  some  friends." 

"  It  is  useless.  Darthea.  I  am  so  made  that  I  must 
say  my  say.  Thou  mayest  try  to  escape,  and  hate  it 
and  me,  but  I  have  to  say  I  love  thee.  No,  I  am  not 
a  boy.  I  am  a  man,  and  I  won't  let  thee  answer  me 
now." 

"  1  do  not  want  to.  It  would  hurt  you.  You  must 
know ;  ever\'  one  knows.  It  was  liis  fault  and  my 
aunt's,  all  this  gossip.     I  would  have  kept  it  quiet." 

"  It  will  never  be,"  I  bi-oke  out.  "  Tbou  wilt  never 
marry  that  man  !  "  I  knew  when  I  siiid  this  that 
I  had  made  a  mistake.  I  had  learned  to  distru-st 
Arthur ;  but  I  had  too  bttle  that  was  of  moment  to 
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say  against  him  to  make  it  wise  to  speak  as  I  had 
done.    I  was  young  in  those  days,  and  hasty. 

"  Who  f  "  says  my  lady,  all  ou  lire.  "  What  man  T 
Jack  Warder  T  And  why  not  T  I  do  not  know  what 
I  shaU  do." 

"  It  is  not  my  dear  Jack,"  I  cried.  "  Why  dost  thou 
trifle  with  me  T " 

"  Your  dear  Jack,  indeed  !  How  he  blushes !  I 
might  ask  him.    He  never  would  have  the  courage." 

"  It  is  my  cousin,  .(Vi'thur  Wyniif,  as  tliou  well 
knowest.  And  thou  ai't  wicked  t<.>  mock  at  an  honest 
gentleman  with  thy  light  talk.  Thou  dost  not  know 
the  man,  this  man,  my  cousin." 

"  Only  a  boy  would  be  so  foolisli  or  so  unfair  as  to 
speak  thus  of  one  behind  his  back,  and  to  a  woman 
too,  who—"    And  she  paused,  coufuiicd  and  angry. 

I  could  not  tell  her  what  was  only  suspicion  or 
hearsay  as  to  my  consin's  double  statements  concern- 
ing Ids  father's  estate,  or  how  either  she  or  we  were 
deceived.  I  had,  in  fact,  lost  my  head  a  little,  and 
had  gone  further  than  was  wise.  I  would  not  explain, 
and  I  W!i8  too  vexed  to  say  more  than  that  I  would 
say  the  same  to  his  face.    Then  she  rejoined  softly : 

"Tell  it  to  me.  You  are  as  mysterious  as  Miss 
Wynne ;  and  have  I  not  a  right  to  know  t " 

"  No,"  I  said ;  "  not  now,  at  least.  Thou  mayest 
t«ll  him  if  thou  vrilt." 

"  If  I  will,  indeed  !  Every  one  is  against  him — yon 
and  Mistress  Wynne  and  that  impudent  boy,  Jack 
Warder,  despite  his  blushes.  Oh,  he  can  be  bold 
enough.    Isn't  he  a  dear  fellow  t" 
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Mj  anst  ioofced  on  azmsed.  Ho'  n«vs  vaa  tnat 
indeed,  and  visk  no  elHBtee  to  talk  toaaToncvoo^ 
to  say  a  men  good-br  to  Jaek.  I  spoit  the  eroiin^ 
with  n^fistha' and  our  bead  dak  over  tfaie  irasniiMK 
wiaeh  bxA  me  away  so  haedhr.  At  eaiir  OMRiing 
no.  a  eold  dagr  at  tibs  ekee  of  April.  1774.  w«  voe 
giidiBg  down  tbe  Delaware  with  all  sail  seC 

Tbe  voyage  was  long,  the  winds  eoatraiy.  I  had 
ampb>  letsore  to  rdket  upon  mr  talk  with  Daithea. 
I  waa  sore  Ae  most  have  known  she  was  to  me  not 
a«  other  women.  Exeept  for  die  accident  of  tikis 
<^hane«  encounter,  I  mi^  long  have  waited  before 
ftndin(^  eonrage  to  speak.  I  had  made  nothing  hy  it, 
had  mane  had  an  answo-,  and  should,  bke  enoogli, 
hare  faDen  hack  into  the  coldness  c^  rdation.  I7 
wfaidi  she  had  ao  long  kept  oie  at  a  distanee.   Ihad 


been  foolish  and  hastj'  to  speak  of  my  cousin  at  all ; 
it  did  but  vex  bw. 

Of  my  oiTand  in  Jamaica  there  is  little  to  bo  said. 
My  father's  letters  were  of  business  only.  Of  these 
long  months  and  of  what  went  on  at  home  I  heard 
but  little  from  him,  and  with  luy  request  to  have  the 
gazettes  he  had  evidently  no  mind  to  comply ;  nor 
were  the  chances  of  lett,ers  frequent.  I  heard,  indeed, 
from  my  axmt  but  twice,  and  from  Jack  thriee ;  but 
he  said  nothing  of  Darthea.  Years  after  I  found  in 
his  record  of  events : 

"Hugh  left  us  the  last  of  April.  It  may  be  he 
cares  too  much  for  that  wayward  witch,  Darthea." 

I  should  say  that  it  was  at  this  time  or  soon  after 
my  dear  frieud  began  to  keep  a  somewhat  broken 
diary  of  events.  What  he  says  of  former  years  was 
put  on  paper  long  afterward. 

"  If  I  did  but  know,"  writes  Jack,  "  that  he  is  se- 
riously taken,  I  should  understand,  alas !  what  not 
to  do.  But  as  to  some  things  Hugh  is  a  silent  man. 
I  think,  as  Mr.  Wilson  says,  some  men  are  made  for 
friends,  and  some  for  lovers.  I  fear  the  latter  is  not 
my  r61e.  Is  there— can  there  be— snch  a  thing  as 
revering  a  woman  too  much  to  make  successful  love  T 
I  think  I  see  what  Dnrt,hea  is  more  truly  than  does 
my  dear  Hugh.  There  must  come  a  day  when  she 
will  show  it.  Sometimes  I  can  hardly  trust  myself 
with  her ;  and  I  yearn  to  tell  her  that  I  alone  know 
her,  and  that  I  love  her.  I  must  watch  myself.  If 
it  really  be  that  Hugh  cares  for  her,  and  yet  I  were 
to  be  the  fortunate  man,  how  could  I  face  him  again, 
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happen.  John  Wynne  e^n  turn  him  which  way  he 
likes.  If  my  Hugh  remains  of  a  Whig  mind— and 
who  less  like  to  change  f— he  will  have  a  hot  time 
with  his  father,  I  fear." 

Is  it  any  wonder  I,  his  friend,  loved  this  manT 
He  seemed  so  gentle  that  all  but  I,  even  James 
Wilson,  misonderstood  him.  No  more  obstinate  fel- 
low ever  was  or  will  be.  I  ought  to  say  "  dctennined,'' 
for  there  was  always  a  reason  of  head  or  heart  for 
what  he  would  or  would  not  do,  and  I  really  think 
tbnt  in  all  hi.'*  noble  liff  h(>  hiul  Imt  otii-  hour  of 
weakness,  of  which  by  and  by  I  may  have  to  tell. 


WAS  to  hare  come  home  earlier,  bat  in 
June  I  got  letters  frwm  my  father  in- 
structing me  to  await  a  vessel  which 
would  reach  Jamaica  in  June,  and  sail 
thence  to  Madeira.  There  were  careful 
iuntrut  tions  given  as  to  pureha^  of  wines,  and  the 
collection  of  delayed  paymeutg  for  staves,  in  tb« 
wine  Islands. 

I  did  not  like  it,  bat  I  was  young,  and  to  travel 
bad  its  charm  after  alL  Had  there  been  no  Darthea, 
I  had  been  altogether  pleased.  The  excuse  of  this 
new  business  made  me  smile.  It  was  clear  my  father 
was  using  that  pretext  to  keep  me  out  of  the  mischief 
which  was  invohong  most  young  men  of  courage,  and 
creating  in  them  a  desire  to  train  as  soldiers  in  the 
organisations  which  were  everj-where  being  formed. 
He  was  unwise  enough  to  say  that  my  cousin,  from 
whom  he  had  heard,  sent  his  love,  and  was  glad  I 
was  out  of  oar  dislo3'al  and  uneasy  country. 

There  was  no  help  for  it.  and  thus  it  chanced  that 
not  until  September  did  I  see  the  red  brick  houses  of 
my  native  city.  Late  news  I  had  almost  none,  for 
none  reached  me,  and  I  was  l)ecome  wild  with  desire 
to  learn  what  the  summer  months  had  brought  forth. 
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On  the  fifth  day  of  September,  1774,  at  seven  in 
the  raomiug,  I  saw  my  Jack  in  a  boat  come  out  to 
meet  me  as  we  came  to  anchor  in  the  stream.  He 
looked  brown  and  handsome,  reddening  with  joy  as 
he  made  me  welcome.  All  were  well,  he  said.  I  did 
not  ask  for  Darthea. 

My  father  was  on  the  slip,  and  told  me  that  business 
might  wait  until  the  evening.  My  aunt  had  not  boon 
well,  and  would  see  me  at  once.  This  really  was  all, 
and  I  might  have  been  any  one  but  his  son  for  what 
there  was  in  his  mode  of  meeting  me.  I  walked  with 
Jack  to  my  Aunt  Gainoi-'s,  where  he  left  me.  I  was 
pleased  to  see  the  dear  lady  at  her  breakfast,  in  a  white 
gown  with  frills  and  a  la*!c  tucker,  with  a  queen's 
nightcap  such  Jis  Lady  Washington  wore  when  I  first 
saw  her.  Mistress  Wynne  looked  a  great  figure  in 
white,  and  fell  on  my  neck  and  kissed  me ;  aiid  I  must 
sit  down,  and  here  were  coffee  and  hot  girdle-cakes 
and  blueberries,  and  what  not.  Did  I  like  Jamaica  T 
And  had  I  fetched  some  fans  ?  She  must  have  her 
choice ;  and  rum,  she  hoped,  I  had  not  forgot.  How 
well  I  looked,  and  my  eyes  were  bluer  than  ever ! 
Was  it  the  sea  had  got  int«  themf  and  so  on. 

I  asked  about  the  Congress,  and  she  was  off  in  a 
moment.  Mr.  John  Adams  had  been  to  see  her,  and 
that  cat,  Bessy  Ferguson,  had  been  rude  to  him.  An 
ill-dressed  man,  but  clear  of  head  and  very  positive ; 
and  the  members  from  Virgrinia  she  liked  better. 
Mr.  Peyton  Randolpli  had  called ;  and  I  would  like 
Mr.  Pendleton ;  he  had  most  delightful  manners. 
Mr.  Livingston  had  been  good  enough  to  remember 
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me,  and  bad  idked  fior  me.    He 

aooa  ehooae  a  g^MsI,  aad  Mc  Wai 
talked  (^ 

-^  Has  it  come  to  Oaif "  aid  L 

•^Yes;  aQ  the  Ncxth  is  npy  aid  Gage  hm  ante 
troops  and  B  at  vcsk  mtratduiiS  Imnaeif,  &e  vho  «■• 
60  settle  as  with,  thiee  regniHHit&.  Mtsl  ' 
ha^andbdwredfikeOela^afaeiB.  Bot&iTi 
all  in  a  niee  0ieBy  Masto- Hi^^  and  know  1 
to  doL  I  bate  tiuae  moderates.  Ht. 
a  man  aa  Hg  aa  joar  fatho',  aad  better  faaiided.  I 
Hke  bim,  altbongk  be  aaTS  little  and  did  not  m  maA 
as  anik  at  Beaqr  FeigmN^s  nooHenae.  Aad  I)ln>- 
tfaea— yoa  do  not  aak  aiMmt  Duthea.  She  i>  plsf- 
ine  the  misehief  with.  Jaek  and  ho-  e^fitaia.  Sbti 
win  not  let  me  talk  aboot  him.  He  is  in  Boston  witib 
Xr.  Gage,  I  hear.    Why  dont  70a  tefl  ipe  aixwt 

"How-  eoold  1^  Annt  Gainorf  Thoa— "  and  I 
ko^bed. 

Then  she  became  gmT«.  '*Toa  will  bare  to  dedan 
jonneif  aad  take  ades :  and  how  ean  I  eoansel  toq 
to  resist  joor  CathsT  Toa  must  think  it  over  and 
talk  to  3Er.  Wilaoa.  He  is  of  the  Congren.  Pbor 
Xr.  Wetherill  the  Meeting  has  a  mind  to  booaee, 
and  he  takes  it  hard.  Coow  back  at  eleven^  and 
we  win  go  to  aiestmit  street,  where  tber  meet, 
and  see  the  gendonen  go  into  the  Carpentos^  HalL 
I  eame  to  town  on  purpuse.  And  now  go :  I  mast 
dreaa." 

At  half -past  toi— mjaont  Tenrqiiendid— wedrow 
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down  Second  street  and  up  Chestnut,  wliere  was  a 
great  crowd  come  to  look  on.  Dr.  Rush,  seeing  my 
aunt's  chariot,  got  in  at  Second  street,  and,  being  one 
of  the  members,  enabled  us  to  get  near  to  Carpenters' 
AUey,  where  at  the  far  end,  back  from  the  street,  is 
the  old  building  iu  wliic.h  the  Congress  was  to  be  held. 
Jack  met  us  here,  and  got  up  beside  the  coachman. 
I  think  none  had  a  better  view  than  we.  Andrew 
Allen  came  to  speak  to  us,  and  then  Mr.  Gjilloway, 
not  yet  seared  by  the  extreme  measures  of  which  few 
as  yet  dreamed,  and  which  by  and  by  drove  these  and 
many  other  gentlemen  into  op«n  declarations  for  the 
crown. 

I  saw  James  Pemberton  looking  on  sadly,  and 
near  him  other  PViends  with  sour  aspects.  Here  and 
there  miUtia  uniforms  were  seen  amid  the  dull  grays, 
the  smocJis  of  farmers  and  mechanics,  and  the  sober 
suits  of  tradesmen,  all  come  to  see. 

"  The  Rev.  Dr.  Duch6  passed  us,"  says  Jack,  whom 
now  I  quote,  "in  a  fine  wig  and  black  silk  small- 
clothes. He  was  to  make  this  day  the  famous  prayer 
which  so  moved  Mr.  Adams."  And  later,  I  may 
add,  he  went  over  to  the  other  side.  "  Soon  others 
came.  Some  we  knew  not,  but  the  great  Dr.  Rush 
pointed  out  such  as  were  of  his  actjuaintance. 

"'There,'  he  said,  'is  Carter  Braxton.  He  tells 
me  he  does  not  like  the  New  England  men— either 
their  religion  or  their  manners ;  aiul  1  like  them 
both.'  The  doctor  was  cyiucal,  I  thought,  but  very 
interesting.  I  set  down  but  little  of  what  he  said 
or  I  saw }  for  most  of  it  I  forget 


" '  There  is  the  great  ^' irginia  orator,  Mr.  Patrick 
Henry,'  said  the  doctor.  He  was  in  simple  dress, 
and  looked  up  at  us  curiously  as  he  went  by  with 
Pendleton  and  Mr.  CarrolL  •  He  has  a  great  estate 
—Mr.  Carroll,'  said  the  doctor.  'I  wonder  he  will 
risk  it.'  He  was  dresse<l  in  brown  silk  breeches,  with 
a  yellow  figured  waistcoat,  aud,  like  many  of  them, 
wore  his  sword.  Mr.  Franklin  was  not  yet  come 
home,  and  some  were  lat*. 

"Presently  the  doctor  called,  and  a  man  in  the 
military  dress  of  the  Virginia  militia  turned  toward 
us.  'Colonel  Washington,'  said  onr  doctor,  'will 
permit  me  to  present  him  to  a  lady,  a  great  friend 
of  liberty.    Mistress  Wj-nne,  Colonel  Washington.' 

" '  I  have  alrea<ly  had  the  honour,'  he  said,  taking 
off  his  hat— a  scrolled  beaver. 

« '  He  is  our  best  soldier,  and  we  are  fortunate'\hat 
he  is  with  us,'  said  the  doctor,  as  the  colonel  moved 
away." 

The  doctor  changed  his  mind  later,  and  helped,  I 
fear,  to  make  the  trouble  which  came  near  to  cost- 
ing Conway  his  life.  I  have  always  been  a  great 
admirer  of  fine  men,  and  as  the  Virginia  colonel 
moved  like  Saul  above  the  crowd,  an  erect,  well-pro- 
portioned figure,  he  looked  taller  than  he  re&lly  was. 
Nor  was  he,  as  my  aunt  had  said,  nearly  of  the  big- 
ness of  my  father. 

"  He  has  a  good  nose,"  said  my  Aunt  Gainor,  per- 
haps conscious  of  her  own  possessions  in  the  way 
of  a  nasal  organ,  and  liking  to  see  it  hs  notable  in 
another ;  "  but  how  sedate  he  is !    I  find  Mr.  Peyton 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker      201 


Eandolph  more  agreeable,  and  there  is  Mr.  Robert 
Morris  and  Julm  Dickinson." 

Then  the  lean  form  of  Mr.  Jefferson  went  by, 
a  little  bent,  deep  in  talk  with  Roger  Sherman, 
whom  I  thonglit  shabbily  dressed ;  and  behind  them 
Robert  Livingston,  whom  my  aunt  knew.  Thus  it 
was,  as  I  am  glad  to  remember,  that  I  beheld  these 
men  who  were  to  be  the  makers  of  an  empire. 
Perhaps  no  wiser  group  of  people  ever  met  for  a 
greater  fate,  and  surely  the  hand  of  God  was  seen 
in  the  matter;  for  what  other  colony— Canada,  for 
example — had  such  men  to  show  f  There,  meanwhile, 
was  England,  with  its  great  nobles  and  free  commons 
and  a  splendid  story  of  hard-won  freedom,  driving 
madly  on  its  way  of  folly  and  defeat. 

Of  what  went  on  within  the  hall  we  heard  little. 
A  declaration  of  right*  was  set  forth,  committees  of 
coiTespoudence  ajipointed,  and  addresses  issued  to  the 
king  and  people  of  Great  Britain.  Congress  broke 
up,  and  the  winter  went  l>y ;  Gage  was  superseded 
by  Sir  William  Howe ;  Clinton  and  Burgojme  were 
sent  out,  and  ten  thousand  men  were  ordered  to 
America  to  aid   the  purposes  of  the  king. 

The  cold  season  was  soon  upon  us,  and  the  event- 
ful year  of  '75  came  in  with  a  great  fall  of  snow,  but 
with  no  great  change  for  me  and  those  I  loved.  A 
sullen  rage  possessed  the  colonies,  and  especially  Mas- 
sachusetts, where  the  R^-gulation  Act«  were  quietly 
disregarded.  No  eounselloi-s  or  jur\'men  would  serve 
under  the  king's  commission.  The  old  muskets  of 
the  French  and  Indian  wars  were  taken  from  the 
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eomen  and  pat  in  order.  Mea  *iW*^,  lad  woBOi 
ea£t  boDefs. 

Fufing  to  eotnqft  Samnd  Adams  waad.  ffwmtm^, 
Ctage  resohred  to  aneat  diCB  at  Coneord  and  to  anB 
on  filestores  of  povdo' and lialL  "AelieadBoftni- 
tors  win  soon  deeonte  Temple  Bar,*  emd  a  T-""***^ 
gazette :  and  so  tlie  mardli  ol  «rents  weat  on.  In 
the  CArir  spring  Dr.  Franklin  came  Ikome  in  deqiair 
<d  atiMMnmodatimi :  he  saw  nothing  noT  to  do  but  to 
fight,  and  this  he  tidd  us  plainly.  His  Tety  wda 
were  in  my  mind  on  the  nig^t  of  April  33d  of  ttda 
year  of  *75.  as  I  vas  shnrtr  and  thoughtfully-  tralk- 
ing  over  the  laidge  wfaa«  Walnnt  eioewd  the  Dock 
Creek.and  where  IstBTvd  for  a  momait  tostribe  flint 
and  £tc«l  in  order  to  lig^  my  pipe.  Of  a  sodden  I 
heard  a  doll  bnt  inereaang  noisie  to  north,  and  then 
the  strong  Toiee  of  the  bell  in  the  state4iOQse.  It  was 
not  ringing  for  fire.  Somewhat  poizled.  I  walked 
swifihr  to  Seeond  street,  where  were  men  and  wo- 
men in  groops.  I  stopped  a  man  and  asked  whafc 
had  chaneed.  He  said.  -A  bonle!  a  battle!  and 
General  Gage  killed.'  Couriers  had  readied  the 
coffeeJioases.  bnt  no  one  on  the  street  seemed  to 
have  more  than  this  vagne  information:  all  were 
going  toward  Chestnnt  street,  whoe  a  meeting  ma 
to  be  held,  as  I  kamed.  and  perhaps  fuller  news 
given  out. 

I  po^bed  on.  stiD  hearing  the  brazen  damonr  of  the 
beD.  As  I  eroesed  High  street  I  came  npon  James 
Wilson  and  Mr.  Graydon.  They  stopped  me  to  tdl 
of  the  great  tidings  just  eome  by  swift  post-iidas 
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of  the  fight  at  Lexiagtoii.  After  giving  me  the  full 
details,  Wilson  left  us.  Said  Graydon,  very  serious: 
"Mr,  Wyune,  how  long  are  you  to  be  iu  deciding t 
Come  aud  join  Mr.  Cadwaladei-'s  troop.  Few  of  us 
riile  as  well  as  you." 

I  said  I  had  been  thinking. 

"  Oh,  confound  your  tliiukings !  It  is  action  now. 
Let  the  bigwigs  think." 

I  coidd  not  tell  a  man  I  then  knew  but  slightly 
how  immense  was  my  reluctance  to  make  this  com- 
plete break  with  the  creed  of  my  father,  and  to  abso- 
lutely disobey  him,  as  I  knew  I  must  do  if  I  followed 
my  inclinations ;  nor  did  I  incline  to  speak  of  such 
other  (liffleulties  as  still  kept  me  undecided.  I  said 
at  last  that  if  I  took  up  ai-ms  it  would  be  with  Mao- 
pherson  or  Cowperthwaite's  Quakers. 

"  Why  nott"  he  said.  "  But,  by  George !  man,  do 
something !  There  are,  I  hear,  mauy  Friends  among 
the  Cowperthwaite  Blues.  Do  they  give  orders  with 
'  thou '  and  '  thee,'  I  wonder  ? " 

I  laughed,  and  hurried  away.  The  town  was  al- 
ready in  a  state  of  vast  excitement,  women  in  tears, 
and  men  stopping  even  those  tJaey  did  not  know  to  ask 
for  news.  I  ran  all  the  way  bo  my  aunt's,  eager  to 
tell  it  In  the  hall  I  stood  a  minute  to  get  my  breath, 
and  reflect.  I  knew  full  well,  as  I  reeognised  vari- 
ous voices,  that  my  intelligence  would  mean  tears 
for  some,  and  joy  for  others. 

My  long-taught  Quaker  self-control  often  served 
me  as  well  as  the  practised  caliu  1  observed  to  be  the 
expression  assumed  by  the  best-bred  officers  of  the 
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army  on  occasions  that  caused  visible  emotion  in 
others.  I  went  in  quietly,  seeing  a  well-amused  party 
of  dames  and  younger  folk,  with,  over  against  the 
chimneypiece,  the  great  Benjamin  Franklin,  now  in 
the  full  prime  of  varied  osef ulness,  a  benevolent  face, 
and  above  it  the  great  dome  of  head,  which  had  to  me 
even  then  a  certain  grandeur.  He  was  talking  eagerly 
with  Mistress  Wynne— two  striking  figures. 

Mr.  Galloway  was  in  chat  with  his  kinsman,  Mr. 
Chew.  The  younger  women,  in  a  group,  were  mak- 
ing themselves  merry  with  my  friend  Jack,  who  was 
a  bit  awkward  in  a  fine  suit  I  had  plagued  him  into 
buying.  And  what  a  beauty  he  was,  as  he  stood, 
half  pleased  with  the  teasing,  blushing  now  and  then, 
and  fencing  prettily  in  talk,  as  I  knew  by  the  laugh- 
ter !  At  the  tables  the  elder  women  were  g^ambling. 
and  intent  on  their  little  gains  and  losses,  while  the 
vast  play  of  a  nobler  game  was  going  on  in  the 
greater  world  of  men. 

To  my  surprise,  I  saw  among  the  guests  an  Eng- 
lish lieutenant.  I  say  "  to  my  surprise,"  for  the  otJier 
oflBcers  had  gone  of  their  own  accord,  or  had  been 
ordered  to  leave  by  the  Committee  of  Safety.  This 
one,  and  another,  were,  as  I  learned  afterward,  on 
their  way  through  the  town  to  join  General  Gage. 
There  was  evidently  some  dispute  as  to  the  cards. 
I  heard  high-pitched  voices,  and  "  spadille,"  "  basto," 
"  matador  "—  all  the  queer  words  of  quadrille,  their 
favoured  game. 

The  lieutenant  was  bending  over  Mrs.  Ferguson's 
ohair.    He  was  a  fellow  I  hud  seen  before  and  never 
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liked,  a  vnlgar-featured  man,  too  fat  for  his  years, 
which  may  have  been  some  twenty-eight.  He  played 
the  best  hand  of  all  of  them,  and,  as  my  aunt  de- 
clared, that  was  quite  enougli ;  for  the  rest  she  could 
keep  any  man  in  order.  I  held  back  in  the  gloom 
of  the  hall,  looking  at  their  busy  gaiety,  and  wonder- 
ing what  tliey  wcndd  say  to  my  news. 

As  I  went  in  I  heard  Wood^ille,  the  Ueutenant,  say, 
"  The  king— play  the  king,  Mrs.  Ferguson." 

"No  advice !  "  crietl  Mrs.  Galloway.  • 

"  But  I  am  betting,"  said  he.    "  The  king  forever ! 

We  have  won,  madam.  The  king  is  always  in  luck." 

,  I  could  not  resist  saying, "  Tlie  king  has  lost,  ladies." 

My  aunt  turned,  and  knew  I  meant  sometliing.  I 
snppose  my  face  may  have  been  more  grave  than  my 
words.     "  What  is  it,  Hngh  f " 

"  I  have  strange  news.  Aunt  Gainor." 

"  News  T  and  what! "  As  she  spoke  the  talk  ceased, 
and  every  one  looked  up. 

"  There  has  been  a  fight  at  Lexington.  Major  Pit- 
cairn  is  beat,  and  my  Lord  Percy.  The  farmers  were 
all  np  to  hinder  them  as  they  were  on  their  way  to 
seize  our  powder,  and  to  take  Mr.  Hancock.  The 
king  has  lost  some  three  hundred  men,  and  we  under 
a  hundred." 

"  Good  heavens !  "  said  Mr.  Galloway.  "  But  it 
cannot  be  true." 

A  pause  came  after,  as  I  said  there  was  no  doubt 
of  it. 

Dr.  Franklin  aaked  if  I  was  sure,  I  said,  "  Yes ; 
I  have  it  of  James  Wilson,  and  the  town  is  already 
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in  an  uproar  over  it."  The  g^reat  philosopher  re-j 
mained  deep  in  thought  a  moment,  while  the  women  J 
sat  ur  stood  in  fear,  or  whispering  excitement  At 
last  he  said  he  must  go,  and  tliat  it  was  the  beginning 
of  war,  and  welcome  too.  Then  he  liowed  gravely 
and  went  out.  As  he  left,  tlie  stillness  which  had 
prevailed  for  a  time  was  broken. 

A  «lozen  questions  fell  on  me  from  all  sides.     1] 
could  only  repeat  my  storj-,  as  Jack  went  by  me  to 
go  out  and  hear,  if  possible,  more  of  the  news  than  Ij 
bad  to  tell. 

At  last  Mr.  Chew  said  tlionghtfnlly,  "  If  it  be  true, 
it  is  a  sad  business ;  but,  really,  how  can  it  be,  Hugh  f 
How  could  a  lot  of  farmers,  without  good  arms  and 
discipline,  pat  to  rout  a  body  of  trained  men,  well 
armed  t" 

"I  think,"  said  Galloway,  "we  shall  have  quite  1 
another  version  to-morrow.   How  does  it  strike  you, 
Mr.  WoodviUeT" 

"  Oh,  quite  absurd,"  said  the  oflBeer.  "  You  may 
reassure  yourselves,  ladies ;  such  a  loss,  too,  would  be 
incredible,  even  in  regular  war.  I  think  we  may  go 
on  with  our  game,  Mrs.  Fergtison."  He  was  very 
pompous,  but  none  seemed  inclined  to  take  his  advicewl 

"  And  yet  I  don't  like  it,"  said  a  lady  of  the  Tory' 
side. 

"  And  I  do,"  said  Mistress  Wynne.  "  It  is  as  good 
news  as  I  have  heard  this  many  a  day." 

"  It  is  nonsense ! "  said  the  oflBcer ;   "  sheer  non-1 
sense !     You  have  strange  notions,  madam,  as  to 
what  is  good  news.     It  is  only  another  rebel  lie." 
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"  I  think  not,"  said  I,  venturing  to  add  that  men 
who  could  kill  squirrels  would  rarely  miss  a  man, 
and  that  many  of  the  older  farmers  liad  fought  In- 
dians and  French,  and  had,  I  suspected,  picked  off 
the  oflBcers. 

"  How  horrid  ! "  said  Darthea. 

Had  a  stray  bullet  found  my  cousin  I  should  not 
have  grieved  profoundly. 

"You  see  where  all  your  neutrality  and  loyalty 
have  brought  you,"  said  Mistress  Wynne.  "  I  wish 
King  George  were  with  Mr.  Gage ;  he  might  leura 
wisdom.     T  is  but  the  beginning  of  a  good  end." 

"  May  I  remind  you,"  said  Woodville,  very  red  in 
the  face,  "  that  I  am  his  Majesty's  officer  t " 

"  No,  you  may  not  remind  me.  A  fig  for  his  Maj- 
esty ! "  cried  my  aunt,  now  in  one  of  her  tantrums. 

"  Shame ! "  cried  Mrs.  Fergtison,  rising,  as  did  the 
rest,  some  in  tears  and  some  saying  Mrs.  Ferguson 
was  right,  or  the  Lord  knows  what— not  at  all  a 
pleasant  scene;  the  men  very  silent,  or  vexed,  or 
troubled. 

My  Aunt  Qainor,  as  they  filed  out,  made  them 
each  her  finest  curtsey.  Darthea  stood  still,  looking 
grave  enough.  Mr.  Woodville,  the  lieutenant,  lin- 
gered, made  his  adieus  very  decently,  and  went  out, 
I  showing  him  the  way.  On  the  step  he  said :  "  I 
do  not  quarrel  with  women ;  but  I  have  heard  that 
in  Mistress  Wynne's  house,  to  which,  as  an  officer 
of  his  Majesty,  I  cannot  submit." 

"  Well  T "  I  said ;  and  my  abominable  propensity 
to  grin  got  the  better  of  me. 
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"  You  seem  amused,  sir,"  he  said. 

I  was  by  no  means  amused. 

"  I  suppose  you  are  responsible,"  he  added.  "  Miss 
Wynne  might  have  better  manners,  and  her  nephew 
more  courage.  However,  I  have  stiid  what  ought  to 
be  enough  with  English  gentlemen.   Good-evening." 

"  I  have  half  a  mind  to  give  thee  a  good  honestH 
thrashing,"  said  I.  ^1 

"  I  dare  say.  You  are  big  enough,  Master  Quaker ; 
but  I  presume  that  about  the  weap<ins  common  among 
men  of  honour  you  know  as  much  as  I  know  o£^ 
making  horseshoes."  ^M 

I  was  now  cool  enough  and  angrj'  enough  to  have 
killed  Mm.     "  Thy  friend  can  find  lue  here,"  said 
"  I  trust  I  shaU  be  able  to  satisfy  thee." 

With  this  he  went  away,  and  I  stood  looking  after" 
his  stumpy  figure.   I  was  again  in  a  broil,  not  of  my 
making ;  just  a  bit  of  ill  luck,  for  here  was  a  nio^H 
business.    I  went  in,  and  was  caught  on  my  way 
upstairs  by  my  Aunt  Gainor,  who  called  me  inU^^ 
the  sitting-room.  ^H 

Still  too  furious  to  be  pnident,  she  broke  out  be- 
fore Darthea.    "  Insolent  idiots !    I  hope  I  made  Mr^ 
Galloway  understand,  and  the  rest  of  them  too !     ^H 
trust  Bessy  Ferguson  will  never  darken  my  doors 
again ! "     She  walked  up  and  down,  and  at  last  up^ 
set  the  big  mandarin,  who  came  head  down  on  t}|[^| 


^ 


hearth. 


"  I  wish  he  were  Mr.  Gage ! "  said  my  aunt,  coi 
templating  the  fragments. 

"I  dare  say  he  was  a  Tory,"  says  Darthea,  wl 
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feared  no  one.  "  And  I  am  a  Tory  too,  Miss  Wynne, 
I  would  have  you  to  know." 

"  I  dare  say,"  said  my  aunt ;  "  it  does  n't  matter 
much  what  you  think,  or  what  you  are.  You  had 
some  words  with  that  stupid  man,  sir ;  I  saw  you.  He 
looked  as  if  he  did  not  likt'  it.   Oh,  1  heard  you,  too." 

I  vainly  shook  my  head  at  her. 

"  Are  you  two  going  to  fight  ?  I  am  not  sorry  t 
I  wish  I  could  have  that  cat  Ferguson  out." 

"  I  hope— oh— I  am  sure,  Mr.  Wynne,  it  cannot  be. 
How  dreadful !  "  said  Darthea. 

"  Nonsense !  "  cried  my  aunt.  "  A  man  cannot 
stand  everything  like  a  woman." 

I  said  plainly,  seeing  how  vain  my  aunt  had  made 
concealment,  that  there  ha<i  been  some  woi"ds,  but 
that  I  trusted  no  harm  woidd  come  of  it. 

"  But  there  will !  there  will !  "  said  Miss  Peniston. 

"  Mercy  upon  us ! "  cried  my  aunt ;  for  here  was 
Darthea  on  the  floor,  and  burnt  feathers  and  vinegar 
at  hand,  servants  running  about,  my  aunt  ordering 
"  Cut  her  stay-strings ! "  as  I  was  turned  out,  hearing 
my  aunt  declare,  "  I  do  believe  slie  is  in  love  with  all 
the  men.  Is  it  you  or  the  captain  T  What  a  shame- 
less monkey  to  tumble  all  of  a  heap  that  way !  It  is 
hardly  decent  Do  go  away,  you  goose !  'T  is  a  way 
she  has     Did  never  you  see  a  woman  faint  1 " 

I  never  did,  and  I  was  scared  faint  myself.   What 

between  Darthea's  fainting  spell,  and  this  quarrel  not 

of  my  seeking,  I  was  uncomfortable  enough.    I  had 

no  one  but  Jack  to  appeal  to ;  and  here  was  a  pair 

of  Quaker  lads,  just  over  twenty-two,  in  a  proper 
u 


a««y. 


My  annt,  seeing  there  was  notliing  more  to  be 
done,  and  having  said  quite  enough,  retired,  I  am 
sure  to  pray  for  nie,  and  for  herself  as  the  main  <'ause 
of  my  coming  risk.  She  woidd  have  Uked  to  see  me 
well  out  of  the  affair,  but  I  do  beheve  would  not  have 
hiwl  me  excuse  myself  to  my  lieutenant,  let  what 
might  ocfiur.  Indeed,  she  did  her  best  to  keep  Miss 
Darthea  from  betraying  what,  but  for  my  aunt's  rash 
outburst,  woidd  not  have  gone  beyond  those  imme- 
diately concerned. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon,  when  I  found  Jack 
wnting  in  his  father's  house.  I  must  have  looked 
grave,  for  he  rose  qinckly  and,  coming  to  meet  me, 
set  a  hand  on  each  of  my  shoulders— a  way  he  had, 
but  onh'  with  me. 

"  What  is  it  T "  he  said ;  "  not  the  news  T " 

"  No."  In  fact,  it  had  clean  gone  out  of  my  mind. 
"  I  have  had  trouble  with  Mr.  Woodville,  and  now 
I  must  fight  him."  And  on  this  I  related  the  whole 
adventure,  Jock  hsteuing  intently. 

"Thou  shouldst  have  an  older  man  tlian  I,  Hugh. 
These  affairs  may  often  be  mended,  I  learn,  without 
coming  to  violence."  He  seemed  a  little  embarrassed, 
and  reddened,  he.'iitating  as  he  spoke,  so  that,  stupidly 
not  comprehending  him  as  I  should  have  dfine,  I  said 
hastily  that  the  man  had  insulted  my  aunt,  and  that 
there  was  but  one  way  out  of  it,  but  that  I  could 
try  to  get  some  one  else,  if  to  act  as  my  friend  was 
not  to  his  taste. 

"  At  this  time,"  he  writes,  "  when  Hugh  came  so 
near  to  hurting  me,  I  was  really  going  through  in 
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my  mind  what  he  had  afareadjr  dispoeed  of  in  his.  At 
Pike's  we  heard  of  nothing  bat  dnek.  I  had  long 
been  Pike's  pnpiL  The  dnel  had  come  to  seem  to  us, 
I  fear,  the  natural  and  inevitable  ending  of  a  quar- 
peL  Sneh  was  the  belief  of  my  good  friend  Mistress 
Wj'nne's  set,  and  of  the  officers  whose  opinions  as  to 
social  matters  we  had  learned  to  r^iard  as  finaL 

"And  yet  the  absurdity  of  two  Quaker  Luis  so 
trapped  struck  me  as  it  did  not  Hug^.    The  man 
must  sorely  have  thought  him  older  than  he  was,  bat 
so  did  most.    I  feared  that  I  should  not  do  my  friend      , 
justice ;  and  then  I  thought  of  dear  Mistress  Gainor^^l 
whom  I  now  loved,  and  for  whom  to  lose  Hugh^^ 
would  be  as  death  in  life ;  and  so.  quickly  turning  it 
over  for  one  mad  moment,  I  wondered  if  I  could 
not  someway  get  this  quarrel  on  to  my  own  shoul- 
ders.  When  I  answered  Hugh  I  must  have  made  him 
misunderstand  me,  or  so  I  think  from  what  he  said. 
When  he  exclaimed  he  could  get  some  one  else^  I 
made  haste  to  put  myself  right-    We  had  little  time, 
however,  to  discuss  the  matter,  for  at  this  moment 
came  a  Captain  Le  Clere  with  Hugh's  note. 

"Hugh  was  now  in  one  of  his  quiet,  smiling 
moods,  when  from  his  face  you  would  have  said 
there  was  some  jest  or  wager  in  question,  and  from 
his  talk,  which  had  a  kind  of  intensity  of  distinct 
articulation,  that  it  was,  as  I  thought  it,  most  serious.] 
He  was  coldly  civil  to  Mr.  Le  Clere.  and  to  me  a] 
said,  'Small  swords,  and  the  governor's  woods 
the  tpiiag'  as  if  he  were  arranging  a  quite  familiii,r 
and  evay-day  affair. 
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"I  frankly  declared  that  I  was  new  to  an  office  of 
this  kind,  and  must  trust  to  Mr.  Le  Clere's  honour 
and  courtesy.  He  seemed  pleased  at  this,  and  thought 
a  pity  of  so  young  a  man  to  have  such  a  difBculty, 
expressing  his  hopes  of  accommodation,  which  I 
knew  Hugh  too  well  to  think  possible. 

"  As  soon  as  we  had  arranged  the  needed  prelimi- 
naries, and  Mr.  Le  Clere  had  gone,  I  went  to  borrow 
small  swords  of  Pike,  arranging  to  come  for  them 
after  dark.  Duels  were  common  enough  even  in  our 
Quaker  town,  especially  among  gentlemen  of  his 
Majesty's  serWce.  Although  illegal,  so  strongly  was 
it  felt  tliat  for  certain  offences  there  was  no  other 
remedy  possible,  that  it  was  difficult  to  escape  the 
resort  to  weapons  if  those  involved  were  of  what  we 
who  are  of  it  like  to  call  the  better  class. 

"At  daybreak  Hugh  and  I  were  waiting  in  the 
woods  where— near  to  what  Mr.  Penn  meant  as  a 
public  square,  a  little  east  of  SchuylkiU-Eighth 
street— was  an  open  space,  once  a  clearing,  but  now 
disused,  and  much  overgrown.  We  were  first  on  the 
ground,  and  I  took  occasion  to  tell  Hugh  of  Pike's 
counsels— for  he  had  at  onco  guessed  what  we  were 
about— to  watch  his  opponent's  eyes,  and  the  like. 
Hugh,  who  was  merry,  and  had  put  aside  such 
thoughts  of  tlie  future  as  were  troubling  me,  de- 
clared that  it  was  the  mouth  a  man  should  watch, 
which  I  think  is  the  better  opini<m.  I  said,  of  course, 
nothing  of  what  Pike  told  me  as  to  Mr.  Woodville 
being  a  first-rate  player,  and  only  advised  my  friend 
to  be  cautious. 


"Mr.  Woodville,  who  came  with  Le  Clere  and 
a  surgeon,  was  a  short  Inmp  of  a  man,  and  an 
odd  contrast  to  his  friend,  who  was  long  and  lank. 
The  pair  of  them  looked  like  Don  Quixote  and  his 
squire.  The  short  man  I  felt  quite  confident  Hugh 
could  handle,  and  was  surprised,  seeing  his  build, 
that  Pike  should  have  declared  him  a  good  blade. 
Mr.  Le  Clere  was  very  civil,  and  I  followed  liis  di- 
rections, knowing,  as  I  have  said,  but  little  of  each 
affairs. 

"  Our  men  being  stripped  to  the  shirt,  and  ready, 
Mr.  Le  Clere  and  I  drew  away  some  twenty  feet. 
Then,  to  my  surprise,  the  lean  officer  said  to  me, 
'  Mr.  Warder,  shall  I  have  the  honour  to  amuse  you 
with  a  turn  T  Here  are  our  own  swords  of  a  length, 
as  you  see.' 

"  I  was  anything  ratlier  than  amused.  I  had  heai 
of  this  foolish  English  custom  of  the  friends  also  e 
gaging.  I  knew  that  it  was  usual  to  make  the  offer, 
and  that  it  was  not  needful  to  accept;  but  now,  as  I 
gaw  my  Hugh  standing  ready  with  his  sword  upon 
the  ground,  I  began  to  shake  all  over,  and  to  colour. 
Such  hath  always  been  my  habit  when  in  danger, 
even  from  my  boyhood.  It  is  not  because  I  am 
afraid.  Yet,  as  it  seems  to  another  like  fear,  to  fe 
it  sets  mo  in  a  cold  rago,  and  lias  many  times,  us  o 
this  occasion,  led  me  into  extremes  of  rashness. 

"I  suppose  Mr.  Lg  Clere  saw  my  condition,  an 
unhappily  let  loose  on  his  face  a  faint  smile.     '  A' 
your  service,'  I  said,  and  cast  off  my  coat. 

" '  It  ifi  not  necessary,  sir,'  ho  replied,  a  bit  ashaniei 
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to  engage  a  feUow  like  me,  who  shook  and  blushed, 
and  looked  to  be  about  seventeen. 

" '  We  are  losing  time,'  said  I,  in  a  fury,  not  over- 
sorry  to  be  thus  or  in  any  way  distracted  from  Hugh's 
peril.  In  truth,  I  need  have  had  small  fear  for  him. 
For  two  years  Hugh  and  I  had  fenced  almost  daily, 
and  what  with  Pike  and  Arthur  Wynne,  knew  most 
of  the  tricks  of  the  small  sword. 

"The  next  moment  Le  Clere  cried,  'On  guard, 
gentlemen ! '  and  I  heard  the  click  of  the  blades 
as  they  met.  I  had  my  hands  full,  and  was  soon 
aware  of  Le  Clere's  skill.  I  was,  liowever,  as  agile 
as  a  cjit,  and  he  less  clever  with  his  legs  than  his 
arm.  Nor  do  I  think  he  desired  to  make  the  affair 
serious.  In  a  few  minutes— it  seemed  longer— I 
heard  an  oath,  and,  alarmed  for  Hugh,  cAst  a  glance 
in  his  direction.  I  saw  his  foe  fall  back,  his  sword 
flying  some  feet  away.  My  indiscretion  giive  my 
man  his  chance.  His  blade  caught  in  my  rolled- 
np  sleeve,  bent,  and,  as  I  drove  my  own  throngh  his 
shoulder,  passed  clean  through  the  left  side  of  my 
neck.  With  a  great  jet  of  blood,  I  fell,  and  for  a 
little  knew  no  more." 

This  account  from  Jack's  journal  is  a  better  stat^ 
raent  of  this  sad  business  than  I  could  have  set  down. 
I  saw  with  horror  Jack  and  Le  Clci-e  sahite,  niid  then 
was  too  full  of  business  to  see  more,  until  I  had  dis- 
armed Mr.  Woodville,  badly  wounding  his  sword- 
hand,  a  rare  accident.  And  here  was  my  Jack 
dead,  as  I  thought.  I  think  I  can  never  forget 
that  scene  -,  Mr.  Le  Clere,  gannt  and  thin,  lifting  his 
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late  foe,  the  surgeon  kneeling  and  busy,  my  own 
man  hot  and  wrathful,  cursing  like  mad,  and  wrap- 
ping his  hand  about  with  a  handkerchief,  clearly  in 
pain,  and  I  waiting  for  the  word  of  death  or  life. 

At  last  the  doctor  said,  "It  is  bad— bad,  but  not 
tataL  How  came  it,  Le  Clere  t  Tou  told  me  that 
neither  you  nor  Mr.  Woodville  meant  anything 
serious." 

I  was  kneeling  by  Jack,  and  was  not  intended  to 
hear  what  all  were  too  hot  and  excited  to  guard  by 
bated  breath. 

"  Damn  it,  doctor !  "  returned  Le  Clere.  "  It  is  no 
use  to  talk.  I  never  imagined  that  youngster  wonld 
take  me  at  my  word." 

"  You  will  be  in  hot  water  here,"  said  the  doctor. 
"  I  would  advise  you  to  get  away,  and  soon." 

"And  we  shall  supply  amusement  to  every  mees 
in  the  army,"  said  Woodville,  with  an  abundance  of 
bad  language.     "  Quakers  indeed  !  " 

Jack's  eyes  opened,  and  he  said,  "Thon  art  not 
hurt,  Hught" 

"  No,  no ! "  I  answered,  and,  relieved  a  little,  turned 
to  Mr.  Le  Clere :  "  We  shall,  I  fear,  have  to  a^Ji  thy 
chaise  of  thee.  We  came  afoot.  I  will  send  it  back 
at  once." 

Le  Clere  said,  "  Of  course ;  with  all  my  heart" 

"  Thou  wilt  pardon  me,"  said  I,  "  if  I  advise  thee 
to  accept  the  doctor's  advice,  and  get  away  with  all 
speed.  I  shoxild  be  sorrj-  if  thou  wert  arrested.  The 
feeling  against  gentlemen  of  thy  profession  is  un- 
happUy  strong  just  now." 
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Le  Clere  looked  me  over  with  a  quick  glance  of 
something  like  curiosity',  and  said,  as  he  gave  his 
hand,  "  You  are  a  gallant  gentleman,  Mr.  Wynne. 
You  will  permit  an  older  man  to  say  so.  I  trust  we 
may  meet  again.  Are  all  Quakers  as  clever  at  sword- 
play  T " 

I  said  a  civil  word,  seeing  Jack  smile  as  he  lay 
with  my  bloody  coat  under  his  head.  Then,  as  I  re> 
membered  that  perhaps  Mr.  Woodville  might  not  be 
satisfied,  I  went  up  to  him  and  said,  "  I  am  at  thy 
service,  sir,  if  thou  art  not  contented  to  let  us  be  quit 
of  this  matter." 

"It  must  needs  rest  now,"  he  replied.  "Damn 
your  tricks ! " 

"  Sir ! "  said  I. 

"  Holloa !  "  says  Le  Clere ;  "  this  won't  do.  Keep 
your  temper.  This  way,  Mr.  Wynne."  And  he  drew 
me  aside. 

It  was  full  time ;  I  was  beginning  to  get  my  blood 
up,  and  was  in  a  mge. 

"  This  comes,"  he  said,  "  of  going  out  with  a  fellow 
that  has  risen  from  the  ranks.  Why  do  your  ladies 
receive  every  one  who  wears  a  red  coat!  Let  me 
help  you  with  your  friend.  I  am  most  sorry.  For 
my  share,  I  liave  a  neat  reminder  in  tlie  .shoulder. 
Mr.  Wai-der  has  the  wrist  of  a  blacksmith"— which 
was  true,  and  for  good  reason. 

There  is  no  need  to  teU  of  the  wrath  and  incapacity 
of  poor  Jack's  father.  I  got  away  as  soon  as  Dr. 
Rush  arrived,  and,  promising  to  return  in  an  hour, 
went  off  with  a  smile  from  my  Jack,  and  a  "  Thank 
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God !  Hngh,  that  it  was  not  thou  who  had  the  wor 
of  it" 

It  was  about  seven  as  I  knoeked  at  mj  aunt's] 
door,  and,  passing  the  black  page,  ran  n[ 
My  aunt  was  in  the  breakfast-nxtm ;  she  came  to^ 
meet  me  in  a  morning  gown,  and  to  my  astonishment 
was  very  tranqnil,  bnt  with  eyes  that  looked  anxioTis, 
and  far  more  red  than  common. 

"  Sit  down,  sir.  I  want  to  hear  about  this  ridicu- 
lous business.* 

^  It  may  seem  so  to  thee,"  said  I ;  "  I  am  glad  if  it  j 
•muses  thea' 

"Stuff!  Talk  decent  English,  man  That  wasj 
like  your  father.     Is— arv  you— is  any  one  hurt? * 

I  aaid  that  was  what  we  went  for,  and  so  told  her 
the  whole  sorry  business. 

'^And  it  was  for  me,  sir!"  she  cried;  "for  mel 
And  my  dear  farare  girl-boy !     Is  it  dangerous  T  ' 

I  hoped  not.  We  bad  both  left  oor  maiks  on  tlie ' 
Eo^Aolbeeta.  That  she  liked.  Then  die  waa  silesrk , 
awhile 

"  Here  is  come  a  note  trom  the  kitten     Will  yoa] 
hare  it  T  It  may  be  all  yon  will  ever  get  of  her.  She 
aays  she  has  held  her  tongue ;  I  can^ — I  dont  belie  v4 
her— and  asks  me  to  lei  her  know  if  any  are  hurt 
I  wHL   Does  she  suppose  gentlemen  go  out  just  to., 
look  at  one  another  T     Ridiculous ! ' 

I  spoke  at  last  of  my  father;  of  how  he  wiuild 
take  this  matter,  erf  his  increasing  acerbity,  and  of 
ray  own  unhappy  life,  where  I  found  nothing  to  ne» 
place  mj  mother^  Iov«.    My  last  disaster  and  poor 
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Jack's  wound  seemed  like  enough  to  widen  the  gap 
between  me  and  my  parent,  and  my  Aunt  Gainer 
was  troubled. 

"  You  must  be  first  to  tell  him,"  said  my  aunt.  "  I 
think  he  will  say  but  little.  He  has  given  yon  up 
as  a  sheep  lost  in  the  darkness  of  iniquity,  and  too 
black  to  be  found  easily." 

I  begged  her  not  to  jest.  I  was  sore  and  sick  at 
heart. 

"  Eat  your  breakfast,"  she  said,  "  and  get  it  over 
with  your  father." 

I  hurried  through  the  meal,  and  went  upstairs, 
to  find  my  sleeve  full  of  blood,  idfchough  no  harm 
had  been  done  but  what  was  ea.sily  set  right  by  what 
Dr.  Rush  failed  a  bit  of  diachylon  plaster.  (I  think 
I  spell  it  correctly.) 

As  I  went  by  Darthea's  home  I  cast  a  glance  up 
at  the  open  window,  and  saw  my  lady  looking  out. 
Slie  was  pale,  and  as  she  called  to  me  I  could  not 
but  go  in,  for,  indeed,  she  ran  herself  to  open  the 
door. 

"Come  in!  Oh,  just  a  moment!  "she  cried.  "Your 
annt  has  written  me  a  note,  and  it  tells  me  almost 
nothing—  nothing." 

I  was  in  no  very  kindly  humour  with  MissDarthea. 
Since  our  talk  about  my  cousin  she  had  been  very 
high  and  miglity,  and  would  have  little  to  say  to  rnc 
except  lu) pleasant  tilings  about  the  angry  politics  uf 
the  day.  I  said  I  was  glad  to  have  heard  she  had 
told  no  one  of  what  my  aunt's  rash  speech  had  let 
Blip.  I  had  better  have  held  my  own  tongue.  Darthea 
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was  in  another  mood  to-day,  and  all  at  once  became  I 
qoiet  and  dignified. 

"  I  gave  my  word,  Mr.  Wynne.     When  you  know 
me  better  yen  nrill  learn  that  I  can  keep  it.    Is — is  i 
Mr.  Warder  much  hurt  t " 

"  Yes,"  I  said ;  '•  he  is  in  great  peril"  I  saw  how 
anxiou.s  she  was,  and  was  vexed  enough  to  want  to 
hurt  her. 

"Oh,  you  men !  yon  men ! '  she  cried.  "  Will  he 
die,  do  yon  think  T  Poor  boy ! "  She  sat  down  and 
began  to  enr'.  "  He  must  not  die ;  why  did  you  lead 
him  into  such  wicked  trouble?" 

It  was  vain  to  explain  how  little  I  had  to  do  with 
the  matter.  Did  she  love  Jack?  I  little  knew  in 
those  days  how  tender  was  this  gentle  heart,  how  it 
went  out,  tendril-like,  seeking  it  knew  not  what,  and 
was  for  this  reason  ever  liable  to  say  too  much,  and 
to  give  rise  to  misapprehension. 

"  0  Darthea !  "  I  cried.  "  Dost  thou  love  my  Jack  T 
I  shall  be  the  last  to  corae  in  his  way.  I  have  said 
I  love  thee  myself,  and  I  can  never  change.  But 
how  can  it  be  T  how  can  it  be  t  And  my  cousin  7  O 
Darthea ! » 

"  I  love  no  one,  sir.  I  love  everj'body.  I— I  think 
you  are  impertinent,  Mr.  WjTine.  Is  it  your  business 
whom  I  love  t  My  God !  there  is  blood  on  your  hand ! 
Are  you  hurt  f " 

It  was  true ;  a  little  blood  was  trickling  down  my  ] 
wrist.  She  was  all  tenderness  again.  I  must  not  go ;  | 
here  was  her  handkerchief;  and  so  on— till  I  longed] 
to  take  her  in  my  arms,  she  made  me  so  sorry  for  lu<! 
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I  said  it  was  of  no  moment,  and  I  must  go. 

"Yon  will  come  soon  again,  and  tell  me  about  Jack." 

I  went  away,  not  wondering  that  all  the  world 
should  love  her. 

I  hastened  to  Jaok's  home,  and  there  found  Dr. 
Rush  and  Dr.  Uleutworth,  who  was  later  to  be  the 
physician  of  Mr.  Washington.  My  aunt,  preceding 
me,  had  taken  possession.  Mr.  Warder  was  re- 
duced to  a  condition  of  abject  obedience,  and  for  a 
month  and  more  my  aunt  hardly  left  her  girl-boy's 
pUlow.  Indeed,  it  was  long  before  I  was  let  to  see 
him,  and  then  he  was  but  a  spectre  of  himself,  with 
not  enough  blood  to  blush  with.  Our  oflBcers  very 
promptly  left  for  New  York  the  day  after  our  fight, 
and  we  heard  no  more  of  them. 

It  would  have  been  of  little  use  to  tell  this  long 
storj'  but  for  the  consequences  to  me  and  to  others. 
I  should  have  done  well  to  see  my  father  at  once ; 
but  I  could  not  get  away,  and  sat  till  noon,  asking 
every  now  and  then  what  I  could  do,  and  if  Jack 
were  better,  despite  the  fact  that  I  was  told  he  was 
doing  welL 

Mr.  Warder  was  one  of  those  people  who,  once  a 
crisis  seems  over,  must  still  be  doing  something,  and 
to  be  rid  of  him  he  was  sent  by  my  aunt  to  get 
certain  articles  the  doctors  did  or  did  not  need. 
It  seemed  wise  to  this  gentleman,  having  completed 
his  errands,  to  pay  a  visit  of  condolence  to  my  father, 
and  thus  it  was  that  greater  mischief  was  made. 

About  two  I  got  away,  and  set  forth  to  see  my  par- 
ent   Already  the  news  was  out,  and  I  was  stopped 
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over  and  over  to  explain  what  lia<l  hapi)ened.  It  was 
the  hour  of  dinner;  for  Friends  dined  at  two,  bui 
my  aunt  and  the  gayer  set  at  four. 

My  fatliev  turned  from  his  meal,  and  coldly  looked 
me  all  over,— my  arm  was  in  a  sling,  on  which  Dr. 
Rush  had  insisted,— and  last  into  my  eyes.  "Well," 
he  said,  "  tliou  art  come  at  last.  Fortunately,  Friend 
Warder  has  been  here,  and  I  know  thy  storj'  and  thi 
miscluof  into  wliich  thou  hast  led  his  poor  lad.  It  is 
time  we  had  a  settlemfut,  thou  and  I.  Hast  thou  fear 
neither  of  God  nor  of  man  t  A  rebellious  son,  and 
a  defier  of  authority  !  It  is  well  thy  mother  is  dead 
before  she  saw  thee  come  to  this  ruin  of  soul  and 
body." 

"  My  God  !  father,"  I  cried ;  "  how  canst  thou 
hurt  me  thus !  I  am  in  sorrow  for  Jack,  and  want 
help.  To  whom  should  I  go  but  to  thee  T  O  mother, 
mother ! "  I  looked  around  at  the  bare  walls,  and 
down  at  the  sanded  floor,  and  could  only  burj'  my 
face  in  my  hands  and  weep  like  a  baby.  What  with 
all  the  day  had  brought,  and  Darthea  and  Jack,  aTid 
now  this  grand  old  man  silent,  impa.ssivo,  nnmovod 
by  what  was  .shaking  me  like  a  storm,— although  I 
loved  him  still  for  all  Ms  hardness,— I  had  no  refuge 
but  in  tears. 

He  rf)se,  and  I  sat  still,  thinking  what  I  should  say. 
"  When  thou  art  ready  to  turn  from  thy  sin  and  ask 
pardon  of  God  and  of  me,  who  am  brought  to  shame 
on  thy  account,  I  will  talk  with  thee." 

Upon  this  I  j*et  myself  between  him  and  the  door.' 
"  We  cannot  part  this  way.     It  is  ti>o  terrible." 


a      I 
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"  That  was  a  matter  thou  hadst  been  wise  to  con- 
sider long  ago,  Ilugh." 

"  No ! "  I  cried.  I  was  as  resolved  as  he.  "  I  must 
be  heard.  How  have  I  offended !  Have  I  neglected 
tljy  hu.sinessf  who  can  say  sof  I  was  insulted  in 
Meeting,  and  I  went  where  men  do  not  tramijh;  on 
a  jK-nitont  hoy,  and  if  I  have  gone  the  way  of  my 
aunt's  world,  is  it  my  fault  or  thine  f  I  have  gone 
away  from  what,  in  thy  opinion,  is  right  as  regai-ds 
questions  in  whieJi  the  best  and  purest  side  with  me. 
Am  I  a  child,  that  1  may  not  u.se  my  own  judgnu'utT " 
It  was  tJie  first  time  in  my  Ufe  that  I  had  plainly 
asserted  my  freedom  to  think  and  to  act. 

To  my  smi)rise,  he  stood  a  moment  in  silence, 
looking  down,  I  as  quiet,  regai-iling  him  with  eager 
and  attentive  eyes.  Then  he  siiiJ,  seeking  my  gaze, 
"  I  Jim  to  blame ;  I  have  too  much  considered  thy 
chances  of  worldly  gain.  I  know  not  whence  thou 
hast  tliy  wilftdness."  As  I  looked  in  the  face  of  this 
strong,  rockdike  man,  I  wondered;  for  he  went  on, 
"Not  from  me,  Hugh,  not  from  me—" 

"  Stf»p !  "  I  said.  "  Tlxm  hast  said  enough."  I 
feai-ed  lest  again  he  should  reproach  her  of  whose 
sweetness  I  hiul  naught  but  a  gift  of  the  blue  eyes 
that  must  have  met  his  with  meiiaee.  I  saw,  as  liis 
hands  shook,  tapjiing  the  floor  with  his  cane,  how 
great  were  both  his  anger  and  his  self-control. 

"  It  were  well,  my  son,  that  this  ended.  I  hope 
thou  wilt  see  thy  way  to  Iwtter  courses.  Thy  cousin 
was  right.  He,  too,  is  a  man  not  of  my  world,  but 
he  saw  more  clearly  than  I  where  thou  wert  going." 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker 


"  What !  "  I  cried,  "  and  thou  canst  think  this  t 
Thou  hast  believed  and  trusted  Arthur  Wynne  J 
What  did  he  say  of  ineT" 

"  I  will  not  be  questioned." 

"The  man  lied  to  thee,"  I  cried,— "why,  I  do  n 
know,— and  to  others  also.     Wliy  did  he  deceive  us 
as  to  Wyncote  T    What  reason  had  he  f    As  he  lied 
about  that,  so  does  he  seem  to  have  lied  about  me. 
By  heaven !  he  shall  answer  me  some  day." 

"I  will  hear  no  profanity  in  my  house.  Stand 
aside !  Dost  thou  not  hear  me  f  Am  I  to  be  dis- 
obeyed in  my  own  house  T " 

I  but  half  took  in  his  meaning,  and  stood  still. 
The  next  moment  he  seized  me  by  the  lapels  of  my 
coat,  and,  spinniujjf  me  round  like  a  child,  pushed  me 
from  him.  I  fell  into  the  great  Penu  chair  he  had 
turned  from  the  table  when  he  rose.  He  threw  open 
tlie  door,  and  I  saw  him  walk  quickly  down  the  hall 
and  out  into  the  orchard  garden. 

For  a  week  he  did  no  more  than  speak  to  me  a 
word  when  business  made  it  needful,  and  then  the 
monotonous  days  went  on  as  ])efore  in  the  pray, 
dismal  home,  out  of  which  tlie  light  of  life's  gladness 
departed  when  those  dear  mother-eyes  were  closed 
in  death. 
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IlHTLE,  tJironghout  that  sad  summer,  my 
.lai^k  wits  slowly  t'oming  back  to  liealth, 
even  the  vast  evfuts  (if  the  war  now 
uuder  way  moved  me  but  little.  My  Anut 
Gainor  would  tMuk  of  no  one  but  her 
young  (Quaker.  Her  house  was  no  longer  gay,  nor 
would  she  go  to  the  country,  until  Mr.  Warder  agreed 
that  she  should  take  Jack  with  ua  to  the  Hill  Farm- 
house, where,  in  the  warm  months,  she  moved  among 
her  cattJe,  and  fed  the  hens,  and  helped  and  bullied 
every  poor  housewife  fai*  and  uear. 

In  a  bright-tiuted  hammock  I  fetched  from  Ma- 
deira, JtU'k  used  to  lie  undi-r  the  apple-trees  that 
June  and  July,  with  my  aunt  for  company,  better 
could  hardly  have  been.  When  I  CAme  from  town 
in  June,  with  news  of  what  the  farmers  and  tlieir 
long  rifles  had  done  at  Bunker  Hill,  it  was  a  little 
too  much  for  Jack's  strength,  and  he  burst  into  teai-s. 
But  Dr.  Rush  declared  that  self-control  was  an  affair 
of  physical  health,  and  that  he  who  had  too  little 
blood— and  Jack  was  lily-white— could  be  neither 
courageous,  nor  able  to  contain  his  emotions,  I  sup- 
pose it  may  be  true. 

I  went  in  and  out  of  towa  doily,  my  father  being 
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unwilling  to  go  to  Merion.  At  times  I  met  James 
Wilson,  who  was  stea<iily  urging  me  to  enter  the 
anny.  Wetherill  had  scarce  any  other  words  for  me. 
But  my  father,  Ja<Jt's  condition,  and  my  aunt's  de- 
pending on  me,  all  stood  in  my  way,  and  I  did  but 
content  myself  with  an  hour's  daily  drill  in  town 
with  others,  who  were  thus  preparing  themselves 
for  active  service. 

We  were  taught,  and  weU  too,  by  an  Irish  ser- 
geant— I  fear  a  deserter  from  one  of  his  Majesty's  reg- 
iments. As  Jack  got  better,  he  was  eager  to  have 
me  put  him  through  his  facings,  but  before  he  was 
fit  the  summer  was  nigh  over. 

It  had  been  a  time  of  great  anxiety  to  all  men. 
The  Vii^inia  colonel  was  conmiander-in-chief ;  a 
motley  army  held  Sir  WiUiam  Howe  penned  up  in 
Boston,  and  why  he  so  quietly  accepted  this  sheep- 
like fate  no  man  of  us  could  comprehend.  My  aunt, 
a  great  letter-writer,  had  mj»ny  correspondents,  and 
one  or  two  in  the  camp  at  Cambridge. 

"  My  Virginia  fox-hunter,"  said  my  aont,  "  is  hav- 
ing evil  days  with  the  New  England  farmers.  He  is 
disposed  to  be  despotic,  says— well,  no  matter  who. 
He  likes  the  whipping-post  too  well,  and  thinks  all 
should,  like  himself,  serve  without  pay.  A  slow  man 
it  is,  but  intelligent,''  says  my  Aunt  Qainor ;  "  sore 
to  get  himself  ri^t,  and  patient  toa  You  will  see, 
Hng^;  he  will  oome  slowly  to  understand  those 
peofde.'^ 

I  smiled  at  the  good  lady's  confidence,  and  yet  she 
right.    They  took  Him  ill  at  first  in  that  ondia- 
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ciplined  camp,  and  queer  tMuge  were  said  of  ^irt\. 
Like  the  rest,  he  was  learning  the  business  of  war, 
and  was  to  commit  many  blunders  and  get  sharp 
lessons  in  this  school  of  the  soldier.  ^ 

These  were  everywhere  uneasy  times.  Day  after 
day  we  heard  of  tliis  one  or  that  one  gone  to  swell 
the  ever-chauging  number  of  those  who  beset  Sir 
William.  Gondolas— most  unlike  gondolas  they 
were— were  being  built  in  haste  for  our  own  river 
defence.  Committees,  going  from  house  to  house, 
coUected  arms,  tent-stuffs,  kettles,  blankets,  and  what 
not,  for  our  troops.  There  were  noisy  elections,  arrests 
of  Tories ;  and  in  October  the  death  of  Peyton  Ran- 
dolph, ex-president  of  the  Congress,  and  the  news 
of  the  coming  of  the  Hessian  hirelings.  It  was  a 
season  of  stir,  angry  discussion,  and  stern  waiting 
for  what  was  to  come ;  but  through  it  all  my  Jack 
prospered  mightily  in  health,  so  that  by  September 
20  he  was  fit  to  leave  us. 

I  still  think  pleasantly  of  all  the  pretty  pictures  of 
pale,  f  Jiir-haire  J  Jack  in  the  hammock,  with  Darthea 
reading  to  him,  and  the  Whig  ladies  with  roses  from 
their  gardens,  and  peaches  and  what  not,  all  for  Jack, 
the  hero,  I  being  that  summer  but  a  small  and  alto- 
gether unimportant  personage. 

Wlien  my  Jack  went  home  again,  we  began  at 
once  to  talk  over  our  plans  for  joining  Mr.  Wash- 
ington ;  I  made  sure  that  now  there  was  no  greater 
obstacle  in  my  way  than  my  father's  opinions. 
Alas!  in  November  my  aunt  took  whnt  Dr.  Rush 
colled  a  pernicious  ague,  and,  although  bled  many 
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times  and  fed  on  Jesnite'  bark,  she  came  near  to  dy- 
ing. In  Jaunar}*  she  was  better,  but  was  become  like 
a  child,  and  deju-nded  upon  me  for  everything.  If  I 
^ut  s{M)ke  of  my  desire  to  be  in  the  field,  she  would 
roll  to  tears  or  declare  me  ungrateful.  She  was 
morally  weakened  by  her  disease,  and  did  seem  to  have 
dianged  as  to  her  character.  I  lamented  to  Jack 
that  it  was  my  fate  to  stay,  and  he  must  go  alone  ; 
I  would  follow  when  I  coiUd. 

It  was  far  into  April  before  my  aunt  was  entirely 
her  old  self,  but  as  early  as  the  close  of  January  she 
had  decided  that  she  was  well,  and  that  to  be  well 
you  must  get  rid  of  doctors.  She  told  the  great 
physician  as  much,  and  he  left-  her  in  vast  disgust. 
Society  she  would  now  have  had  for  remedial  dis- 
traction, but  the  war  had  made  of  it  a  dismal  wreck- 
The  Tories  had  been  warned  or  sent  away;  the 
moderates  hardly  fared  better ;  and  the  old  gay  set 
was  broken  up.  Nevertheless  it  was  not  until  far 
later,  in  July,  '77,  that  Mr.  Chew,  Mr.  Peun,  and 
other  as  important  neutrals,  were  ordered  to  leave 
the  citj' ;  until  then  some  remnants  of  the  govemor'a 
set  kept  up  more  or  less  of  the  pleasant  life  they  had 
once  led.  But  there  were  no  more  redcoats  in  their 
drawing-rooms,  and  our  antagonists  were  of  the  los^^M 
who  had  lingered.  Even  before  their  departure,  any^^ 
gentleman  of  the  king's  service  was  sure  to  be  told 
to  leave,  and  meanwhile  was  apt  to  find  a  militiaman 
at  his  door. 

My  aunt  would  have  none  of  them  that  winter, 
and  her  old  Tory  friends  ceased  to  be  seen  at  li« 
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house,  save  only  Darttioa,  whilst  continental  uniforms 
and  gentlemen  of  the  Congress  were  made  warmly 
welcome;  but  alas!  among-  these  was  uo  uiatcL  for 
her  at  piquet,  and  she  felt  that  uo  one  had  sacrific«(| 
more  for  the  country  than  liail  she. 

In  February  of  '7C  a  double  change  took  place 
among  us,  and  t<»  my  great  iliseontont.  I  had  seen 
much  of  Darthea  in  the  fidl  and  early  winter  of  '75, 
and  luul  come  to  know  her  IxHter.  She  was  ffind  of 
riding  with  my  aunt,  who  had  a  strong  gi'ay  stallion 
fidl  of  tricks,  but  uo  master  of  tlic  hainly  old  hidy, 
whom  neither  horae  nor  man  ever  dismayed.  The 
go(Kl  spinster  was  by  uo  means  as  vigorous  as  I 
coidd  have  wished,  but  ride  she  would  on  all  clear 
days  whether  c(dd  or  not,  and  Uked  well  to  have 
Darthea  with  us.  When  ill  she  waii  a  docile  patient, 
but,  once  afoot,  declared  all  doctors  fools,  and  would 
have  no  more  of  them  "  anil  their  tilthy  doses." 

We  rode  of  sunlit  winter  days  out  to  Germantown, 
or  upon  the  wood  roads  over  Schuylkill,  my  Aunt 
Orainor  from  good  nature  beiug  pleased  to  gallop 
ahead,  and  leave  ua  to  chat  and  follow,  or  not,  as 
might  suit  us. 

One  fine  crisp  morning  in  February  we  were 
breasting  at  a  walk  the  slippery  incline  of  Chestnut 
Hill,  when  Darthea,  who  had  been  imusuaUy  silent, 
said  quite  abruptly : 

"I  am  going  away,  Mr.  Wynne." 

I  was  instantly  troubled.     "  Where  T "  I  said. 

"Next  week,  and  to  New  York.  My  aunt  can 
no  longer  stand  all  this  mob  of  rebels.     We  go  to 
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hot  Tory,  sir.  I  scare  Margaret  Chew  out  of  her 
sweet  wits  when  I  talk  blood,  blood,  sir;  and  as  to 
Miss  Franks,— she  hates  to  be  called  Becky,— when  I 
say  I  hope  to  see  Mr.  Washington  hanged,  slie  vows 
he  is  too  fine  a  man,  and  she  would  only  hang  the 
ugly  ones.  So  take  care,  Mr.  Stay-at-home,  take 
care ;  I  am  no  neutral." 

"  Thank  tliee,"  I  said,  lifting  my  hat  "  I  like  open 
enemies  best." 

"  Oh,  I  will  say  a  good  word  for  you,  when  it  comee 
to  that,  and  you  will  need  it.  Sir  Guy  will  have 
Ticonderoga  soon,  and  Mr.  Howe  New  York ;  so  that, 
with  my  loyal  cousins  and  the  king  in  possession, 
we  shall  at  least  be  in  civihsed  society.'' 

"There  is  a  well-worn  proverb,"  said  I,  "about 
counting  chickens.  Where  shalt  thou  be  in  New 
YorkT" 

"  Cousin  De  Lancey  has  asked  us  to  stay  with  them. 
When  the  king's  troops  return  to  your  rebel  town 
we  shall  come  back,  I  suppose." 

"  I  am  sorry,"  I  said.  "  All  my  friends  are  flitting 
like  swallows.  Poor  Mr.  Frnnks  is  to  go,  it  seems, 
and  the  gay  Miss  Rebecca ;  but  she  likes  the  redcoats 
best,  and  another  is  of  the  same  mind,  I  fear." 

'•  I  am  not  over-grieved  to  go  myself,"  said  Darthea, 
"  and  we  wUl  not  quarrel  just  now  about  the  redcoats. 
Have  you  seen  Mr.  Warder  to-day  t " 

"  I  have  not." 

"  Then  I  am  the  bearer  of  ill  news.  He  is  to  join 
your  new  general  in  a  week  or  two.  He  could  not 
find  you  this  morning.    I  think  he  was  relieved  to 
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abraptly,  and  in  quite  another  voice,  "You  do  not 
like  Mr.  ^Vi-tiiur  Wyuue ;  whj  do  you  not  1 " 

I  y/&s  startled.  One  never  knew  when  she  would 
get  under  one's  guard  and  jiut  wonie  jiriekly  iiuestion. 

"  Dost  thou  tliiuk  I  liave  rejison  to  like  liini  f "  I 
said.  "  I  did  like  him  once,  but  now  I  do  not ;  nor 
does  be  love  me  any  better.  Why  dost  thou  ask 
met" 

"Oh,  for— no  matter!  I  am  not  going  to  say 
why." 

"I  think  thou  knowest,  Darthea,  that  he  is  no 
friend  of  mine." 

"  Let  us  join  your  aunt,"  she  said  gravely. 

"  One  word  more,"  said  I,  "  and  I  shah  trouble  thee 
no  further.  Rest  sure  that,  come  what  may,  there 
is  one  man  who  loves  thee  with  a  love  no  man  can 
better." 

"  I  wish  you  had  not  said  that.  There  are  some, 
Mr.  Wynne,  who  never  know  when  to  take  No  for 
an  answer." 

"  I  am  one,"  said  I.  , 

To  this  slie  made  no  reply,  and  rode  on  looking 
ahead  in  a  dreamy  way  that  fet^-hed  ba<'k  to  my 
memory  a  prettiness  my  dear  mother  had.  Pres- 
ently turning,  she  said: 

"Let  it  end  here;  and— and  my  name  is  Miss 
Peniston,  please." 

There  was  no  pettishness  in  her  voice— only  a 
cert-iviri  dignity  which  sits  better  on  little  women 
than  on  little  men,  and  provokes  no  smile.  She  was 
looking  at  me  with  a  curiouB  steadiness  of  gaze  as 


she  epoke.  It  was  my  last  cliance  for  man}'  a  day, 
aud  I  coiild  not  let  her  go  with  a  mere  bow  of  meek 
submission. 

"  If  I  have  been  rude  or  dis<>ourteou8,  I  am  mor^| 
sorry  thun  I  can  say.     If  I  adled  thee  Dartbea,  i^^ 
was  because  hope  seemed  to  biing  us  nearer  for  one 
dear  moment     Ah  !  I  may  call  thee  Miss  Peniston, 
but  for  me  always  thou  wilt  be  Darthea;  and  I  shall 
love  Dai'thea  to  the  fud,  evt-u  when  Miss  Peiiiston_ 
has  come  to  be  a  distant  dream  and  has  anoth« 
name.     I  am  most  sorry-  to  have  given  thee  annoy-' 
ance.    Forget  that,  and  pardon  me." 

"  Mr.  Wynne,  you  lu-e  a  kindly  and  courteous  gen- 
tleman. I  wish— and  you  must  not  misapprehend 
me— that  I  loved  you.  Oh,  I  do  not.  Your  aunt, 
who  is  so  good  to  me,  is  a  fierce  wooer.  I  am  afraid 
of  her,  and— she  must  be  miles  away;  let  us  join 
her:"  And  with  this  she  shook  her  bridle,  and  wa8_ 
off  at  speed,  and  my  mare  and  I  at  her  side. 

If  I  hnvp  ninde  those  who  loved  Darthea  Penistoj 
and  me  understand  this  winning  soid,  I  shall 
glad;  and  if  not  I  shall  at  least  have  had  the  plea- 
sure of  repeating  words  and  describing  actions  which 
live  in  my  remembrance  witli  such  exactness  as  does 
not  apply  to  much  of  what,  to  the  outer  world,  may 
seem  far  better  entitled  to  be  remembered.   She  he 
it  in  her  to  hurt  you,  help  you,  pity  you,  mock 
amnso  you,  and  back  of  it  all  was  the  honesty  an 
truth  of  a  womanhood  capable  of  courageous  conduct," 
and  despising  all  forms  of  meanness.    That  she  was 
variously  regarded  was  natural.    Margaret  Shippen 
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said  she  cared  only  for  dress  and  the  men ;  and  the 
witty  Miss  Franks,  seeing  further,  bnt  not  all,  said 
that  Partli(;a  Peniston  was  an  actress  of  the  minute, 

Pwho  believed  her  every  rfllo  to  be  real.  My  wise 
aunt  declared  that  she  was  several  women,  and  that 
she  did  not  always  keep  some  of  them  in  order.  It 
^^  was  clear,  to  me  at  lea-st,  that  she  was  growing  older 
^P  in  mind,  and  was  beginning  to  keep  stricter  school 
for  those  other  women  with  whom  my  aunt  credited 

■  this  perplexing  little  lady. 
Before  I  quite  leave  her  for  a  time,  I  must  let 
Jack  say  a  word.    It  will  tell  more  than  I  then  knew 
or  could  know,  and  will  save  me  from  saying  that 
which  were  better  said  by  another. 

"  At  last  there  is  certainty  of  a  long  war,  and  I, 
being  well  again,  must  take  my  side.   It  is  fortunate 
when  choice  is  so  easy,  for  I  find  it  often  hard  in  life 
to  know  ju.<*t  what  is  right.     Poor  Hugh,  who  has 
gone  further  than  I  from  our  fathers'  faith,  will  still 
declare  he  is  of  Friends ;  but  he  commonly  drops  our 
I       language  if  he  is  not  excited  or  greatly  interested, 
and  the  rest  wiU  go  too.    It  is  strange  that  his  reso- 
luteness and  clear  notions  of  duty  have  so  helped 
me,  and  yet  tliat  he  is  so  caught  and  tied  fast  by 
Miss   Gainor's  dependence  upon  him,  and  by  his 
1       scruples  as  to  his  father.    He  cannot  do  the  thing 
[       he  would.   Now  that  my  own  father  has  sold  out  his 
i      business,  I  at  least  am  left  without  excuse.     I  shall 
^■go  at  once,  fur  fear  I  shall  change  my  mind."    A 
more  unlikely  thing  I  cannot  imagine  to  have  hap- 
pened to  John  Warder. 


236      Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Qualcer 


"  I  saw  Darthea  to-day,"  he  goes  on  to  write.  "  She 
is  going  to  New  York.  She  talked  to  me  with  such 
frankness  as  almost  broke  my  heart.  She  does  not 
know  how  dear  she  is  to  me.  I  was  ueai-  to  telling 
her  J  but  if  she  said  No,— and  she  would,  — I  might 
—oh,  I  could  not  see  her  again.  I  hud  rather  live 
in  doubt.  And  whether  Hugh  loves  her  or  not  I 
would  I  knew.  Mistress  Wynne  does  but  laugh  and 
say,  '  Lord  bless  us !  they  all  love  her ! '  Hugh  is, 
as  to  some  things,  reticent,  and  of  Darthea  likes  so 
little  to  speak  tliat  I  am  led  to  think  it  is  a  serious 
business  for  him ;  and  if  it  be  so,  what  can  I  but  go  1 
for  how  could  I  come  between  him  and  a  woman 
he  loved  T  Never,  surely.  Why  is  life  such  a  tangle  f 
As  concerns  this  thing,  it  is  weU  I  jun  going.  What 
else  is  left  for  me  I    My  duty  has  long  been  plain. 

"I  did  venture  to  ask  Darthea  of  Mr.  Arthur 
WjTine.  She  said  quietly,  '  I  have  had  a  letter  to- 
day ;'  and  with  tliis  she  looked  at  me  in  a  sort  of 
defiant  way.  I  like  the  man  not  at  all,  and  wonder 
that  women  fancy  him  so  greatly.  "Wliou  I  said  I 
was  sorry  she  was  going,  she  replied,  'It  is  no 
one's  business ; '  and  then  added,  '  nor  Mr.  WjTine's 
neither,'  as  if  Hugh  hod  said  a  word.  In  fact,  Miss 
Peniston  was  almost  as  cross  and  abrupt  as  dear  Miss 
Wynne  at  her  worst.  If  ever,  God  willing,  I  should 
marry  her,— there,  I  am  blushing  even  to  think  of 
such  a  sweet  impossibility,— she  would  drive  me  fran- 
tic. I  should  be  in  sniall  rages  or  begging  her  par 
don  every  half-huiu-  of  the  day. 

"  What  will  Hugh  say  when  he  hears  the  Meeting 
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mpana  to  disown  us  J  It  troubles  me  deeply.  My 
father  is  trembling  too,  for  since  a  month  be  is  all 
for  resisting  oppression,  and  who  has  been  talking 
to  liim  I  do  not  know.  Miss  Wynne  called  him  a 
decrepit  weathercock  to  me  last  montli,  and  then 
wa.s  in  a  fury  at  Lerself,  and  soitj-  too ;  but  she  will 
talk  with  liiui  no  more.  It  cannot  be  because  ho 
hoa  sold  his  Holhind  cloths  so  weU  to  the  clothier- 
general.     I  never  can  tliiuk  that. 

"  Wlien  I  saw  Miss  Wynne,  and  would  have  seen 
Hugh  had  he  been  in,  I  t-old  her  of  my  meaning  to 
go  away  by  the  packet  to  BurUngtou,  and  thence 
through  New  Jersey.  She  saitl  it  was  well,  but  that 
Hugh  should  not  go  yet.  He  should  go  soon.  Mr. 
Lee,  the  new  general,  had  been  to  see  her— a  great 
soldier,  she  was  told.  But  she  had  not  liked  him, 
because  he  let  her  believe  he  came  of  the  same  family 
as  Mr.  Rifharrl  Ileun,-  liCe  of  Virginia,  whereas  this 
is  not  so.  He  Wiis  lank,  sour,  and  ill  dressed,  she 
said,  and  fetched  his  two  dogs  into  tlie  house.  When 
he  saw  Hugh,  he  said  it  was  time  all  tlie  young  men 
were  out.  Miss  Wynne  disliked  this,  and  it  is  re- 
ported that  Mrs.  Ferguson  and  she,  meeting  after 
church,  had  nearly  eome  to  blows,  because  Mrs.  Fer- 
guson had  said  the  people  who  made  the  war  should 
be  in  the  war,  and  on  this  the  old  lady  desired  to 
know  if  this  arrow  was  infant  for  her  or  for  her 
nephew.  Mrs.  F.,  not  lacking  courage,  said  she 
might  choose. 

"  So  Madam  Wynne  is  pulled  this  way  and  that, 
and  I  must  go  alone ;  and  I  shall  have  a  lieutenant's 
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commission,  and  a  pretty  fellow  am  I  to  order  other 
men  about.     I  like  best  the  coiitiuenla!  line." 

I  saw  Ja<^k  tlie  day  after  my  ride  with  Aliss  Pen- 
iston.  I  said  sadly  that  he  was  right,  oud  wo  talked 
it  all  over  that  week,  ruuuing  down  the  river  at  early 
morning  after  ducks,  and  through  the  wide  ehannel 
between  League  Ishiud  and  the  Neck;  or  else  we 
were  away  to  Red  Bauk,  or  to  the  Jersey  coast,  if 
the  ice  permitted,  as  it  often  did.  It  was  a  wonder- 
ful, open  winter,  as  it  chanced,  and  we  had  more 
than  our  usual  share  of  the  ducks,  which  were  very 
abundant.  As  we  lay  in  the  gray  weeds  below  the 
bluff  at  Red  Bauk,  we  little  thought  of  what  it  was 
to  see.  Our  gallant  Mercer,  who  fell  at  Princeton, 
was  to  give  a  name  to  the  fort  we  built  long  after; 
and  there,  too,  was  to  die  Count  Donop,  as  brave  a 
man,  far  from  home,  sold  by  his  own  priuce  to  be 
the  hireling  of  a  shameful  king. 

The  ducks  flew  over  tliick,  and  between  times,  as 
we  waited,  we  talked  at  intervals  of  the  war,  of 
Montgomery's  failure  to  capture  Quebec,  and  of  the 
lingering  siege  of  Boston ;  of  how  the  brutal  de- 
struction of  Norfolk  in  December  bad  stiri-ed  the  Vir- 
ginians, and  indeed  every  true  heart  in  tlie  colonies. 
Jack  would  write  when  occasion  8er\'ed. 

That  last  day  (it  was  now  Febmarj-,  as  I  have  said) 
we  supped  with  my  aunt.  Jack  and  I.  After  the  meal 
was  over,  she  went  out  of  the  room,  and,  coming  back, 
gave  Jack  a  handsome,  serviceable  sword,  with  a 
proper  sash  and  tie.  Then  she  must  moke  him  take 
a  hundred  pounds  in  a  purse  she  had  netted;  and 
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when  lie  would  not  she  said  he  was  going  to  school, 
and  must  have  a  tip,  aud  would  hear  no  more,  and 
kissed  him,  at  which  he  got  very  red.  Indeed,  she 
was  deeply  moved,  as  was  plain  to  see  from  the  way 
she  talked,  speaking  fast,  and  saying  all  manner  of 
foolish  tilings. 

This  business  of  the  sword  troubled  me  more  than 
it  ought  to  have  done,  and  I  resolved  that  nothing 
should  long  keep  me  out  of  the  field ;  but  alas !  it  was 
many  a  day  before  my  going  became  possible.  And 
so  my  Jack  went  away,  aud  Miss  Peuistoii. 

The  war  was  dull  for  a  time,  as  the  armies  got 
ready  for  a  spring  at  each  other's  throats.  At  last, 
in  March,  his  Excellency  seized  Dorchester  Heights, 
and  Boston  became  no  longer  tenable.  Howe  left 
it  on  March  17,  and,  what  was  as  desirable,  some  two 
hundred  cannon  and  vast  stores  of  ammunition. 
Then,  on  Cambridge  Common,  our  chief  tlirew  to  the 
free  winds  our  flag,  with  its  thirteen  stripes,  and  still 
in  the  corner  the  blood-red  cross  of  St.  George. 

Late  in  this  winter  of  '75-'76,  an  event  took  place, 
or  rather  the  sequel  of  an  event,  which  made  me  feel 
deeply  the  embaiTai^snient  in  wliich  the  condition  of 
my  aunt  and  father  placed  me.  He  who  reads  may 
remember  my  speaking  of  a  young  fellow  whom  I 
saw  at  the  Woodlands,  John  Macpherson.  I  took 
a  great  fancy  t«  him  later,  and  we  fished  and  shot 
together  until  he  went  away,  in  August  of  '75,  to 
join  Arnold  for  his  wild  march  into  Canada. 

His  father,  brokc!i  and  sad,  now  brought  to  my 
aunt  the  news  of  his  son's  death  in  the  assault  on 
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Quebec,  and,  speechless  with  griof,  showed  her  the 
young  fellow's  letter,  writ  the  night  before  he  felL 
He  wrote,  with  other  matter :  "  I  cannot  resist  the 
inclination  I  feel  to  assure  you  that  I  experience  no 
reluctance  in  this  cause  to  ventiu'c  a  life  I  consider 
as  only  lent,  »md  to  bo  used  when  my  country  de- 
mands it."  He  went  on  to  say  thut,  if  ho  died,  he 
coidd  wish  his  brother  W'ilUam,  au  adjutant  in  the 
king's  anny,  would  not  continue  in  the  service  of 
our  enemies.  I  saw,  too,  General  Schuyler's  let' 
of  c(mdoleuce,  but  this  was  later. 

Nothing  had  moved  me  like  this.  I  went  away, 
leaving  the  father  and  my  aunt.  People  came  to  this 
strong  woman,  sure  of  her  teuderest  help,  and  I  trust 
she  comforted  her  friend  in  his  loss.  This  was  the 
first  officer  of  our  own  set  our  city  lost  in  war,  ayd 
the  news,  I  think,  affected  me  more  than  any.  How, 
indeed,  could  I  dare  bo  stay  when  the  best  manhi 
of  the  land  was  facing  death  in  a  cause  as  dear 
me  as  to  any  f 

In  June  a  new  calamity  fell  on  me,  or  I  should  s 
on  my  fatlier ;  for  I  felt  it  but  little,  or  only  as  in 
some  degree  a  release  from  bonds  which  I  hesitated 
to  sever  by  mj*  own  act.  On  the  morning  of  June  25, 
my  fathei"  called  me  into  his  counting-room,  and, 
closing  the  door,  sat  down,  I,  as  was  thought  fit, 
standing  until  told  to  be  seated.  Since  he  made  no 
sign  of  any  such  desire  on  liis  part,  I  knew  at  one© 
tlmt  this  was  not  to  be  a  talk  al^ouL  oiu-  affau-s,  in 
which,  I  may  say,  I  had  no  interest  except  as  to  a 
very  moderate  salary. 
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"  Thou  wilt  have  to-day  a  call  from  Friend  Pem- 
bertou.  The  overseers  are  moved,  at  last,  to  call  thee 
to  an  accouut.  I  have  lost  hope  tiiat  thou  wilt  for- 
sake and  coudemu  thy  en-or.  I  Lave  worked  with 
the  ovei-seers  to  give  thee  aud  thy  friend,  Johu  War- 
der, time,  aud  tliis  has  been  with  tenderness  accorded. 
No  good  is  yet  come  of  it.  If  this  private  admoni- 
tion be  of  no  L'ffeet,  thy  case  will  come  before  over- 
seei-s  again,  aud  thuii  wilt  be  detdt  witli  as  a  disorderly 
person,  recommended  to  be  disowned,  when  thy  mis- 
deeds come  to  be  laid  before  the  Quju'terly  Meeting 
for  discipline.  Ah'eatly  the  Yearly  Meeting  hath 
found  faidt  with  us  for  lax  dealing  witli  such  as 
thou  art.  Thou  hast  ceased  to  obey  either  tliy 
father  or  thy  God,  and  now  uiy  shame  for  thee  is 
opened  to  all  men." 

Not  greatly  moved  I  listened  to  this  summarj'  of 
what  was  to  happen.  "It  is  too  late,"  I  said,  "to 
argue  tliis  matt*r,  my  dear  father.  I  cannot  sin 
agaiiist  my  conscience.  I  will  receive  Mr.  Pemberton 
aa  thy  friend.  He  is  a  man  whom  all  men  respect 
and  many  love,  but  his  ways  ai-e  no  longer  my  ways. 
Is  tliat  all  ? "  I  added.  I  feared  any  long  talk  witli 
my  father.  We  were  as  sure  to  fall  out  at  last  as 
were  he  and  my  Aunt  Gainor. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  "that  is  all.  Aud  tell  Wdson  to 
bring  me  the  invoice  of  the  '  Saucy  Sally.' " 

This  time  neither  of  us  had  lost  temper.  He  had 
transacted  a  piece  of  lousiness  which  concerned  my 
soul,  and  I  had  listened.  It  had  left  me  sore,  but 
that  was  an  old  and  too  faiuLUar  story.     Reflecting 
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on  what  had  passed  in  the  counting-house,— and  my 
conclusion  now  shows  me  how  fast  I  was  growing 
older,— I  put  on  my  hat  at  once,  and  set  out  to  find 
the  overseer  deputed  to  make  a  private  remonstrance 
with  my  father's  son.  I  suppose  that  my  action  was 
also  hastened  by  a  disinclination  to  lie  still,  awaiting  ' 
an  unpleasant  and  unavoidable  business. 

Finding  James  Pembertou  in  his  office,  I  told  him 
that  my  errand  was  out  of  respect  to  relieve  him  of  | 
the  need  to  call  upon  a  younger  man.  He  seemed 
pleased,  and  opened  the  matter  in  a  way  so  gentle 
and  considerate  that  I  am  sure  no  man  oould  have 
bettered  the  manner  of  doing  it.  My  attention  to 
business  and  quieter  life  had  for  a  time  reassured 
the  overseers.  He  would  not  speak  of  blood-guilti- 1 
uess  now,  for  out  of  kindness  to  my  distressed  parent 
they  had  seen  fit  to  wait,  and  for  a  time  to  set  it 
aside.  My  father  had  been  in  much  affliction,  and 
Friends  had  taken  note  of  this.  Now  he  had  to  call 
to  my  mind  the  testimony  of  Friends  as  to  war,  and 
even  how  many  had  been  reported  to  the  Yearly 
Meeting  for  Sufferings  on  aoxjount  of  righteous  un- 
willingness to  resist  constituted  authority,  and  how 
men  of  my  views  had  oppressed  and  abused  them. 
Had  I  read  the  letter  of  the  Yearly  Meeting  of  1774, 
warning  members  not  to  depart  from  their  peaceful 
principles  by  taking  part  in  any  of  the  political  mat- 
ters then  being  stirred  up,  reminding  all  Friends  that 
under  the  king's  government  they  had  been  favoured 
with  a  peaceful  and  prosperous  enjoyment  of  their 
rights,  and  the  like  T 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker      243 

I  listened  quietly,  aud  said  it  was  too  late  to  discuss 
these  questions,  which  were  many ;  that  my  mind 
was  fully  made  up,  and  that  as  soon  as  possible  I 
meant  to  enter  the  army.  Ho  had  the  good  sense 
to  see  that  I  was  <:>f  no  inclination  to  change ;  and 
so,  after  some  wurds  uf  the  most  tender  renioustrance, 
he  bade  me  to  prayerfully  consider  the  business  fur- 
ther, since  overseers  woitkl  not  meet  at  once,  and 
even  when  they  did  there  would  be  time  to  manifest 
to  Friends  a  just  sense  of  my  errora. 

I  thanked  him,  aud  went  my  way,  making,  however, 
no  sign  of  gi-aee,  so  that,  011  July  4  of  this  1776, 
late  in  the  evening,  I  received  in  my  aunt's  presence 
a  letter  from  Isaac  Freopian,  clerk  of  the  Meeting, 
incJosing  a  formal  minute  of  the  final  action  of 
Friends  in  my  case. 

"What  is  that?"  said  Aunt  Gainor,  verj'  cheerful 
over  a  letter  of  thanks  to  her  fur  having  sold  at  cost 
to  the  Committee  of  Safety  the  cl*)th  of  Holland  and 
the  blankets  she  had  iuJnced  my  father  to  buy  for 
her.  She  had  stored  them  away  for  this  hour  of 
need,  and  was  now  fall  of  satisfaction  because  of 
having  made  my  father  the  means  of  clothing  the 
continental  troops. 

"  Read  it  aloud.  What  is  it,  sir  t"  I  was  smiling 
over  what  a  few  years  before  would  have  cost  me 
many  a  bitter  thought. 

"  Give  it  me !  What  is  it  T  "  Then  she  put  on  a 
pair  of  the  new  spectacles  with  wire  supports  to  rest 
on  the  ears.  "  Dr.  Franklin  gave  me  these  new  in- 
ventions, and  a  great  comfort  too.    I  cannot  endure 
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bridge  glasses ;  they  leave  dents  in  one's  nose.     You 
have  not  seen  him  lat<?ly.   He  was  here  to-day.  You 
should  see  him,  Hugh.    He  was  dressed  very  fine 
a  velvet  coat  witli  new,  shilling  Imttons,  and  bl 
me !  but  he  has  got  mauuers  as  fiue  as  his  rufSi 
and  that  is  saying  a  good  deal— Mechlin  of  the  best 
You  would  not  know  the  man." 

With  this  she  began  to  look  at  my  letter.   "  Hoi 
toity,  sir !  this  is  a  fine  setting  down  for  a  naughi 
Qnaker.*"    And  she  read  it  aloud  in  a  strong  voice, 
her  head  back,  and  the  great  promontoiy  of  her  nose 
twitching  at  the  nostrils  now  and  then  with  supreme 
contempt : 


" '  To  Hugh  Wyxne  :  A  minute,  this  Tenth-day  of 
Sixth-month,  1776,  from  the  monthly  Meeting  of 
Friends  held  at  Philadelphia. 

" '  Whereas  Hugh  Wj-nne  hath  had  his  birth  and 
education  among  Friends,  and,  as  we  believe,  hath 
been  convinced  of  that  divine  principle  which  pre- 
serves the  followers  thereof  from  a  disposition  to 
contend  for  the  asserting  of  civil  rights  in  a  manner 
contrary  to  our  peaceful  profession,  yet  doth  not 
manifest  a  disposition  to  make  the  Meeting  a  proper 
acknowledgment  of  his  outgoings,  and  hath  furtliecj 
declared  his  intention  to  continue  his  wrong-doing 

"'Therefore,  for  the  clearing  of  truth  and  oi 
society,  we  give  forth  our  testimony  against  such' 
breaches,  and  can  have  no  unity  with  him,  the  said 
Hngh  Wj-nup,  as  a  member  of  our  society  until  he 
become  sensible  of  his  deviations,  and  come  to  a  sense 
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of  his  error,  and  condemn  the  same  to  the  satisfac- 
tion of  Friends ;  which  is  that  we,  as  Christian  men, 
desire. 

" '  Signed  in,  and  on  behalf  of,  the  Meeting  by 

" '  Isaac  FitixMAN, 
" '  Clerk: 


"  What  insolent  nonsense ! "  cried  Miss  WjTme.  "  I 
hope  yoor  father  is  satisfied.  I  assure  yon  I  am. 
Yon  are  free  at  last.  Here  was  James  Warder  to-day 
with  a  like  docament  to  the  address  of  my  dear  Jack. 
I  was  assured  that  it  was  a  t«.'rrib]e  ilisgrace.  I  bade 
him  take  snuff  and  not  be  any  gi-eater  fool  than  na- 
ture hiul  made  him.  He  took  my  snuff  and  sneezed 
for  ten  minutes.  I  think  it  helped  him.  One  can 
neither  grieve  nor  reason  when  one  is  sneezing.  It 
is  what  Eh".  Rusii  calls  a  moral  alterative.  Whenever 
the  man  fell  to  lamenting,  I  gave  him  more  snuff. 
I  think  it  helped  him.  And  so  the  baa-Iambs  of  Meet- 
ing have  disowned  their  two  black  sheep.  Well,  well  I 
I  have  better  news  for  you.  Mr.  Carroll  was  here 
just  now,  with  his  charming  ways.  One  would  think 
when  he  is  talking  that  one  is  the  only  woman  alive. 
If  I  thought  the  priests  taught  him  the  trick,  I  would 
turn  papist.  You  should  observe  his  bow,  Hugh.  I 
thought  Mr.  Chew's  bow  not  to  be  surpassed;  but 
Mr.  ('arroll— oh,  where  was  If 

"  Some  good  news,"  I  said. 

"  Yes,  yes.  He  tells  me  the  Congress  this  evening 
voted  for  a  Declaration  of  Independence." 

"  Indeed ! "  I  cried.    "  So  it  has  come  at  last.    L 
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too,  am  free,  and  it  is  time  I  went  away,  Annt 
Gainor.' 

"  We  win  see,"  die  said.  "  How  csn  I  do  without 
joat  and  there  t6  voor  fiather  too.  He  is  not  the 
man  be  was,  and  I  do  not  see,  Hogfa,  how  joo  caa 
leave  him  yet"  ^M 

>  It  was  too  tme,  as  raj  hut  interview  had  shov^^ 
\  me.  He  was  no  longer  the  atraog,  steadily  obstanafte 
John  Wynne  of  a  year  or  two  back.  He  was  leas 
deeiaiTe^  made  ooeasional  errors  in  his  aceoonta,  and 
would  aoBietzmes  commit  himiwlf  to  lisigr  teutiuaa. 
Then  Thomas  Mason,  our  cleric,  or  my  annt  woold 
interfere,  and  he  wooid  protest  and  yield,  having  now 
by  halHt  a  great  respect  for  my  sunt%  sagacity,  which 
in  fact  was  remarkabl&  ^M 

I  went  back  to  my  work  disoootented.  and  poBe^^ 
this  way  and  that,  not  dearly  seeing  what  I  ought 
to  do;  for  how  oonid  I  leave  him  as  he  now  was? 
My  annt  was  right 

Next  day  I  heard  Captain  John  Nixon  read  in  the 
state-hoose  yard  the  noble  words  of  the  declara- 
tion. Only  a  few  hundred  were  there  to  hear  it  and 
its  vast  consequences  few  men  as  yet  conid  apprehend. 
Miss  Norris  told  me  not  long  after  that  she  climbed 
on  a  barrow  and  looked  over  their  garden  wall  at 
Rfth  street  and  Chestnut ;  "  and  really,  ilr.  Wynne, 
there  were  not  ten  decent  coats  in  the  crowd."  But 
this  Miss  Norris  was  a  hot  Tory,  and  thought  as  aU 
an  underbred  mob,  as,  I  fear,  did  most  of  the  pro- 
prietary set— the  men  lacking  civil  courage  to  fi^t 
on  either  side,  and  amazed  that  Mr.  Wilson,  and 


Mr.  Beed,  and  Mr.  Robtrt  Morris,  and  the  Virginia 
gentT}',  should  side  with  demagogues  like  Adams 
and  lioger  Sherman. 

And  GO  time  ran  on.  I  fenced,  drilled,  saw  my 
eompanions  drift  away  into  war,  and  knew  not  how 
to  escape.  I  can  now  look  back  on  my  dismissal 
from  Meeting  with  more  regret  than  it  gave  my  youth- 
I  have  never  seen  my  way  to  a  return  to  Friends; 
yet  I  am  still  apt  to  be  spoken  of  as  one  of  the  small 
number  who  constitute,  with  Wetherill  and  Owen 
and  Clement  Biddle,  the  society  of  fVieuds  known 
as  Free  Quakers.  To  discuss  why  later  I  did  not 
claim  my  place  as  one  of  these  would  lead  me  to 
speaking  of  spiritual  affairs,  and  this,  as  I  have  else- 
where said,  I  never  do  willingly,  nor  with  comfort  to 
myself. 

One  afternoon  in  September  of  this  year  I  was 
balancing  an  account  when  my  father  came  in  and 
told  me  that  Mason,  our  clerk,  had  just  had  a  fall  in 
the  bold  of  one  of  our  ships.  The  day  after  I  saw 
him,  and  although  his  hurts  were  painful  they  hardly 
seemed  to  justif^i'  my  father  in  his  desire  that  now 
at  last  he  should  take  a  long  rest  from  work. 

This  threw  all  the  detail  of  our  affairs  as  largely 
into  my  hands  as  was  possible  with  a  man  like  my 
father.  I  think  he  guessed  my  intention  to  leave 
him  fur  the  army,  and  gladly  improved  this  chance 
to  load  me  with  needless  affairs,  and  all  manner  of 
small  perplexities.  My  aunt  was  better— in  fart, 
well :  but  here  was  this  new  trouble.  \Vhat  could  1 
dot    My  father  declared  that  the  old  cleik  would 
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soon  be  aide  to  nsmiie  hk  plirff,  and 
he  ahoald  haire  00  one  to  bdp  him  bat  me.  Nov 
and  then,  to  mj  niuyrmHf  he  made  some  absurd  boai- 
nesB  Tentore,  and  ms  impatient  if  I  said  a  word  of 
remonstranefc  Twice  I  was  aoit  to  Maiyland  to  aee 
after  oar  tobaeeo  idaatation&  I  was  in  desgair,  and 
became  depreased  and  qnemfensy  «eeing  no  preaeBft 
w«y,n<ganyfntarelikptnioodTaf  cge^te.  Myfafhwr 
was  weD  pleased,  and  eren  my  aont  aeoned  to  ae 
too  wen  satisfied  with  the  iU  torn  wbidi  fate  liad 
done  me.  Mj  father  was  deatfy  nsinf;  the  poor  oU 
derk's  calamity  as  an  excuse  to  keep  me  bosy ;  nor 
was  it  at  all  like  him  to  employ  sodi  sabtetfi^iab 
AD  his  life  long  he  had  beoi  diieet,  positiTE^  and 
dictatorial ;  a  few  years  back  he  would  have  ordoed 
me  to  give  up  all  idea  of  the  army,  and  would  as  like 
as  not  hare  poniahed  resistance  with  eold-Uooded 
disinheritance.  He  was  visibly  and  bat  too  clearly 
ehanging  from  the  resolnte.  uncompromising  man 
he  had  once  been.  Was  he  cunning  enongfa  to  know 
that  his  weakness  was  for  me  a  bondage  far  stronger 
than  his  more  vigorous  rule  had  ever  beeni 


eral,  Lee, 


XV 


'  pereonal  difficnltiw  were  not  mide  more 
easy  to  bear  by  tbe  eoorse  of  pablie 
evcBtB.  Howe  had  taken  New  York. 
In  November  Fort  Washington  fell 
Jack,  who  was  within  ito  walls,  got 
waa  sligfatly  woonded.  Onr  Knglirfi  gen- 
had  begun  already  to  intrigue  agaiaat 
Mr.  Washington,  writing,  as  Dr.  Bosh  eonflded  to  my 
atint,  that  he,  Lee,  ought  to  be  made  dictator.  My 
■ant  immtii.  the  ianaiwiiun  that  the  doctor,  who 
lored  his  euuutiy  wdl,  waa  beeoming  diaeontented 
with  oar  chief;  bat  neither  then  nor  later  did  she 
diange  her  own  opinion  of  the  reserved  and  eoor- 
teoos  Vbginian. 

He  soon  jnstiAed  her  views  of  his  capadtj.  On 
Deeonber  1  he  broke  down  the  bndgea  in  his  rear 
over  the  Baritan,  and  marched  throng^  Jeney  with 
s  dwindling  army.  At  Princeton  he  had  bat  thn-e 
IhiiiMiiid  men ;  dertwying  eveiy  boat,  he  wia^  pat 
the  brand  Delaware  between  his  amqr  and  the  enemy 
Lord  Comwaffis  hatted  at  the  tivcr,  waiting  for  it 
to  tracae  that  he  michi  eroas,  and  until  this  shoold 


might  a 

ha|ipen  went  bn^  with  Howe  to  New  York.  Abont 
15  of  76,  General  Lee  was  eaptnred,  and, 
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strange  as  it  may  now  seem,  no  calamity  yet  come 
upon  us  created  more  consternatiou.  Meauwliile 
our  own  alanned  citizens  began  to  bury  their  silver 
plate.  While  the  feeble  were  fljnng,  and  the  doubtful 
were  ready  to  renew  their  oath  to  the  king,  the  wary 
and  resolute  coinuiander-in-chief  saw  his  chance. 

To  aid  Ids  couj-ageous  resolve  came  Sullivan  and 
Gates  from  Lee  s  hito  command.  "  At  sunset  on 
Christmas  day  we  crossed  the  Delaware,"  writes  Jack. 
"  My  general  was  in  a  small  boat,  with  Knox,  and 
two  boatmen.  We  were  ten  hom-s  in  the  ice,  and 
marched  nine  miles,  after  crossing,  in  a  blinding  storm 
of  sleet.  By  God's  grace  we  took  one  thousand  of 
those  blackguai-d  Hessians,  ami,  but  for  Cadwalader's 
ill  luck  with  the  ice,  would  have  got  Donop  also.  I 
had  a  finger  froze,  but  no  worse  accident. 

"  I  dare  say  you  know  we  fell  back  beyond  Assnn- 
pink  Creek,  below  Trent<m.  There  we  fought  my 
lord  marquis  again  with  g(Jod  fortune.  Meanwhile 
he  weakened  his  force  at  Princeton,  and,  I  fancy, 
thought  we  were  in  a  trap ;  but  our  general  left  flres 
'burning,  passed  round  the  enemy's  left,  and,  as  we 
came  near  Princeton  at  sunrise,  fell  upon  Colonel 
Mawhood  on  his  way  to  join  Comwallis.  I  was  clo? 
to  General  Mercer  when  we  saw  them,  and  had  as 
usual  a  fit  of  the  shakes,  hang  them  !  Luckily  there 
was  small  leisure  to  think. 

"In  the  first  onset,  which  was  fierce,  our  brave 
general  was  mortally  wounded  ;  and  then,  his  Excel- 
lency coming  up,  we  routed  them  finely.  So  away 
went  Comwallis,  with  the  trapped  hot  after  the  tra] 
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pen.  We  have  the  Jerseys  and  two  thousand  pris- 
oners. I  do  not  think  even  Miss  Wynne  can  imagine 
what  courage  it  took  for  our  general  to  turn  as  he 
did  on  an  anny  like  that  of  Cornwallis'.  Are  you 
never  coming  T 

"  It  is  sad  that  the  Southern  oflScers  look  upon  us 
and  those  of  New  England  as  tradesfolk,  and  this 
makes  constant  trouble,  especially  among  the  militia, 
who  come  and  go  much  as  tiiey  please.  I  have  had 
no  personal  difficulty,  but  there  have  been  several 
duels,  of  which  little  is  said. 

"  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  Congress  will  now  order 
all  enlistments  to  be  for  the  war,  else  we  shall  soon  be 
in  a  mortjd  bad  way.    Hast  heard  of  Miss  Peuistou  f " 

This  letter  came  soon  after  the  smart  little  winter 
campaign  in  Jersey  had  made  us  all  so  happy. 

"  It  will  last  a  good  while  yet,"  said  James  Wilson. 
"  And  when  are  you  going,  Hugh  f "  Indeed,  I  began 
at  last  to  see  a  way  opened,  as  we  of  Friends  say; 
for  now,  in  the  spring,  our  old  clerk  hobbled  back  to 
his  desk,  and  I  knew  that  uiy  father  woiUd  no  longer 
be  left  without  friendly  and  familiar  help.  But  be- 
fore he  could  assume  his  full  duties  August  was  upon 
us— August  of  77,  a  year  for  me  most  eventfid. 
Darthea's  letters  to  my  aunt  grew  less  and  less  fi'e- 
quent,  and,  as  I  thought,  had  an  air  of  sadness  un- 
usnal  in  this  gladsome  creature.  Once  she  spoke  of 
Captain  Wynne  as  absent,  and  once  that  he,  like  Jack, 
had  had  a  slight  wound  in  the  storm  of  Fort  Wash- 
ington. Of  politics  she  could  say  nothing,  as  her 
letters  had  usually  to  pass  our  lines. 
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On  Jnly  31  Washington  knew  that  Howe's  fleet 
was  off  the  Delaware  capes.  Meanwhile  he  ha<i 
crossed  that  river  into  Pennsylvania,  and  hurried  his 
army  across  country,  finally  enc^unping  oti  a  Satur- 
day at  Nicetown,  some  five  miles  from  Philadelphia, 
I  rode  out  that  evening  to  meet  Jack,  whose  troop 
camped  even  nearer  to  town,  and  close  to  the  tents 
of  the  headquarters  staff.  The  general  lay  for  this 
night  at  Stenton,  where  our  Quaker  friends,  the 
Logans,  lived.  He  was  shown,  1  was  told,  the  secret 
stairway  and  the  underground  passage  to  the  stable 
and  beyond,  and  was  disposed  to  think  it  curious. 

Jack,  now  a  captain,  in  a  new  suit  of  blue  and  buff, 
looked  brown  and  hardy,  and  his  figure  had  spread, 
but  the  locks  were  as  yellow  and  the  cheeks  as  rosy 
a&  ever  I  knew  them. 

Dear  Aunt  Gainor  made  much  of  him  that  evening, 
and  we  talked  late  into  the  night  of  battles  and 
generals  and  what  had  gone  with  Lord  Howe.  I 
went  to  bed  discontented,  feeling  myself  to  be  a  very 
inconsiderable  pi-rson,  ami  Jack  rode  away  to  camp. 
Tlie  nert.  day  being  Sunday,  the  24th  of  August, 
his  Excellency  marched  into  town  by  Front  street  at 
the  head  of  the  flower  of  his  army,  in  all  abont  eleven 
thousand.  Fine  men  they  were,  but  many  half  cla<l 
and  ill  shod ;  fairly  drilled  too,  but  not  as  they  were 
lat^-r  in  the  war.  The  town  was  wild  with  delight, 
and  every  one  glad  save  the  Tories  and  tJie  Quakers, 
many  of  whom  remained  aU  day  in  tJieir  houses. 

This  march  being  made  only  to  exhibit  the  army 
to  friend  and  foe,  the  troops  moved  out  High  street 
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and  by  the  middle  ferry  across  the  Schuylkill,  on 
their  way  toward  the  Delaware  to  meet  Mr.  Howe, 
who,  having  landed  at  the  head  of  Elk  River,  was 
now  on  his  way  toward  Philadelphia.  His  troops 
were  slow,  the  roads  had  and  few,  the  ague  in  great 
force  and  severe— or  so  we  heard.  I  rode  sadly  with 
our  people  as  far  as  Darby,  and  then  tui-ned  home- 
ward a  vexed  and  dispirited  man.  It  was,  I  think, 
on  the  4lh  of  August  that  our  general,  who  had  rid- 
den on  in  advance  of  his  army,  first  met  Marquis 
Lafayette. 

My  aunt,  who  spoke  French  with  remarkable  flu- 
ency and  a  calm  disregard  of  accent  and  inflections, 
was  well  pleased  to  entertain  the  French  gentleman, 
and  at  her  house  I  had  the  happiness  to  make  his 
acquaintance,  greatly,  as  it  proved,  to  my  future  ad- 
vantage. He  was  glad  to  find  any  who  spoke  his 
owu  tongue  well,  and  discussed  our  affairs  with  me, 
horrified  at  the  lack  of  decent  uniforms  and  discipline, 
but,  like  me,  pleased  with  the  tall,  strong  men  he  saw 
in  our  ranks.  Later  my  acquaintance  witli  French 
was  of  much  use  to  me ;  so  little  can  a  man  tell  what 
value  an  accomplishment  will  have  for  him. 

The  manjuis  wa.s  very  young,  and  somewhat  free 
in  stating  his  opinions.  At  this  time  he  thought 
Mr.  Howe  intended  Charleston,  and,  like  others,  was 
amazed  at  his  folly  in  not  going  up  tlie  Delaware 
Bay  to  land  his  troops.  His  strange  strategy  left 
Burgoyne  to  the  fate  in  store  for  him  at  Saratoga, 
where  the  latter  general  was  to  act  a  first  part  in  a 
tragic  drama  much  finer  than  those  he  wrote,  which 
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were  so  greatly  praised  by  the  fine  ladies  in  London, 
and  iudeeil  by  some  better  critics. 

A  letter  of  Jack's  came  to  hand  diu-ing  this  week. 
In  it  he  said  my  aunt  must  leave,  as  he  was  sure  we 
had  not  force  enough  to  keep  Genei-al  Howe  out 
of  Philadelphia.  But  the  old  lady  said,  •'  Not  I,  in- 
deed ! "  and  I  think  no  mortal  power  could  have  in- 
duced her  to  go  away.  She  even  dt'cliued  to  bury 
her  silver,  as  many  had  done.  Not  so  the  rest  of 
the  Whigs.  Every  one  fled  who  knew  where  to  go, 
or  who  feared  to  be  caUed  to  account;  and  none 
would  hear  of  defending  the  town,  as  should  have 
been  attempted. 

Jack's  letter  went  on  to  say  that  in  Delaware  the 
genertd  had  a  narrow  escape.  "  lie  rode  out,"  says 
Jack,  "  with  Marquis  Lafayette  on  a  n'counaissance, 
attended  by  but  two  officere  and  an  orderly.  General 
Sullivan  had  an  officer  follow  with  a  hiilf-troop ;  but 
the  general,  fearing  such  numbers  might  attract 
attention,  ordered  them  to  wait  behind  a  thicket. 
Looking  thence,  they  saw  tlie  general  ride  direct 
toward  a  picket  of  the  enemy,  which  from  their 
vantage  they  could  see,  but  he  could  not.  An  Eng- 
lish officer,  perceiving  him,  seemed  to  give  an  order 
to  fire ;  but  as  the  men  raised  their  pieces  he  struck 
them  up.  As  he  was  about  to  give  the  order  to  fire, 
the  general,  being  satisfied,  had  turned  his  back  to 
ride  away.  It  is  a  curious  tale,  is  it  nott  and  none 
can  ex]ilain  it." 

Long  yeiu-s  after  I  myself  met  an  English  officer, 
a  General  Ueudersou,  in  Canada,  and  on  my  telling 
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him  the  incident,  he  said  at  once  it  was  he  who  was 
eoiicerned,  and  that  when  tlie  geuei-al  tiu-ued  to  ride 
away  he  couid  uot  make  up  his  mind  to  shoot  down 
a  man  who  had  turned  his  back.  He  was  amazed 
and  pleased  to  know  who  it  was  he  thus  spai'ed. 

On  the  11th  of  September,  at  evening,  came  the 
dii«ister  of  BraudjTvine,  and  on  the  26th  Lord  Corn- 
wallis  niureheil  into  our  city,  with  two  batteries  and 
tlie  Sixteeutii  Dragoons  and  (ireuadici-s.  They  were 
received  qaietly,  and  that  evening  my  Cousin  iVrthur 
appeared  at  our  house.  My  father,  wlio  liad  been 
very  inert  of  late,  seumed  to  urouse  himself,  and  ex- 
pressed quite  forcibly  his  joy  and  ivlief  at  the  coming 
of  the  trooi)s.  He  recnninted  las  griefs,  too:  how 
that,  refusing  the  militia  tax,  the  Camniiltee  of  Safety 
had  taken  away  his  great  tankard,  and  later  two 
tablfs,  which  was  true  enough.  Tlien,  to  my  amaze- 
ment, my  father  declan^d  Arthur  must  stay  with  us, 
which  he  was  nothing  loath  to  do. 

I  was  cool,  as  you  may  suppose,  hut  it  was  difficult 
for  man  or  woman  to  resist  Arthur  Wynne  when 
he  meant  to  Iw  plea.sant ;  and  so,  putting  my  dislike 
aside,  I  found  myself  chatting  with  him  about  the 
war  and  what  not.  In  fact,  he  was  a  guest,  and  what 
else  could  I  do  T 

My  aunt  kept  herself  indoors  and  would  none  of 
the  Galloways  and  iVllens,  who  had  come  back  in 
swarms,  nor  even  the  neutrals,  like  Mr.  Penn,  whom 
she  much  liked.  The  day  after  the  town  was  occu- 
pied, Captain  Wynne  appeared  early  in  the  morning, 
ftB  we  were  discussing  a  matter  of  business.     He 
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took  it  for  granted,  I  presume,  that  my  aunt  would 
Bee  him,  and   went   past  the  tm-baned  black  boy 
despite  his  small  remonstrances.     My  aunt  rose  to^| 
the  full  of  her  great  height,  her  nose  in  the  air,  antl^^ 
letting  fall  a  lapful  of  papers. 

"  To  what,"  she  said,  "  have  I  the  honour  to  owe 
a  \nsit  from  Mr.  Wjnme  ?  Is  my  house  an  inn,  that 
any  officer  of  the  king  may  eut-er  whether  1  will  or 
notT"  fl 

Although  he  must  have  been  surprised,  he  waa^^ 
perfectly  at  his  ease.     Indeed,  I  en\aed  him  his  self- 
possession. 

"Madam,"  he  said,  "I  am  charged  with  a  lett 
from  Miss  Peniston." 

"You  may  put  it  on  the  table,"  says 
Wynne.     "My  brother  may  choose  his  society, 
ask  the  same  privilege.    It  will  not  consist  of  gentle- 
men of  your  profession." 

Mr.  Wynne's  face  grew  black  under  its  dark  skin.^ 
"  Madam,"  he  said,  "  I  stay  nowhere  as  an  unwelcome 
guest.   I  thank  you  for  past  kindness,  and  I  humbly 
take  my  leave.     I  could  have  done  you  a  service  as 
to  this  business  of  the  quartering  of  officers,  and  you      , 
shaO  still  have  my  good  offices  for  the  sake  of  thevjl 
many  pleasant  hours  I  have  passed  in  your  house,     n 
As  my  Cousin  Hugh  says  nothing,  I  am  glad  to  think 
that  he  is  of  a  different  opinion  from  that  which  you 
have  put  in  words  so  agreeably."   With  this  he  went 
away,  leaving  my  aunt  red  in  the  face,  and  speechless 
with  wrath. 

I  thought  be  had  the  best  of  it ; 


:« 


but  I  merely  said. 


n 


Hugh  Wynne:  P'ree  Quaker      257 


"  My  dear  aunt,  you  should  not  have  been  so  hard 
with  him."  I  did,  indeed,  think  it  both  unwise  and 
needless. 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense !  "  says  Miss  WjTine,  walking 
about  OS  my  father  used  to  do.  ''  I  do  not  trust  him, 
and  he  has  got  that  girl  in  his  toils,  jioor  child  1  I 
wonder  what  hes  he  has  told  her.  How  does  he  hold 
her  f  I  did  think  that  was  past  any  man's  power ; 
and  she  is  unhappy  too.  When  a  woman  like  Dar- 
thea  begins  to  find  a  man  out,  she  can't  help  showing 
it,  and  some  are  more  frank  on  paper  than  in  talk ; 
that  is  her  way.  I  am  afraid  I  made  iiiisehief  once, 
for  I  told  him  long  ago  that  I  meant  her  to  marry 
you ;  and  then  I  saw  he  did  uot  like  it,  and  I  knew 
I  had  been  a  goose.  Whatever  is  the  reason  he  hates 
you,  Hught  Oh  yes,  he  does— he  does.  Is  it  the 
woman  T    I  will  have  no  redcoats  in  my  house." 

I  got  a  chance  to  say— what  I  was  sorry  to  have 
to  say— how  Uttle  need  there  was  for  him  to  fear 
poor  me,  whom  Darthea  wished  to  have  nothing  to 
do  with,  I  thought 

"Her  loves  are  like  her  moods,  my  dear  Hugh; 
who  knows  how  long  they  will  last?  Until  a  woman 
is  married  she  is  not  to  be  despaired  of." 

I  shook  my  head  sadly  and  went  out. 

I  returned  late  in  the  evening,  to  order  my  horse 
to  be  saddled  and  sent  to  me  before  breakfast  next 
monung ;  for  I  kept  it  at  no  cost  in  my  aunt's  ample 
stable.  To  my  horror,  I  found  a  sentinel  at  the  door, 
and  the  hall  full  of  anny  baggage.  In  the  parlour 
was  a  tall  Hessian,  General  von  Kuyphausen,  and 

17 
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Onot  EtoaapaadaOa^i 
TLcfvete  £Brif  eivfl,  bat  fid  1 
gmtif  if  IfiiEcditflraol;.  Ii 
in  «  few  (rf  vaia  aagor. 

She  had  ihe  bed^artaiH  dkmvB,  1 
bid  to  enter,  pot  ande  the  doatx  «» aa  to  1 
for  her  head,  vhidi  aiipeand  in  a  tan  B^taapL  I 
am  unfit,  I  fear,  to  deaenbeAiK gear;  batitfam^^ik 
cot  all  her  large  fcatmca  ray  ttron^,  and  to  kmtm 
aeen  her  woold  have  tenilled  a  Heaoan  legiMeBL 

"MyhonaeiafnnofDiitehdogs.'iheeried.  "Aa 
aooo  as  they  eameAey  ordered  bmea.*  Jafael^flHrf 
had  asked  qoite  eirilty  if  they  nu|^  hare  aqipar. 

"I  88W  them  at  flieir  feed,''  says  my  annt,  "and 
the  big  beast,  General  EnTphaasen,  qsead  my  beak 
batter  on  his  Ivead  with  his  thmnb,  sir— hisflmmbl 
Connt  Donop  is  better;  bnt  Yon  Heiser!  and  tiie 
pipes!  heavens!"  Here  she  retreated  within  her 
enrtains,  and  I  heard  her  s^,  "Bessy  Ferguson  sanr 
them  oome  in,  and  must  sail  across  the  street  and  tdl 
Job— the  page  with  the  torban— to  congratolate  me 
for  her,  and  to  advise  me  to  get  a  keg  of  saaakmat* 

I  aesnred  my  annt  that  f  ortonately  these  were  gen- 
tlemen, bnt  she  was  inconsolable,  declaring  henelf 
ill,  and  that  Dr.  Bosh  most  come  at  once. 

"Bat,"  I  said,  "he  is  gone  with  all  the  Congress 
to  York." 

"Then  I  shall  die,"  moaned  my  aont. 

At  last,  knowing  her  well,  I  said,  "  Is  it  not  too 
sadf" 

"What's thatt    What!* 


"  Mr.  Howe  has  taken  Mrs.  Pemberton's  carriage 
and  tho  pair  of  sorrelB  for  his  own  use." 

At  this  my  Aunt  Gainer's  hu-ge  face  reappeared, 
not  as  melancholic  as  before,  and  I  added,  "  Friend 
Wain  has  six  to  care  for,  and  Thomas  Scattergood 
has  the  Hessian  chaplain  and  a  drunken  major.  The 
rest  of  Friends  are  no  better  off." 

"  Thank  the  Lord  for  all  His  mercies !  "  said  Miss 
Wynne. 

"  And  Mr.  Cadwalader's  house  on  Little  Dock  street 
Sir  William  has." 

"  A  pity  that,  Hugh-  The  fine  furniture  will  pay 
for  it,  I  fear.  I  think,  Hugh,  I  am  better,  or  I  shall 
be  soon." 

"  They  talk  of  the  Meeting  over  the  way  for  a  bar- 
rack, Aunt  Gainor."  Now  this  was  idly  rumoured, 
but  how  could  one  resist  to  feed  an  occasion  so 
comic! 

"  I  think  I  should  die  contented,"  said  Miss  Wynne. 
"  Now  go  away,  Hugh.  I  have  had  my  medicine,  and 
I  like  it"  She  was  quick  at  self -analysis,  and  was 
laughing  low,  really  happier  for  the  miseries  of  her 
Tor)'  acquaintances. 

After  the  bedroom  comedy,  which  much  amused 
me  and  out  of  which  my  aunt  got  great  comfort,  she 
was  inclined  to  be  on  better  terms  with  the  officers 
so  abruptly  thrust  upon  her.  For  a  while,  however, 
she  declined  to  eat  her  meals  with  them,  and  when 
told  that  they  had  had  Colonel  Montresor  to  dine,  and 
had  drunk  the  king's  health,  she  sent  all  the  glasses 
they  had  used  down  to  the  blacks  in  the  kitchen. 
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and  bade  them  never  to  dare  set  them  on  her  table 
again.  This  much  delighted  Count  Donop,  who 
loved  George  of  Hanover  no  better  than  did  she,  and 
I  learned  that  she  declared  the  bread-and-butter  busi- 
ness was  the  worst  of  Von  Enyphausen,  and  was 
no  doubt  a  court  custom.  As  to  Count  Donop,  she 
learned  to  like  him.  He  spoke  queer  French,  and 
did  not  smoke.  "  Je  nefoume  pas  chamois,  madame^^ 
he  said ;  "  ntais  h  Chenerfil,  ilfoume  Umchours,  tt  Von 
Heiser  le  meme"  which  was  true.  The  count  knew 
her  London  friends,  and  grieved  that  he  was  sent  on 
a  ser\iee  he  did  not  relish,  and  in  which  later  he  waa 
to  lose  his  life. 

My  aunt  fed  them  well,  and  won  at  piquet, 
declared  they  were  much  to  be  pitied,  although  Von 
Heiser  was  a  horror.  When  he  had  knocked  down 
her  red-and-gold  Delft  vase,  the  gods  and  the  other 
china  were  put  away,  and  then  the  rugs,  because  of 
the  holes  his  pipe  ashes  burned,  and  still  she  vowed 
it  was  a  comfort  they  were  not  redcoats.  Them  she 
would  have  poisoned. 

Captain  Andre  alone  was  an  exception.  When,  in 
1776,  he  was  meide  a  prisoner  by  Montgomerj'  in 
Canada,  and  after  that  was  on  parole  at  Lancaster,  I 
met  him  ;  and  as  he  much  attracted  me,  my  aunt  sent 
him  money,  and  I  was  able  to  ease  his  captivity  by 
muidiig  him  known  to  our  friends,  Mr.  Justice  Yeates 
and  the  good  Cope  people,  who,  being  sound  Tories, 
did  him  such  good  turns  as  he  never  forgot,  and 
kindly  credited  to  us.  Indeed,  he  made  for  my  aunt 
some  pretty  sketches  of  the  fall  woods,  and,  as  I 


p 
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have  said,  was  welcome  where  no  other  redcoat  could 
enter. 

My  aunt  was  soon  easier  in  mind,  but  my  own 
coudition  was  not  to  be  envied.  Hero  was  Arthur 
Wynne  at  my  father's,  the  Hessiiuis  at  my  aunt's,  the 
Tories  happy,  seven  or  eight  thousand  folks  gon« 
away,  every  inn  and  house  fidl,  and  on  the  street 
crowds  of  immaunerly  oflScers.  It  was  not  easy  to 
avoid  qtiairels.  Already  the  Hessian  soldiers  began 
to  st€al  all  manner  of  eatables  from  the  farms  this 
side  of  Schuylkill.  More  to  my  own  inconvenience, 
I  found  that  Major  von  Heiser  liad  taken  the  priv- 
ilege of  riding  my  mare  Lucy  so  hard  that  she  was 
unfit  to  use  for  two  days.  At  last  my  aunt's  chicken- 
coops  suffered,  and  the  voice  of  her  pet  rooster  was 
no  more  heard  in  the  land.  I  did  hear  that,  as  this 
raid  of  some  privates  interfered  ivith  the  Dutch  gen- 
eral's diet,  one  of  the  offenders  got  the  strappado. 
But  no  one  coidd  stop  these  fellows,  and  they  were 
so  bold  as  to  enter  houses  and  steal  what  they  wanted, 
until  severe  measures  were  taken  by  Mr.  Howe.  They 
robbed  my  father  boldly,  before  his  eyes,  of  two  fat 
Virginia  peach-fed  hams,  and  all  bis  special  tobacco. 
He  stxiod  by,  and  said  they  ought  not  to  do  it.  This, 
as  they  knew  no  tongue  but  their  own,  and  as  he 
n('t«d  up  to  his  honest  belief  in  the  righteousness  of 
non-resistance,  and  uttered  no  eomplaint,  only  served 
to  bring  them  again.  But  this  time  I  was  at  home, 
and  nearly  killed  a  corporal  with  the  Quaker  staff 
Thomas  Scattergood  gave  my  father.  The  adven- 
ture seemed  to  compensate  Miss  Wynne  for  her  own 
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TIk  eotponi  oade  a  Ijnapi 
but  for  Mr.  Andr^  I  ihwld  lone  been  pot  tDi 
aoiMmuiee.  Oar  bojrs  laed  to  af  tint  tke  ] 
dnim-beftt  said,  ^  Fbrndn*,  plmidcr,  pIiiii,iilaD,piBB. 
der.'^  And  to  for  tlw  aid  Rnmaas  of  WUg  gofd^s 
the  town  warn  nade  in  all  «sys  imbeaialile. 

There  are  times  vfaeo  die  Mt  tgadm  hob  toi«a 
dowlj,  and  odiefs  vliai  tiiey  Haw  aailUy,  aa  dar- 
ing this  bewfldering  wedE.  All  ^-aantmr  cf  tikmga 
b^^xned,  moatly  perplexing  or  aad,  and  none  qnto 
agreeable.  On  tiie  28th,  enning  in  about 
nig^  I  sav  that  tibere  were  persons  in  Ae 
bont  sitting-room,  iriiieh  o¥erlbdmd  Dock  &eek. 
As  I  eame  into  tibe  light  which  fell  tinoo^  the  opmi 
doorway,  I  stood  nnnotioed.  The  rocun  was  foil  ot 
pipe  snK^e,  and  mm  and  Hollands  were  on  the  tables 
as  was  common  in  the  davs  when  Friend^  Meeting 
made  a  minute  that  Friends  be  vigilant  to  see  that 
those  who  work  in  the  harvest-fields  have  portiona  of 
mm.  My  father  and  my  cousin  sat  on  one  side,  op- 
posite a  short,  stoot  man  almost  as  swarthy  as  Ar- 
thor,  and  with  very  small  (Hercing  eyes,  so  dark  aa 
to  seem  black,  which  ey«  never  are. 

I  heard  this  gentleman  say,  "  Wynne,  I  hear  fliaft 
your  brother  is  worse.  These  elder  brothers  are  un- 
natural animals,  and  vastly  tenacious  of  life.*  On 
this  I  noticed  my  cousin  frown  at  him  and  sH^tly 
shake  his  head.  The  officer  did  not  take  the  hint, 
if  it  were  one,  but  added,  smiling,  "  He  will  live  to 
bury  you;  unfeeling  brutes— these  elder  brothen. 
Damn  'eiinl' 
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I  was  shocked  to  notice  how  inertly  my  father 
listened  to  the  oath,  and  I  recalled,  with  a  sudden 
sense  of  distress,  what  my  aunt  had  said  of  my 
father's  state  of  mind.  The  yoimg  are  accustomed 
to  take  for  granted  the  permanency  of  healtli  in  their 
elders,  and  to  look  upon  them  as  unchanging  insti- 
tutions, until,  in  some  sad  way,  reminded  of  the  frailty 
of  all  Living  things. 

As  I  went  in,  Arthur  rose,  looked  sharply  at  me, 
and  said,  ''Let  me  present  my  cousin,  Mr.  Hugh 
"Wynne,  Colonel  Tarleton." 

I  bowed  to  the  officer,  who  lacked  the  politeness 
to  rise,  merely  saying,  "Pleased  to  see  you,  Mr. 
Wynne." 

"  We  were  talking,"  said  Arthur,  "  when  yon  came 
of  the  fight  at  the  river  with  the  queer  name— Bran- 
dywine,  is  n't  it  T  " 

"  No,"  said  my  father ;  "  thou  art  mistaken,  and  I 
wished  to  ask  thee,  Arthur,  what  was  it  thou  wert 
saying.  We  had  ceased  to  speak  of  the  war.  Yes ; 
it  was  of  thy  brother." 

"  What  of  thy  brother  1 "  said  I,  glad  of  this  opening. 

"Oh,  nothing,  except  Colonel  Tarleton  had  news 
he  was  not  so  welL"  He  was  so  shrewd  as  to  think 
I  must  have  overheard  enough  to  make  it  useless  to 
lie  to  me.  A  lie,  he  used  to  say,  was  a  reserve  not 
to  be  called  into  service  except  when  all  else  failed. 

"Oh,  was  that  allf"  I  returned.  "I  did  hear, 
Cousin  Arthur,  that  the  Wyncote  estate  was  growing 
to  be  valuable  again;  some  coal  or  iron  had  been 
found." 
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. '  i:.  -;  rue,"  said  Tarleton.     "  We 

:   ;.M,r    i.-ttiiily." 

.  -  kuuw,"  I  Bttid,  "we  are  the  elder  branch." 

■  U',  the  cause  of  my 

_      i>te  was  mentioned. 

i.>ii  it  were  true  about  our  getting  rich,-''  said 

'i  Uiu  relaxed  look  about  the  jaw  I  had 

'  \\  hu  well ;  it  came  as  he  began  to  speak. 

''if  tt  were  auything  but  idle  gossip,  Tarleton, 

'\ild  it  profit  a  poor  devil  of  a  younger  son  ? 

^;       I  llud  coal,  but  it  came  to  nothing;  and  in-^ 

Uvod  1  learn  tiiey  lost  money  in  the  end.^ 

"  I  liavii  so  heai'd,"  said  my  father,  in  a  dull  way.' 

"Who  wati  it  told  mef  I  forget.  They  lost  money ." 

I  looked  at  him  amazed.   Who  could  have  told  him 

Imt  Aitliur,  und  why  t    Until  a  year  back  his  mem- 

tuy  hml  I  •ecu  unfailing. 

I  taw  a  quoor  look,  part  surprise,  part  puzzle,  go 

ii's  face,  a  slight  frown  above,  as  slight 

\v.    I  fancy  he  meant  to  twit  my 

(or  ho  Huid  to  me : 

"Anil  wi  you  are  of  the  elder  branch,  Mr.  Hn 
Wynne.     How  is  that,  Arthur?     How  did  the  elde 
Unuioh  ohanctf  to  lose  that  noble  old  house  f ' 

M  !  ^iit  tRiipinK  with  his  fingers  on  the  tabl 

Whiii  ,>d  Id  ftUl  the  "devil's  tattoo,"  regardinf 

IIM<  wlUi  ■toiui.v,  half-shut  eyes— a  too  frequent  and 

ly  In- liftd,  and  one  I  much  di^ 

MH,  nor  had  he  a  chance,  for  I 

.  aiuwuvd  \Xw  colonel :  "  My  father  can  teU 


"  About  what,  Hugh  1 " 

"  About  how  we  lost  our  Welsh  estate." 

My  fiither  at  this  lifted  his  great  bulk  upright  in 
the  old  Penn  chair,  and  seemed  more  alive. 

"  It  is  Colouel  Tarleton  who  asks,  not  I." 

"  It  is  an  old  story."  He  spoke  quite  like  himself. 
"Our  cousiu  must  know  it  well.  My  father  suf- 
fered for  conscience'  sake,  and,  being  a  Friend, 
would  pay  no  tithes.  For  this  he  was  cast  into  jail 
in  Shrewsbury  Gate  House,  and  lay  there  a  year, 
Buflfering  much  in  body,  but  at  peace,  it  may  surely 
be  thought,  as  to  his  soid.  At  last  he  was  set  free 
on  condition  that  he  should  leave  the  country." 

"  And  the  estate  T  "  asked  Tarleton. 

"  He  thought  little  of  that.  It  was  heavily  charged 
with  debt  made  by  his  father's  wild  ways.  I  believe, 
too,  there  was  some  agi'eemeut  with  the  officers  of 
the  crown  that  ho  should  make  over  the  property  to 
his  next  brother,  who  had  none  of  his  scruples.  This 
was  in  1670,  or  thereabouts.  A  legal  transfer  was 
made  to  my  uncle,  who,  I  think,  loved  my  father, 
and  understood  that,  being  set  in  his  ways,  he  would 
defy  the  king's  authority  to  the  end.  And  so  — 
wisely  I  think  —the  overruling  providence  of  God 
brought  us  to  a  new  land,  where  we  have  greatly 
prospered." 

"And  that  is  all t"  said  the  colonel.  "What  a 
strange  story !  And  so  you  are  Wynne  of  Wyncote, 
and  lost  it." 

"  For  a  greater  gain,"  said  my  father.  "  My  son 
has  a  silly  fancy  for  the  old  place,  but  it  is  lost— lost 
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—sold ;  and  if  we  could  have  it  at  a  word,  it  would 
grieve  me  to  see  him  eu8t  in  his  lot  amoug  a  set  of 
dnmken,  dicing,  hard-riding  squires— a  godless  set- 
It  will  never  be  if  I  can  help  it.  My  son  has  left  the 
creed  of  his  father  and  of  mine,  and  I  am  glad  that 
his  worldly  pride  cauuot  be  further  tempted.  Dost 
thou  hear,  Hugh  t " 

There  was  a  moment  of  awkward  silence.  My 
father  had  spoken  with  violence,  once  or  twice  strik- 
ing the  table  with  his  fist  until  the  glasses  rang. 
There  was  something  of  his  old  vehemence  in  his 
statement ;  but  as  a  rule,  however  abrupt  when  we 
were  alone,  before  strangers  he  was  as  civil  to  me  as 
to  others.  My  cousin,  I  thought,  looked  relieved  as 
my  father  went  on;  and,  ceasing  to  drum  on  the 
table,  he  quietly  failed  himself  a  glass  of  Elollauds. 

1  was  puzzled.  What  interest  had  Arthur  to  lie 
about  the  value  of  Wyncote  if  it  was  irretrievably 
lost  to  uaf  As  my  father  euded,  he  glanced  at  me 
with  more  or  less  of  his  old  keenness  of  look,  smiliug 
a  little  as  he  regarded  me.  The  pause  which  came 
after  was  brief,  as  I  have  said ;  for  my  reflections, 
such  as  they  were,  passed  swiftly  through  my  miud, 
and  were  as  complete  as  was  under  the  circiuostances 
possible. 

"I  am  sorry  for  you,"  said  Tarleton.  "An  ol^ 
name  is  much,  but  one  likes  to  have  with  it  all  the 
memories  that  go  with  its  ancient  home." 

"That  is  true,"  said  I;  "and,  if  my  father  will 
pardon  me,  I  like  still  to  say  that  I  would  have 
Wyncote  to-day  if  I  could." 
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"  Thon  canst  not,"  said  my  father.  "  And  what  we 
cannot  have— what  God  has  willed  that  we  shall  not 
have — it  were  wise  and  well  to  forget.  It  is  my  affair, 
and  none  of  thine.  Wilt  thou  taste  some  of  my  newly 
come  Madeira,  Friend  Tarleton  1 " 

The  colonel  said  "No,"  and  shortly  after  left  us, 
my  cousin  going  with  him. 

My  father  sat  still  for  a  wMle,  and  then  said  as 
I  rose,  "I  trost  to  hear  no  more  of  this  nonsense. 
Thy  aunt  and  thy  mother  liave  put  it  in  thy  foolish 
head.  I  will  have  no  more  of  it— no  more.  Dost 
thou  hear  f " 

I  said  I  would  try  to  satisfy  him,  and  so  the  thing 
came  to  an  end. 

The  day  after  this  singular  talk,  which  so  much 
puzzled  me,  Arthur  said  at  breakfast  that  he  should 
be  pleased  to  go  with  me  on  the  river  for  white  perch. 
I  hesitated ;  but,  my  father  saying,  "  Certainly ;  he 
shall  go  with  thee.  I  do  not  need  him,"  I  returned 
that  I  would  be  ready  at  eleven. 

We  pulled  over  toward  Putty's  Island,  and  when 
half-way  my  cousin,  who  was  steering,  and  had  been 
very  silent  for  him,  said : 

"  Let  her  drift  a  bit ;  I  want  to  talk  to  yoo." 

I  sat  still  and  listened. 

"  Why  do  not  you  join  our  army  t  A  commission 
were  easily  had." 

I  replied  that  he  knew  my  sentiments  well,  and 
that  his  question  was  absurd. 

"No,"  he  said;  "I  am  your  friend,  although  yon 
do  not  think  so.     By  George !  were  I  you,  I  would 


be  on  one  aide  or  the  other.  I  like  aqr  Mends  to  do 
«4iat  is  manfy  and  dedatre.*  "  HoDoe !"  thinks  I ; 
"hss  Darthea  been  talking  t  And  wiiy  do«e  he,  an 
aflm  of  the  king,  want  me  to  go  f 

"  I  shaD  go  some  day,*^  I  replied, "  but  vhen,  I  know 
not  yet.  It  seems  to  me  queer  eoonael  to  give  a  good 
rebeL     When  does  Miss  Peniston  retnm  f  ~  I  said. 

"Whattbedeacehasthat  got  to  do  with  itf  Tee, 
she  is  coming  back,  of  course,  and  soon ;  bat  why  do 
not  you  join  your  army  J " 

"Let  us  drop  that,"  I  said.     "There  are 
reasons ;  I  prefer  not  to  discuss  the  matter." 

"  Very  good,"  he  said ;  "  and,  Hugh,  you  heazd 
heap  of  nonsense  last  night  about  Wyneote.  Tarle^ 
ton  had  too  much  of  yotir  father's  rum-pimch.  Your 
people  were  luckj-  to  lose  the  old  place,  and  how  these 
tales  of  our  being  rich  arose  I  cannot  imagine.  Come 
and  see  ns  some  day,  and  you  will  no  longer  envy  the 
lot  of  beggared  Welsh  squires." 

All  of  this  only  helped  the  more  to  make  me  dis- 
believe him ;  but  the  key  to  his  lies  I  had  not,  and  so 
I  merely  said  it  would  be  many  a  day  before  that 
could  happen. 

"  Perhaps,"  he  returned ;  "  but  who  knows  t  The 
war  wiU  soon  be  over."  ^M 

"  When  will  Miss  Peniston  be  in  town  T"  said  L   ^1 

He  was  not  sure ;  but  said  I  put  it  in  lus  mind  to 
say  something. 

"  Well  T "  said  I,  on  my  guard. 

He  went  on :  "  I  am  a  frank  man.  Cousin 

At  times  he  was,  and  strangely  so ;  then  tl 
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minnte  he  wotild  be  indirect  or  lie  to  yon.  The  mix- 
ture mode  it  hard  to  understand  what  he  was  after. 

"  I  trust,"  he  went  on,  '*  that  you  will  pardon  me 
if  I  say  that  in  England  custom  does  not  sanction 
certain  freedoms  which  iu  the  colonies  seem  to  be 
regarded  as  of  no  moment.  I  am  not  of  this  opinion. 
Miss  Peniston  is,  I  hope,  to  be  my  wife.  She  is 
young,  impulsive,  and— well,  no  matter.  Some  men 
take  these  thuigs  coolly ;  I  do  not.  I  am  sure  you 
will  have  the  good  sense  to  agree  with  me.  When 
a  woman  is  pledged  to  a  man,  it  is  &t  that  she  should 
be  most  guarded  in  her  relations  with  other  men. 
I-" 

Here  I  broke  in,  "What  on  earth  does  all  this 
meant" 

"  I  will  tell  you.  Tour  annt  writes  now  and  then 
to  Miss  Peniston." 

"  Certainly,"  said  I. 

"  Yes ;  she  says,  too,  things  concerning  you  and 
that  lady  which  are  not  to  my  taste." 

"Indeed?" 

"  I  have  been  so  honoured  as  to  see  some  of  these 
famous  epistles.  I  think  Darthea  is  pleased  to  tor- 
ment me  at  times ;  it  is  her  way,  as  you  may  happen 
to  know.  Also,  and  this  is  more  serious,  you  have 
yourself  written  to  Darthea." 

"  I  have,  and  several  times.     Why  not  t " 

"  These  letters,"  he  went  on,  "  slie  has  refused  to 
show  to  me.  Now  I  want  to  say— and  you  will  par- 
don me— that  I  permit  no  man  to  wi'ite  to  a  woman 
whom  I  am  to  marry  unless  I  do  not  object" 
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"Well?"  I  said,  beginning  to  smile,  after  my" 
unmanageable  habit.  ^^ 

"  Here  I  do  object"  ^| 

"  What  if  I  say  that,  so  long  as  Miss  Peuiston  does 
not  seem  displeased,  I  care  not  one  farthing  whc 
objects!" 

"  By  Geoi^ ! "  cried  he,  leaping  up  in  the  boat. 

"  Take  care ;  thon  wilt  upset  the  skifL" 

"  I  have  half  a  mind  to." 

"  Nonsense !  I  can  swim  like  a  dnck." 

"  This  is  no  trifle,  sir,"  he  returned.  "  I  will  allow 
no  man  to  take  the  liberty  you  insist  on.  It  amazes 
me  that  you  do  not  see  this  as  I  do.  I  am  sorry,  bat 
I  warn  you  once  for  all  that  I—" 

"  I  am  at  your  service,  sir,"  I  broke  in. 

"  Pshaw !  nonsense !  I  am  a  guest  in  your  fathe 
house.  I  have  thought  it  my  duty,  for  your  sake  i 
my  own,  to  say  what  I  have  said.  When  I  kno^ 
that  you  have  again  disobeyed  my  reasonable  anc 
most  earnest  wish,  I  shall  consider  how  to  deal  with 
the  matter.  I  have  been  forbearing  so  far,  but  I 
cannot  answer  for  the  ftiture." 

"  Cousin  Arthur,"  I  replied,  "  this  seems  to  me 
silly  business,  in  which  we  have  both  lost  our  tem- 
pers.    I  have  no  hope  that  Miss  Peniston  will  ev< 
change  her  mind,  and  I  am  free  to  say  to  you  that] 
think  it  useless  to  persist ;  but  nevertheless — " 

"  Persist ! " 

"  I  said  '  persist.'   Until  Miss  Peniston  is  no  long 
Miss  Peniston,  I  shall  not  cease  to  do  aU  that  is  in 
my  power  to  make  her  change  her  mind." 
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"  And  you  call  that  honourable— the  conduct  of  a 
gentleman  and  a  kinsman  T " 

"Yes;  I,  too,  can  bo  frank.  I  would  rather  see 
her  marry  any  other  man  than  yourself.  You  have 
sought  to  injure  me,  why  I  shall  tell  you  at  my  own 
time.  I  think  you  have  been  deceiving  all  of  us  as 
to  certain  matters.  Oh,  wait  I  I  must  have  my  say. 
If  you  were— what  I  do  not  think  you— a  straight- 
forward, truthful  man,  I  should  tJiink'it  well,  and 
leave  Miss  Peuistoii  to  what  seems  to  be  her  choice. 
You  have  been  frank,  and  so  am  I,  and  now  we  un- 
derstand each  other,  and— no;  I  heard  you  to  an 
end,  and  I  must  insist  that  I  too  be  heard.  I  am  not 
sorry  to  have  had  this  talk.  If  I  did  not  care  for  her 
who  has  promised  you  her  hand,  I  should  be  careless 
as  to  what  you  are,  or  whether  you  have  been  an 
enemy  in  my  home  while  pretending  to  be  a  friend. 
As  it  is,  I  love  her  too  well  not  to  do  all  I  can  to 
make  her  see  you  as  I  see  you ;  and  tliis,  although 
for  me  there  is  no  least  hope  of  ever  having  a  place 
in  her  heart  I  am  her  friend,  and  shaU  be,  and,  until 
she  forbids,  shall  claim  every  privilegp  which,  with 
our  simpler  manners,  the  name  of  fi'iend  carries  with 
it    I  trust  I  am  plain." 

"  Plain  t  By  heavens !  yes.  I  have  borne  much, 
but  now  I  have  only  to  add  that  I  never  yet  forgave 
an  insult  You  would  be  wiser  to  have  a  care.  A 
man  who  never  yet  forgave  has  warned  you.  What 
I  want  I  get ;  and  what  I  get  I  keep." 

"  I  think,"  I  said,  "  that  wo  wiU  go  ashore." 

<<  With  all  my  heart"    And  in  absolute  silence  I 
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on  poor  Lb^,  «kaa  I  bad  pat  far  flifety  ia 

ataUea.    I  ««at  oai  Hq^  to  SevcaA  ib«ci» 

to  Baee  fltnak  road,  wliae  there 

aa  it  had  been  kept  in  order  for  tbe  tfiwi  wiaA 

oa  eaD  it  Saee  itzvet,  and  M 

realnaaie.  I  via  liroB^  to  a 

atieet,  thea  oafy  an  ox-pati^  by  the  bajooet  of  a 

a^er,  Ote  eampa  lying  aboot  this  poi^.  I 

zidebad^whes  I  heaid  a  wake  I 

"HoDoa,  Mr.  Wynne!    An  joa 
why!" 

I  aud  I  knew  no  nana,  bat  would  go  sooth, 
waa  out  for  a  nde^  and  had  no  epedal  emnd. 

" Come  with  ow  then,- he  said  pleaeantty.   "laa 
the  enRiiwjti  in  charge  af  ttie  debueea.'    Tbm 
',  mj  Aunt  Gainors  M.  bean,  ^>ptain  Mootreaor. 
■owaeoloneL 

"I  am  aarrj  roar  aunt  will  see  aone  of  ne^ 
Mr.  Wynne.  If  agreeable  to  yon,  w«  will  ride 
throof^  the  Itnea.' 

T  ■  lir*  it  ■flrtwiglwtfa.r  ».nA  OTpUmiwy  ■■!  ■■wily 

I  fear,  that  my  annt  was  a  redhot  Whig,  we  rode 
•oath  to  Spruce  street,  past  tbe  Be«ering-hoase  aft 
Sproee  and  Elerenth  etreeta,  where  the  tnx^  whifdi 
had  entered  with  Lord  Comwallis  were  mostly  sta. 
tiooed.    The  main  army  lay  at  (jemumtown,  with  de- 
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taclunents  below  the  city,  on  the  east  and  west  banks 
of  the  bcLuvlkill,  to  watch  oiu*  forts  at  lied  Bank  and 
the  ishmds  which  commanded  the  Delaware  liiver 
and  kept  the  British  commander  from  di-awing  sup- 
plies from  the  great  fleet  which  lay  helpless  below. 

As  we  went  by,  the  Grenadiers  were  drilling  on 
the  open  space  before  the  poorhouse.  I  expressed 
my  admiration  of  their  pointed  caps,  red,  with  silver 
front  plates,  their  spotless  white  leggings  and  blue- 
trinuned  scarlet  coats. 

''  Too  much  finery,  Mr.  WjTine.  These  are  a  king's 
puppets,  dressed  to  please  the  whim  of  royalty.  If 
all  kings  took  the  field,  we  shoidd  have  less  of  this. 
Those  miserable  devils  of  Mr.  Morgan's  fought  as 
well  in  their  dirty  akin  shirts,  and  can  kill  a  man  at 
murderous  distance  with  their  long  rifles  and  little 
ballets.  It  is  like  gambling  with  a  beggar.  He 
has  all  to  get,  and  nothing  to  lose  but  a  life  too 
wretched  to  make  it  worth  keeping." 

I  made  no  serious  reply,  and  we  rode  westward 
through  the  governor's  woods  to  the  river.  As  we 
turned  into  an  open  space  to  escape  a  deep  mud-hole, 
Mr.  Montresor  said : 

"  It  was  here,  I  think,  you  and  Mr.  Warder  made 
yom-selves  agreeable  to  two  of  our  people."  I  laughed, 
and  said  it  was  a  silly  business  and  quite  needless. 

"  That,  I  beheve,"  he  cried,  laughing,  "  was  their 
opinion  somewhat  late.  They  were  the  jest  of  every 
regimental  mess  for  a  month,  and  we  were  inclined 
to  think  Mr.  Washington  had  better  raise  a  few 
regiments  of  Quakers.    Are  you  all  as  dangerous  f 
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"  Oh,  worse,  worse,"  I  said.  "  Jack  Warder  and  I 
are  ouly  half-tledged  specimens.  You  should  see  the 
old  fellows."  Thus  jesting,  we  rode  as  we  were  able 
until  we  reached  the  banks  of  the  Schuylkill,  pick- 
eted on  both  shores,  but  on  tJie  west  side  not  below 
the  lower  ferry,  whei-e  already  my  companion  was 
laying  a  floating  bridge  which  greatly  interested 
me. 

"  We  have  a  post  on  the  for  hill,"  he  said,  "  I  am 
afraid  to  Mr.  Hamilton's  annoyance.    Let  us  follow  ^ 
the  river."  B 

I  was  able  to  guide  liim  along  an  ox-road,  and  past 
garden  patches  across  High  street,  to  the  upper  ferry 
at  Callowhill  street.  Here  he  pointed  out  to  me  the 
advantage  of  a  line  of  nine  forts  which  he  was  already 
building.  There  was  to  be  one  on  the  hill  we  call 
Fail-mount  to  eonimaud  the  upper  ferry.  Others 
were  to  be  set  along  to  the  north  of  Callowhill  street 
road  at  intervals  to  Cohocsink  Creek  and  the  Dela-^H 
ware.  ^1 

The  great  trees  I  loved  were  falling  fast  under  the 
axes  of  tlie  pioneei"s,  whom  I  thought  very  awkward 
at  the  business.  Farm-houses  were  being  torn  dovm, 
and  orchards  and  hedges  levelled,  while  the  unhappy 
owners  looked  on  in  mute  despair,  aiding  one  an- 
other to  remove  their  furmtui'e.  The  object  was  to 
leave  a  broad  space  to  north  of  the  forts,  that  anfl 
attacking  force  might  find  no  shelter.  About  an 
hundred  feet  from  the  blo<!khouses  was  to  1)6  an 
abatis  of  sliarpened  logs,  and  a  mass  of  brush  and 
trees,  through  which  to  move  would  be  difficult. 
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I  took  it  all  in,  and  greedily.  The  colonel  no  doubt 
thought  me  an  intelligent  young  fullow,  and  was  kind 
enough  to  answer  all  niy  qucBtions.  He  may  later 
have  repented  liis  frt;edom  of  speech.  Aud  now  I 
saw  the  reason  for  all  this  piteous  ruiu.  Compensa- 
tion was  promised  aud  given,  I  heai'd,  but  it  seemed 
to  me  hai"d  to  be  thus  in  a  day  tlirust  out  of  homes 
no  doubt  dear  to  these  simple  folk.  We  went  past 
gardens  aud  fields,  over  broken  fences,  all  in  the 
way  of  destrueti<  m.  Tape-lines  pegged  to  the  earth 
guided  the  engineers,  aud  hundreds  of  negroes  were 
liere  at  work.  Near  to  Coh<jcsink  Creek  we  met  the 
second  Miss  Chew,  riding  with  her  father.  He  was 
handsome  in  dark  velvet,  his  hair  clubbed  and  pow- 
dered beneath  a  Jiat  beaver  witli  three  rt>llB,  and  at 
his  back  a  <jueue  tied  with  a  red  ribbon.  He  had 
remained  quietly  ina<!tivo  and  prudent,  and,  being 
liked,  had  been  let  alone  by  otu-  own  pai'ty.  It  is  to 
be  feared  that  neither  he  nor  the  ribbon  was  quite 
as  neutral  as  they  had  been.  Miss  Margaret  looked 
her  best.  I  much  dislike  "  Peggy,"  by  which  name 
she  was  known  almost  to  the  loss  of  that  fine,  full 
"Margaret,"  which  suited  better  her  handsome, 
uptUted  head  and  well-bred  look. 

On  the  right  side  rode  that  other  Margaret,  Miss 
Shippen,  of  whom  awhUe  back  I  spoke,  but  then 
only  as  in  pretty  bud,  at  the  Woodlands.  It  was  a 
fair  young  rose  I  now  saw  Ixtwing  in  the  saddle,  a 
woman  with  both  charm  and  beauty.  Long  after, 
in  London,  and  in  less  lueny  days,  she  was  described 
by  Colonel  Tarleton  as  past  question  the  kaudsomest 
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in  all  EngUnd.    I  fear,  to<v  iJae  was  the 


'  And  wbere  haro  jvm  kqit  jxNinelf,  Mr.  Wynne  t ' 
■ked.    "Ton  are  a  trnmanta  of  07  fadict^ 
joa  know.  I  had  half  a  miad  noi  to  qieak  to  yoo.' 

I  bowed,  and  made  sooie  gaj  aasver.  I  could 
man  mil  explain  that  the  oOeos  nho  filled  th«ir 
hoaw  vete  not  to  mj  taate. 

"Let  me  pteeent  yon  to  Mr.  Ajuiii,'  aid  Mr. 
Shipfien,  who  hroo^ht  up  the  rear. 

"  I  hsn  the  bononr  to  knoT  Mr.  Wynne,' aaid  the 
oAeer.  "We  m«t  at  Lancaster  when  I  was  a  pris- 
oaer  in  ^76 ;  in  March,  was  it  not  t  Mr.  Wynne  did 
me  a  most  kind  aerviee,  Mootreaor.  I  owe  it  to  him 
that  I  came  to  know  that  loyal  gentleman,  Mr.  Cope, 
and  the  Yeotas  people,  who  at  least  vere  loyal  to  me. 
I  have  not  forgotten  it,  nor  ever  dialL* 

I  said  it  was  a  very  small  service,  and  he  was  land 
toremonber  it  ^h 

"  Ton  may  well  afford  to  forget  it,  sir ;  I  shall  not,*'^^ 
he  retomed.  He  was  in  fall  oniform ;  not  a  tall  man, 
but  finely  pn^rtioaed,  with  remarkably  legnlar 
features  and  a  dear  complexion  which  was  set  off 
to  advantage  by  powdered  hair  drawn  back  and  tit^ 
in  the  usual  ribboned  qoene. 

We  rode  along  in  company,  happy  enough,  and 
eha>t?ng  aa  we  went,  Mr.  Andr^,  as  alwa3rB,  the  life 
of  the  imrtj.  He  had  the  gracious  frankness  of  a 
wdl-mannered  lad.  and,  as  I  reeaD  him,  seemed  far 
younger  than  his  years.  He  spoke  very  feelingly 
•mde  to  me  of  yoong  Macphereon,  who  fell  at  Quebec. 
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He  himself  had  had  the  ill  hick  not  to  be  present 
when  that  gallant  assault  was  made.  He  spoke  of  us 
always  as  colonials,  and  not  as  rebels ;  and  why  was  I 
not  in  the  service  of  the  king,  or  perhaps  that  was  a 
needless  question  f 

I  told  liira  frankly  tliat  I  hoped  before  long  to  be 
in  quite  other  service.  At  this  he  cried,  "So,  sol 
I  would  not  say  it  elsewhere.  Is  that  sot  'T  is  a 
pity,  Mr.  WjTine ;  a  hopeless  cause,"  adding,  with  a 
laugh,  that  I  shoidd  not  find  it  very  easy  to  get  out 
of  the  city,  which  was  far  too  true.  I  said  there  were 
many  ways  to  go,  but  how  I  meant  to  leave  I  did  not 
yet  know.  After  I  got  out  I  woald  tell  him.  We 
had  fallen  back  a  little  as  we  talked,  the  road  just 
here  not  allowing  three  to  ride  abreast 

"  I  shall  ask  the  colonel  for  a  pass  to  join  our  army," 
I  said  merrily. 

"  I  would,"  said  he,  as  gay  as  I ;  "  but  I  fear  you 
and  Mistress  WjTino  will  have  no  favours.  Pray 
tell  her  to  be  careful    The  Tories  are  talking." 

"Thanks,"  said  I,  as  we  drew  aside  to  let  pass  a 
splendid  brigade  of  Hessians,  fat  and  well  fed,  with 
sliining  helmets. 

"  We  are  drawing  in  a  lot  of  men  from  German- 
town,"  said  Andr6,  "but  for  what  I  do  not  know. 
Ah,  here  comes  the  artillery !  " 

I  watched  them  as  we  all  sat  in  saddle,  while  regi- 
ment after  regiment  passed,  the  women  admiring 
their  precision  and  soldierly  beariag.  For  my  part, 
I  kept  thinking  of  the  half -clad,  ill-armed  men  I  had 
seen  go  down  these  same  streets  a  little  while  before. 
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m  tocootiol 
I  of  plan. 

Bjr  tki*  tiiw  we  wen  eaae  to  tbe  bridge  over 
Oi?'w™fc  Crtek,  I  bani^  become  adf-afanrbed  and 
TIm  Hkkmel  edad  ■gratteataoD  to  Uf  latviiis 
I  the  «BA.md  fl— loaded  the  kwriiifilom 
for  mae«  aoopkte  defeneeL  I  aaid,  "Yes,  jcs!* 
beng  BO  ioogcr  intorated. 

Mr.  Sh^pen  and, "  We  vffl  eroai  over  to  the  <  Boae 
flf  Bath '  and  have  a  little  milk-paiKfa  before  we  ride 
back."  TUa  waa  aa  iaa  where,  in  the  garden,  waa 
a  mineral  water  ondi  preaesibed  by  Dr.  Kearaiej. 
I  aaeoMd  myaelf,  howerer,  and,  pifading  an  engago- 
Bwnt,  rode  alowij-  away. 

I  pot  op  ray  mare  in  mv  aont^  stable,  and  went 
at  ooee  into  her  parlour,  foil  of  mv  parpoee. 

I  ant  down  and  told  her  both  the  talk  <d  two  daj 
before  with  Tarleton  and  my  cooan,  and  alao  that  1 
bad  bad  in  my  boat 

8be  thongfat  I  had  been  foolishly  frank,  and 
"  Ton  have  tvason  to  be  careful,  Hogh.  That 
is  dangennu.  He  would  not  fight  yon,  beoanse  tiiai 
wtmU  pot  an  end  to  his  relations  with  yoor  Cather. 
Getk  Maaon  tdls  me  be  has  already  borrowed  two 
hnndred  pounds  of  my  brother.  So  for  I  can  sec," 
die  went  on ;  "  the  rest  is  dark— that  about  Wynoote^ 
I  mean.  Darthea,  when  once  she  is  away,  begins  to 
criticise  him.  In  a  word,  Hugh,  I  thiiik  he  hM 
reason  to  be  jealous." 
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"  0  Annt  Gainor ! " 

"Yes.  She  does  not  answer  your  letters,  nor 
should  she,  but  she  answers  them  to  me,  the  minx ! 
a  good  sign,  sir." 

"  That  is  not  all,  aunt  I  can  stand  it  no  longer. 
I  must  go ;  I  am  going." 

"The  army,  Hught" 

"  Yes ;  my  mind  is  made  up.  My  two  homes  are 
hardly  mine  any  longer.  Everj'  day  is  a  reproiioli. 
For  my  father  I  can  do  little.  His  afifairs  are  almost 
entii-ely  wound  up.  He  does  not  need  me.  The  old 
clerk  is  better." 

"  Will  it  be  hard  to  leave  me,  my  son  1 " 

"  You  know  it  will,"  said  I.  She  had  risen,  tall  and 
large,  her  eyes  soft  with  tears. 

"  You  must  go,"  she  said,  "  and  may  God  protect 
and  keep  you.  I  shall  be  very  lonely,  Hugh.  But 
you  must  go.     I  have  long  seen  it." 

Upon  this,  I  begged  she  would  sec  my  father  often, 
and  give  me  news  of  him  and  of  Darthea  whenever 
occasion  served.  Then  she  told  mc  Darthea  was  to 
return  to  the  city  in  two  days,  and  she  herself  would 
keep  in  mind  all  I  had  wished  her  to  do.  After  this 
I  told  her  of  the  difficulties  I  should  meet  with,  and 
we  tjilked  them  over.  Presently  she  said,  "  Wait ;" 
then  left  the  room,  and,  coming  back,  gave  me  a 
sword  the  counterpart  of  Jack's. 

"  I  have  had  it  a  year,  sir.  Let  me  see,"  she  cried, 
and  would  have  me  put  it  on,  and  the  sash,  and  the 
bnflf-and-blue  sword-knot.  After  this  she  put  a  gi-eat 
hand  ou  each  shoulder  just  as  she  had  done  with 
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Jack,  and,  kissing  me,  said,  "  War  is  a  sad  thing,  but 
there  are  worse  things.  Be  true  to  the  old  name,  my 
son."  Nor  could  she  bide  it  a  moment  longer,  bat 
hurried  out  with  her  lace  handkerchief  to  her  eyes, 
saying  as  she  went,  "  Uow  shall  I  bear  it !  How  shall 
I  bear  it !  " 

She  also  had  for  me  a  pair  of  silver-mounted  pistols, 
and  an  enamelled  locket  with  my  mother's  ever  dear 
face  within,  done  for  her  when  my  mother  was 
in  England  by  the  famous  painter  of  miniatures, 
Mr.  Malbone. 

And  now  I  set  about  seeing  how  I  was  to  get  away. 
Our  own  forces  lay  at  Pennj'packer's  Mills,  or  near 
by ;  but  this  I  did  not  know  until  later,  and  neither 
the  British  nor  I  were  very  sure  as  to  their  precise 
situation.  It  was  clear  that  I  must  go  afoot.  As 
I  walked  down  Second  street  with  this  on  my  mind, 
I  met  Colonel  Montresor  with  a  group  of  officers. 
He  stopped  me,  and,  after  civilly  presenting  me, 
said: 

"  Harcourt  and  Johnston  "—this  latter  was  he  who 
later  married  the  saucy  Miss  Franks  and  her  fortune 
—  "  want  to  know  if  you  have  duck-shooting  here  on 
the  Schuylkill." 

Suddenly,  as  I  stood,  I  saw  my  chance  and  how 
to  leave  the  town.  I  said,  "  It  is  rather  early,  bat 
there  are  a  few  ducks  in  the  river.  If  I  had  a  boat  I 
would  try  it  to-morrow,  and  then  perhaps,  if  I  find 
would 


J 


I 


any  sport,  ( 


yon 


join 


'  Very  good,"  said  they,  as  weU  pleased  as  L 
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"And  the  boatt"  I  said. 

The  colonel  bad  one,  a  ratiier  light  skiff,  he  told 
me.  He  used  it  to  go  up  and  down  to  look  at  the 
bridges  he  was  now  busOy  lading.  When  I  asked 
for  its  use  the  next  day,  he  said  Yes,  if  I  would  send 
him  some  ducks ;  adding  that  I  should  ueed  a  pass. 
He  would  send  it  that  evening  by  a  sergeant,  and  an 
order  for  the  skiff,  which  lay  on  this  side  at  the  lower 
ferrj'.  I  thanked  him,  and  went  away  happy  in  the 
saccess  of  my  scheme. 

I  came  upon  Andr6  just  after.  "  Not  gone  yet  t " 
he  said. 

I  replied,  "  Not  yet ;  but  I  shall  get  away." 

He  rejoined  that  he  would  not  like  to  bet  on  that, 
and  then  went  on  to  say  that  if  my  aunt  had  any 
trouble  aa  to  the  ofiScers  quartered  on  her,  would  she 
kindly  say  so.  The  Hessians  were  rough  people,  and 
an  exchange  might  be  arranged.  Gentlemen  of  his 
own  acquaintance  could  be  substituted.  He  himself 
was  in  Dr.  Franklin's  house.  It  was  full  of  books, 
and  good  ones  too. 

I  thanked  him,  but  said  I  fancied  she  was  Whig 
enough  to  like  the  Hessians  better. 

On  Second  street  I  bought  a  smock  shirt,  rough 
shoes,  and  coarse  knit  stockings,  as  well  as  a  good 
snapsack,  and,  rolling  them  up  securely,  left  them 
at  home  in  the  hay-loft.  My  sword  and  other  finery  I 
must  needs  leave  behind  me.  I  had  no  friends  to  say 
good-bye  to,  and  quite  late  in  the  evening  I  merely 
ran  in  and  kissed  my  aunt,  and  received  eight  hon- 
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dred  poonds  in  Kngliyh  notes,  her  offering  to  thB 
eame,  whicii  I  was  to  deliver  to  the  geaenL  Her 
gift  to  me  was  one  hundred  poonds  in  gold,  ju^t 
what  she  gave  to  my  Jack.  The  larger  sum  she  had 
pat  aside  by  degrees.  It  embarrassed  me,  but  to 
refuse  it  would  have  hurt  her. 

I  carefully  packed  my  snapsack,  putting  the  gold 
in  bags  at  the  bottom,  and  covering  it  with  tho  liaB- 
nel  shirts  and  extra  shoes  which  made  up  my  outfit. 
I  could  not  resist  taking  my  pistoLs,  as  I  knew  that 
to  provide  myself  as  well  in  camp  would  not  be  pos- 
sible. The  bank-bills  I  concealed  in  my  long  stock- 
ings, and  would  gladly  have  been  without  them  had 
I  not  seen  how  greatly  this  would  disappoint  my  aunt. 
She  counted,  and  wisely,  on  their  insuring  me  a  more 
than  favourable  reception.  Lastly,  I  got  me  a  small 
compass  and  some  tobacco  for  Jack. 

It  most  l)e  hard  for  yon,  in  this  happier  day,  when 
it  is  easy  to  get  with  speed  anywhere  on  swift  and 
weD-horsed  coaches,  to  imagine  what  even  a  small 
journey  of  a  day  or  two  meant  for  us.  Men  who 
rode  carried  horseshoes  and  noils.  Those  who  drove 
had  in  the  carriage  ropes  ^nd  a  box  of  tools  for  re- 
pairs. I  was  perhaps  better  off  than  some  who  drove 
or  rode  in  those  days,  for  afoot  one  cannot  lie  stalled, 
nor  easily  lose  a  shoe,  although  Ix'twuen  Philadelphia 
and  Darby  I  have  known  it  to  happen. 

I  knew  the  conntrj'  I  was  to  travel,  and  up  to  a 
point  knew  it  well ;  beyond  that  I  must  trust  to  good 
fortune.  Early  in  the  evening  came  a  sergeant  with 
the  promised  order  for  the  boat,  and  a  pass  signed 
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by  Sir  William  Howe's  adjatant.  At  ten  T  bade  my 
father  good-aiglit  and  went  upstairs,  where  I  wrote 
to  iiitii,  and  inclosed  the  note  in  one  for  my  aunt. 
This  I  gave  to  Tom,  our  .coaclimau,  with  striet  orders 
to  deliver  it  late  the  next  day.  I  had  no  wisli  that 
by  any  accident  it  should  too  early  betray  my  true 
purpose.  My  gun  I  ostentatiously  cleaned  in  the  late 
afternoon,  and  set  in  the  haU. 

No  one  but  my  aunt  had  the  least  suspicion  of 
what  I  was  in  act  to  do.  At  last  I  sat  down  and 
carefully  considered  my  plan,  and  my  best  and  most 
rapid  way  of  reaching  the  army,  To  go  thi-ough 
German  town  and  Chestnut  Hill  would  have  been  the 
direct  route,  for  to  a  surety  our  army  lay  somewhere 
nigh  to  Worcester,  which  was  in  the  county  of  Pldl- 
adelphia,  although  of  late  years  I  believe  in  Mont- 
gomerj'.  To  go  this  plain  road  would  have  taken  me 
through  the  pickets,  and  where  lay  on  guard  the  chief 
of  the  British  army.  This  would,  of  course,  be  full  of 
needless  risks.  It  remained  to  consider  the  longer  road. 
This  led  me  down  the  river  to  a  point  where  I  must 
leave  it,  shoulder  my  snapsack,  and  trudge  down  tlie 
Darby  road,  or  between  it  and  the  river.  Somewhere 
I  must  cross  the  highway  and  strike  across-countiy 
as  I  coidd  to  the  Schuylkill  below  Conshohoeken,  and 
there  find  means  to  get  over  at  one  of  the  fnnls. 
Once  well  away  from  the  main  road  to  Darby  iiud 
Wilmington,  I  should  be,  I  tliought,  safe.  After 
crossing  the  Schuylkill  I  hoj>ed  to  get  news  which 
would  guide  me.  I  hardly  thonglit  it  likely  that  the 
English  who  lay  at  Germantown  and  Mount  Aiiy 
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would  picket  beyond  the  banks  of  the  WiHmihiflkon. 
I  might  have  to  look  out  for  foraging  TingliaTi  vest 
of  the  Schuylkill,  but  this  I  mnst  chance. 

I  was  about  to  leave  home,  perhaps  forever,  bat  I 
never  iu  my  life  went  to  bed  with  a  more  satisfled 
heart  than  I  bore  that  night. 


XVI 


I, 

^H  BPTjO'^  break  of  day  I  woke,  and,  steaUng  down- 
^™  HvVl  n  stairs,  took  gun,  powder-horn,  And  shot, 
r  btf  J—  M  and  in  the  stable  loft  put  the  ammnnition 
^B  fei-4^1^  ^^  ^^^  ^P  ^^  ™^  snapsack ;  then,  quickly 
^V  Flti^JtO  changing  my  clothes,  concealed  those  I 
had  put  off  under  the  hay,  and  so  set  out. 

The  town  was  all  asleep,  and  I  saw  no  one  until  I 
passed  the  Bettering-house,  and  the  Grenadiers  clean- 
ing their  guns,  and  powdering  their  queues  and  hair, 
and  thence  pushed  on  to  the  river.  The  lower  ferry, 
known  also  as  Gray's,  lay  just  a  little  south  of  where 
the  Woodlands,  Mr.  James  Hamilton's  house,  stood 
among  trees  high  above  the  quiet  river. 

A  few  tents  and  a  squad  of  sleepy  men  were  at  the 
ferry.  I  handed  my  order  and  pass  to  the  sergeant, 
who  looked  me  over  as  if  he  thought  it  odd  that  a 
man  of  my  class  should  be  so  equipped  to  shoot  ducks. 
However,  he  read  my  pass  and  the  order  for  the  boat, 
pushed  the  skiff  into  the  water,  and  proposed,  as  he 
lifted  my  snapsack,  to  let  one  of  his  men  row  me.  I 
said  No ;  I  must  drift  or  paddle  on  to  the  ducks,  and 
would  go  alone.  Thanking  him,  I  pushed  out  into 
the  stream.    He  wished  me  good  luck,  and  pocketed 


my  shilling. 
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It  was  nov  JDSt  sunrise.    I  paddled  swif tlv  down- 
stream.   Not  a  hundred  yards  from  the  feny  I  saw 
datks  on  the  east  shore,  and,  having  loaded,  paddled 
over  to  Bambo^  Bock,  and  was  Ixtcky  enon^  to  get  < 
two  docks  at  a  shot.    BecroGsing,  I  killed  two  more ' 
in  saeoession,  and  then  poshed  on,  keeping  aaumg 
the  reeds  of  the  west  bank.    As  I  passed  BartnamV 
famous  garden,  I  saw  his  son  near  the  nrer,  hasjr, 
as  osnal,  with  his  innocent  flowen. 

A  half-nule  below  I  perceiTed,  far  back  of  the 
shore,  a  few  redcoats.  Annoyed  no  little,— for  here 
I  meant  to  land,— I  tamed  the  boat,  still  hidden  by 
the  tall  reeds,  and  soon  drew  op  the  skiif  at  Bartram's. 
where,  taking  gon  and  aiapsack,  I  went  np  the  slope. 
I  found  Mr.  William  Bartnun  Btanding  wider  a  fine 
cypress  his  father  had  fetched  as  a  slip  from  Florida 
in  1731.  He  was  used  to  see  me  on  the  river,  bat 
looked  at  my  odd  coatnme  with  as  moeh  coriooty  as 
the  sergeAnt  had  done.  He  told  me  his  father  had 
died  but  ten  days  before,  for  which  I  felt  sorry,  since, 
except  by  Friends,  who  hitd  disowned  the  good  botan- 
ist, be  was  held  in  general  esteem.  I  hastily  bat 
bankly  told  Mr.  Bartram  my  emnd.    He  said : 

"Come  to  the  honse.  A  company  or  two  has  jnn 
now  passed  to  relieve  the  lower  fort' 

After  I  had  a  glass  of  milk,  and  good  store  of 
bread  and  butter,  I  asked  him  to  accept  my  gnn,  and 
that  he  wotdd  do  me  the  kindness  to  return  the  skiff, 
and  with  it  to  forward  a  note,  for  the  writing  of 
iriiieh  Mi&  Bartram  gave  me  uoill  and  paper. 


I  wrote: 


w 


"Mr.  Hugh  Wynue  presents  his  complLnients  to 
Mr.  Moutresor,  and  returns  his  skiff.  He  desires  Mr. 
Montresor  to  accept  two  bra<>o  of  ducks,  and  l>egs  to 
express  his  sincere  thanks  for  tlie  puss,  which  enabled 
Mr.  Wynne  to  make  with  comfort  his  way  to  the  army. 
Mr.  WjTine  trusts  at  some  time  to  l>e  able  to  show 
his  gratitude  for  this  favour,  and  meanwhile  he  re- 
mains Mr.  Montresor's  obedient,  humble  servant. 

"Octobor  1,  1777. 

"  Mr.  WjTine's  most  particular  compliments  to  Mr. 
Andr6.  It  proved  easier  to  escape  than  Mr.  Andr6 
thought." 

I  could  not  help  smiling  to  think  of  the  good  colo- 
nel's face  when  he  should  read  this  letter.  I  glanced 
at  the  armiB  over  the  fireplace,  thanked  the  good 
ficoplc  wiinnly.  and,  as  I  went  nut,  looked  back  at 
the  familiar  words  old  John  Bartram  set  over  the 
door  in  1770 : 

T  is  God  alone,  Almighty  Lord, 
The  Holy  One  by  me  uJored. 

It  seemed  the  last  of  home  and  its  associations.  I 
turned  away,  passed  through  the  grounds,  which  ex- 
tended up  U>  the  Darby  road,  and,  after  a  care  fid  look 
about  me,  moved  rapidly  southward.  Here  and  there 
were  farm-houses  between  spars  of  the  broken  forest 
whicli,  with  its  many  farms,  stretched  far  to  west- 
ward.    I  met  no  one. 

I  knew  there  was  a  picket  at  the  Blue  Bell  Inn, 
and  Sit,  before  Hearing  it,  I  struck  into  a  woodland, 
and,  avoiding  the  farms,  kept  to  the  northwest  until 


I  came  on  to  a  road  which  I  saw  at  once  to  be  Gray's 
Lane.  Unused  to  guiding  myself  by  compass,  I  had 
again  gotten  dangerously  near  to  the  river.  I  pushed 
up  the  Line  to  the  west,  and  after  half  an  hour  came 
upon  a  small  hamlet,  where  I  saw  an  open  forge  and 
a  sturdy  smith  at  work.  In  a  moment  I  recDgnisedj 
my  old  njaster,  Lowry,  the  fai-rier.  I  asked  the  way' 
across-country  to  the  Schuylkill.  He  stood  a  little, 
resting  on  his  hammer,  not  in  the  least  remembering 
me.  He  said  it  was  difBcult.  I  must  take  certain 
country  lanes  until  I  got  into  the  Lancaster  road^j 
and  so  on. 

I  did  not  wish  to  get  into  the  main  highway,  where! 
foragers  or  outlying  parties  might  see  fit  to  be  too  i 
curious.  I  said  at  last,  "  Dost  not  thou  know  thy  old  j 
prentice,  Hugh  Wynne?" 

I  felt  sure  of  my  man,  as  he  had  been  one  of  the 
Sons  of  Liberty,  and  had  fallen  out  with  Friends  in 
consequence,  so  tliat  I  did  not  hesitate  to  relate  my 
whole  story.    He  was  pleased  to  see  me,  andbade  me] 
enter  and  see  his  wife.    As  we  stood  consulting,  a] 
man  cried  out  at  the  door : 

"  Here  are  more  Hessians."  And  as  he  spoke  we 
heard  the  notes  of  a  bugle. 

"  Put  me  somewhere,"  I  said,  "  and  quick." 

"No,"  he  cried.  "Here,  set  your  snapsack  back 
of  this  forge.  Put  ou  this  leather  apron.  Smudge 
your  face  and  hands." 

It  took  me  but  a  minute,  and  here  I  was,  grimy 
and  black,  a  smitli  again,  with  my  sack  hid  under  a 
lot  of  old  iron  and  a  broken  bellows. 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker      289 

As  they  rode  up— some  two  dozen  yagers— I  let 
fall  the  bellows  handle,  at  which  my  master  had  set 
me  to  work,  and  went  out  to  the  doorway.  There, 
uot  at  oU  to  my  satisfaction,  I  saw  tlie  small  Hessian, 
('aptaiu  von  Heiser,  our  third  and  least  pleasant 
lioarder,  the  aide  of  GeiieraJ  Kuyphauseu.  Wonse 
still,  he  was  on  Lucy.  It  was  long  before  I  knew 
how  tliis  came  to  pass.  They  had  two  waggons,  and, 
amidst  the  lamentations  of  the  hamlet,  took  chickens, 
pigs,  and  grain,  leaving  orders  on  the  paJ^na8ter, 
which,  I  am  told,  were  scrupulously  honoured. 

Two  horses  needed  shoeing  at  once,  and  then  I  was 
told  Lucy  had  a  loose  shoe,  and  my  master  called  me 
a  lazy  dog,  and  bid  me  quit  staring  or  I  woidd  get  a 
strapping,  and  to  see  to  the  gentleman's  mare,  and 
that  in  a  huny.  It  was  clear  the  dear  thing  knew 
me ;  for  she  put  her  nose  down  to  my  side  to  get  the 
apples  I  liked  to  keep  for  her  in  my  side  poeket«.  I 
really  thought  she  would  betray  me,  so  dearly  did 
she  seem  to  me  to  understand  that  here  was  a  friend 
she  knew.  A  wild  thought  came  over  me  to  mount 
her  and  ride  for  my  life.  No  horse  there  of  the  heavy 
Brandenburgers  could  have  kept  near  her.  It  would 
have  been  madness,  of  course,  and  so  I  took  my  six- 
pence with  a  tmicli  of  my  f  elt  h  at,  and  saw  my  dear  Lucy 
disappear  in  a  cloud  of  dust,  riding  towai'd  the  town. 

"Tlmt  was  a  big  risk  for  thee,"  said  the  smith, 
wiping  the  sweat  from  his  forehead  witli  his  sleeve. 
"I  will  mount  and  ride  with  thee  across-country 
through  the  Welsh  Barony.  There  thou  wilt  not 
be  far  from  the  river.  It  is  a  good  t«a-mile  business." 
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After  a  little,  when  I  had  had  some  milk  and  mm, 
the  horses  were  saddled,  and  we  crossed  by  an  ox- 
road  through  the  forest  past  the  settlement  of  Card- 
ington,  and  then  forded  Cobb's  Creek.  A  cross-road  ■ 
carried  us  into  the  Haverford  road,  and  so  on  by 
wood-ways  to  the  old  Welsh  farms  beyond  Merion. 

We  met  no  one  on  the  way  save  a  farmer  or  two, 
and  here,  being  near  to  the  Schuylkill,  my  old  master 
farrier  took  leave  of  me  at  the  farm  of  Edward  Mas- 
ters, which  lay  in  our  way,  and  commended  me  to 
the  care  of  this  good  Free  Quaker. 

There  I  was  well  fed,  and  told  I  need  to  look  out 
only  on  this  side  the  river  for  Tories.  They  were  worse 
than  Hessianers,  he  said,  and  robbed  like  highway- 
men. In  fact,  already  the  Tories  who  came  confidently 
back  with  the  British  army  had  become  a  terror  to  all 
peaceful  folk  between  Sweedsboro  and  our  own  city. 
Their  bands  acted  under  royal  commissions,  some  as 
honest  soldiers,  but  some  as  the  enemies  of  any  who 
owned  a  cow  or  a  barrel  of  flour,  or  from  whom, 
under  torture,  could  bo  wrested  a  guinea.  All  who 
were  thus  organised  came  at  length  to  be  dreaded, 
and  this  whether  they  were  bad  or  better.  Friend 
Masters  had  suffered  within  the  week,  but,  once  over 
the  Schuylkill,  he  assured  me,  there  need  be  no  fear, 
as  our  own  partisans  and  foragers  were  so  active  to 
the  north  of  the  stream  as  to  make  it  perilous  for 
Tories. 

With  this  caution,  my  Quaker  friend  went  with 
me  a  mile,  and  set  me  on  a  wood  path.  I  must  be 
put  over  at  Hagy's  Ford,  he  feared,  as  the  river  was 
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in  flood  and  too  high  for  a  horse  to  wade ;  nor  was 
it  much  better  at  Young's  Ford  above.  Finally  he 
said,  "  The  ferrj-man  is  Peter  Skinner,  and  as  bad  as 
the  Jersey  Tories  of  that  name.  If  thou  dost  perceive 
him  to  talk  Friends'  language  in  reply  to  thy  own 
talk,  thou  wilt  do  well  to  doubt  what  he  may  tell  tliee. 
He  is  not  of  our  society.  He  cannot  even  so  speak 
as  that  it  will  deceive.  Hereabouts  it  is  thought  he 
is  in  league  with  Fitz."  I  asked  who  was  Fitz.  He 
was  one,  I  was  told,  who  had  received  some  lashes 
when  a  private  in  our  army,  and  had  deserted.  The 
British,  discovering  his  capacity,  now  used  him  as  a 
forager ;  but  he  did  not  stop  at  hen-roosts. 

With  this  added  warning,  I  went  on,  keeping  north 
until  I  came  to  the  Rock  road,  by  no  means  mis- 
named, and  so  through  Merion  Square  to  Hagj''8  Ford 
Lane  and  the  descent  to  the  river.  I  saw  few  jieople 
on  tlie  way.  Tlie  stream  was  in  a  freshet,  and  not  to 
be  waded.  My  ferryman  was  caulking  a  dory.  I  said : 

"Wilt  thou  set  me  across,  friend,  and  at  what 
charge  t " 

To  this  he  replied,  "  Where  is  thee  bound  T" 

I  said,  "  To  White  Marsh." 

"  Thee  is  not  of  these  parts." 

"No." 

He  was  speaking  the  vile  tongue  which  now  all 
but  educated  Friends  speak,  and  even  some  of  these ; 
but  at  that  time  it  was  spoken  only  by  the  vulgar. 

"  It  will  cost  thee  two  shillings." 

"  Too  much,"  said  I ;  "  but  thou  hast  me  caught. 
I  must  over,  and  that  soon." 


He  was  long  about  getting  ready,  and  now  and 
then  looked  steatlily  across  the  stream ;  but  as  to  this 
I  was  not  troul>lud,  as  I  knew  that,  once  beyond  it, 
I  was  out  of  danger.  i 

I  paid  my  fare,  and  left  him  looking  after  me  up 
the  deep  cut  which  led  to  the  more  level  uplands. 
Whistliug  gaily,  and  without  suspicion,  I  won  the 
hilltop  by  what  I  think  they  called  Ship  Lane. 

Glad  to  be  over  SchuylkiU  and  out  of  the  way  of  I 
risks,  I  sat  down  by  the  roadside  at  the  top  of  the 
ascent.     The  forest  was  dense  witJi  underbrush  on 
either  side,  and  the  hickories,  and  below  them  the  < 
sumachs,  were  tdready  rich  with  tlie  red  and  gold  of 
autumn.     Being  rather  tired,  I  remained  at  rest  at 
least  for  a  half-hour  in  much  comfort  of  body  and 
mind.     I  had  been  strongly  urged  by  my  love  for 
Darthea  to  await  her  eomhig ;  but  decisions  are  and 
were  with  me  despotic,  and,  once  I  was  of  a  mind  to 
go,  not  even  Darthea  could  keep  me.     Yet  to  leave  i 
her  to  my  cousin  and  his  wiles  I  hated.     The  more 
I  discussed  him  in  tht:  council  of  my  own  thoughts, 
the  more  I  was  at  a  loss.     His  e\'ideiit  jealousy  of 
one  so  nmch  younger  did  seem  to  me,  as  it  did  to  my 
aunt,  singular.     And  why  should  he  wish  me  to  bo  1 
away,  as  cleai-ly  he  did  ?  and  why  also  malign  me  to 
my  father  t  I  smiled  to  think  I  was  where  his  malice 
could  do  me  no  barm,  and,  rising,  pulled  my  snapsack 
straps  up  on  my  shoulders,  and  set  my  face  to  thef 
east. 

Of  a  sudden  I  heard  to  left,  "Halt,  there!"    1 1 
saw  a  long  rifle  covering  me,  and  above  the  brush 
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a  man's  face.  Tlieu  st^'ppcd  out  to  rigrht,  as  I  obeyed 
the  order,  a  fellow  in  buckskin  shh't  and  leggings, 
with  a  pistol.  I  cried  out,  "  I  sm-render ; "  for  what 
else  could  I  do  f  Instantly  a  dozen  men,  all  armed, 
were  in  the  i"oad,  and  an  ill-looking  lot  tliey  were. 
The  leader,  a  eoai'se  fellow,  was  short  and  red  of 
face,  and  much  pinii>Ied.  He  had  hair  half  a  foot 
long,  and  a  beai-d  such  as  none  wore  in  those  days. 

I  had  but  time  to  say  meekly,  "Why  dost  thou 
stoji  nie,  fi'iend  1 "  when  he  jerked  off  my  sack  and, 
plunguig  a  hand  inside,  pulled  out  a  pistol. 

"  A  pretty  QmUier !  Here,"  and  he  put  back  the 
pistol,  crying,  as  the  men  laughed,  "sergeant,  strap 
this  on  your  back.  Quick  !  fetch  out  the  horses ;  we 
will  look  him  over  later.  Up  with  him  behind  Joe ! 
Quick— a  girth !  We  have  no  time  to  waste.  A 
darned  rebel  spy !  No  doubt  Sir  WiUiani  may  like 
to  have  him." 

In  tnith,  no  time  was  lost  nor  any  ceremony  used, 
and  here  was  I  strapjied  to  the  waist  of  a  sturdy 
trooper,  beliind  whom  I  was  set  on  a  big-boned  roan 
horse,  and  on  my  way  home  again. 

"Wliich  way,  Cajitain  Fitz?"  said  the  sergeant. 
"  The  ford  is  high."  In  a  moment  we  were  away,  in 
all,  as  I  not/cd,  about  a  scora 

The  famous  Toi-y  chief— he  was  no  better  than  a 
bold  thief— made  no  reply,  but  rode  northwest  with 
his  following  for  the  ford  below  Conshohockon,  as 
I  fancied.  He  went  at  speed  through  the  open  pine 
forest,  I,  my  hands  being  free,  holding  on  to  my  man 
as  well  as  I  could,  and,  as  you  may  suppose,  not  very 
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happy,  A  mile  away  we  came  out  on  a  broad  road. 
Here  the  captain  hesitated,  and  of  a  sudden  turned 
to  left  toward  the  river,  crying  loudly,  with  an  oath, 
"  Follow  me  1 "    The  cause  was  plain. 

Some  twenty  troopers  came  out  into  the  road  not 
a  hundred  yards  distant,  and  instantly  rode  down  on 
us  at  a  rim.  Before  we  could  get  as  swift  a  pace, 
they  were  close  upon  us ;  and  then  it  was  a  mid  and 
perilous  race  downhill  for  the  river,  with  yells,  curses, 
and  pistol-balls  flying,  I  as  helpless,  meanwhile,  as 
a  child.  The  big  roan  kept  well  up  to  the  front 
near  the  captain.  Looking  back,  through  dust  and 
smoke,  I  saw  our  pursuers  were  better  horsed  and 
were  gaining.  A  man  near  me  dropped,  and  a  horse 
went  down.  With  my  left  hand  I  caught  hold  of  the 
strap  which  fastened  me  to  the  rascal  in  the  saddle. 
He  was  riding  for  life,  and  too  scared  to  take  note  of 
the  act  I  gave  the  buckle  a  quick  jerk,  and  it  came 
loose,  and  the  strap  fell.  I  clutched  the  man  by  the 
throat  with  my  right  hand,  and  squeezed  his  gullet 
with  a  death-grip.  He  made  with  his  right  hand  for  a 
holster  pistol,  losing  his  stirrups,  and  kicking  as 
if  in  a  fit.  I  only  tightened  my  grip,  and  fetched 
him  a  crack  under  the  left  ear  with  my  unengaged 
hand.  He  was  reeling  in  the  saddle  when,  at  this 
instant,  I  was  aware  of  a  horseman  on  my  right.  I 
saw  a  sabre  gleam  in  air  above  us,  and,  letting  go 
my  scamp's  throat,  I  ducked  quickly  below  his  left 
shoulder  as  I  swung  him  to  left,  meaning  to  chance 
a  fall  He  had,  I  fancy,  some  notion  of  his  peril,  for 
he  put  up  his  hand  and  bent  forward.    I  saw  the 
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flash  of  a  blade,  and,  my  captor's  head  falling  for- 
ward, a  great  spout  of  blood  shot  back  into  my  face, 
as  the  pair  of  us  tumbled  together  headlong  from 
his  horse.  I  was  dimly  conscious  of  yells,  oaths,  a 
horse  leaping  over  me,  and  for  a  few  seconds  knew 
no  more.  Then  I  sat  up,  wiped  the  blood  away,  and 
saw  what  had  happened. 

The  trooper  lay  across  me  dead,  his  head  nearly 
severed  from  the  trunk,  and  spouting  great  jets  of 
blood.  A  half-dozen  dead  or  wounded  were  scattered 
along  the  road.  Not  a  rod  away  was  the  sergeant 
who  had  my  sack  pinned  under  his  horse,  and  far 
ahead,  in  a  cloud  of  dust,  that  terrible  swordsman 
riding  hard  after  the  bandit.  Fitz,  well  mounted,  got 
off,  I  may  add,  and,  with  three  or  four,  swam  the 
river,  hving  to  be  hanged,  as  he  well  deserved. 

By  the  time  I  was  up  and  staggering  forward,  bent 
on  recovering  my  sack,  the  leader,  who  had  given  up 
the  chase,  rode  toward  me.  I  must  have  been  a  queer 
and  horrid  figure.  I  was  literally  covered  with  blood 
and  mud.  The  blood  was  everywhere,— in  my  hair, 
over  my  face,  and  down  my  neck,— but  I  wanted  my 
precious  sack. 

"  Halt !  "  he  cried  out.  "  Here,  corporal,  tie  this 
fellow." 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  I,  now  quite  myself.  "  I  was 
the  prisoner  of  these  rascals." 

"  Indeed  t    Your  name  t " 

"Hugh  Wynne." 

"Where  from T" 

"  From  the  city." 
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"Where  tot" 

"  To  join  the  army." 

"  Yoiir  business  T    What  are  you ! " 

"Gentleman." 

"  Good  heavens !  you  are  a  queer  one !  We  shall 
see.  Are  you  hurt!  No?  Great  Ctesar!  you  are 
an  awful  sight !  " 

"I  was  tied  to  that  fellow  you  disposed  of,  and 
with  your  permission  I  will  get  my  snapsaek  yonder." 

"  Good ;  get  it.  Go  with  him,  corpoi-al,  and  keep 
an  eye  on  him." 

In  a  half -hour  the  dead  were  stripped  and  pitched 
aside,  the  wounded  cared  for  in  haste,  and  the  horses 
caught. 

"  Can  you  ride  T "  said  my  captor.  "  By  George, 
you  must ! " 

"  Yes,  I  can  ride." 

"  Then  up  with  you.     Give  him  a  leg." 

I  wanted  none,  and  was  up  in  a  moment  on  the 
bare  back  of  a  big  farm  mare ;  their  en-aud  had  beon, 
I  learned,  the  purchase  of  horses.  The  captain  ba<le 
me  ride  with  hijii,  ami,  turning  north,  we  rode  away, 
wiule  the  big  bnite  under  me  jolted  my  sore  bones. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  captain,  "  let  me  hear,  Mr. 
Wynne,  what  you  have  to  say.  Take  a  pull  at  my 
flask." 

I  did  so,  and  went  on  to  relate  my  adventures 
briefly— tlie  duck-shooting,  which  much  amused  him, 
the  escape  at  tlie  forge,  and  what  else  seemed  to  be 
needed  to  set  myself  right.  He  looked  me  over  agoiu 
keenly. 
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"  You  had  a  close  thing  of  it." 

"  Yes,"  said  I ;  "  you  are  a  terrible  swordsman,  and 
a  good  one,  if  you  will  pardon  me." 

"  I  meant  to  cut  him  on  the  head,  but  he  put  his 
neck  where  his  head  should  have  been.  There  is 
one  rascal  the  less;  but  I  missed  the  leader.  Hang 
him!" 

"  He  will  take  care  of  that,"  said  I. 

Then  my  companion  said  I  must  join  his  troop, 
and  would  I  excuse  Ms  rough  dealing  with  me  f 

I  declared  myself  weU  content,  and  explained  as  to 
his  offer  that  I  was  much  obliged,  and  woidd  think 
it  over ;  but  that  I  desired  first  to  see  the  army,  and 
to  find  my  friend,  Captain  Warder,  of  the  Pennsyl- 
vania line. 

"  Yes ;  a  stout  man  and  dark  f " 

"  No ;  slight,  well  bmlt,  a  blond." 

"  Good ;  I  know  him.  I  was  testing  your  taJe,  Mr. 
Wynne.  One  has  need  to  be  careful  in  the.se  times." 
For  a  few  moments  he  was  silent,  and  then  asked 
sharply,  "  Where  did  you  cross  T" 

I  told  him. 

"And  are  there  any  outlying  pickets  above  the 
upper  ferry  on  the  west  bankT" 

I  thought  not,  and  went  on  to  tell  of  the  bridging 
of  the  river,  of  the  lines  of  forts,  and  of  the  positions 
held  in  the  city  by  the  Grenadiers  and  the  High- 
landers. A  large  part  of  the  army,  I  said,  was  being 
withdrawn  from  Germantown,  I  supposed  with  a 
view  to  attack  the  forts  below  the  city. 

"  What  you  say  is  valuable,  Mr.  Wynne."  And  In. 
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qaickened  the  pace  with  an  order,  and  poshed  on  at 
spteed. 

It  seemed  to  me  time  to  know  into  whose  company  ' 
I  had  fallen,  and  who  was  the  hardy  and  decisivv^B 
rider  at  my  side.  ^^ 

"  May  I  take  the  hberty  to  ask  with  what  command 
I  am!" 

*'  Certainly.  I  am  Allan  McLane,  at  yoor  service. 
I  will  talk  to  you  later ;  now  I  want  to  think  over 
what  yon  have  told  me.  I  tried  to  get  into  the  city 
last  week,  dressed  as  an  old  woman ;  they  took  my 
eggs— Lord,  they  were  aged!— but  I  got  no  farther 
than  the  middle  ferry.  Are  you  sure  that  troops  ate 
being  withdrawn  from  German  town  f " 

I  said  I  was,  and  in  large  numbers.  After  this 
rode  on  in  silence  through  the  twilight  I  glanced 
now  and  then  at  my  companion,  the  boldest  of  our 
partisan  leaders,  and  already  a  sharp  thorn  in  the 
side  of  General  Howe's  extended  line.  He  was  slight, 
well  made,  and  dark,  with  some  resemblance  to 
Arthur  Wynne,  but  with  no  weak  lines  about  a 
mouth  which,  if  less  handsome  than  my  cousin's,  was 
far  more  resolnt*. 

I  was  ready  to  drop  from  my  rongh  steed  when  we 
began,  about  nine  at  night,  to  see  the  camp-fires  of 
our  army  on  either  side  of  Skippack  Creek.  A  halt 
at  the  pickets,  and  we  rode  on  around  the  right  flank 
among  rude  huts,  rare  tents,  rows  of  spancelled 
horses,- we  call  it  "  hobbled  "  nowadays,- and  so  at 
last  to  a  group  of  tents,  the  headquarters  of  the  snuJl 
cavalry  division. 
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"Halt!"  I  heard;  and  I  literally  almost  tumbled 
ofif  my  hoi-se,  pleased  to  see  the  last  of  him. 

"  This  way,  sir,"  said  McLane.  "  Here  is  my  tent. 
There  is  a  flask  under  the  pine-needles.  I  have  no 
feather-bed  to  offer.  Get  an  hour's  rest ;  it  is  all  you 
can  have  just  now.  When  I  find  out  the  headquar- 
ters, you  must  ride  again."     And  ho  was  gone. 

I  found  a  jug  of  water  and  a  towel ;  but  my  at- 
tempts to  get  the  blood  and  mud  out  of  my  hair  and 
neck  were  (juite  vain.  I  gave  it  up  at  last.  Then  I 
nearly  emptied  the  flask  which  McLane  had  left  me, 
set  my  sack  under  my  head,  pulled  up  a  blanket,  and 
in  a  minute  was  out  of  the  world  of  war  and  sound 
asleep. 

I  do  not  know  how  long  my  slumber  lasted  on  my 
fragrant  bed  of  pine.  I  heard  a  voice  say,  "  Are  you 
dead,  man  t "  And  shaken  roughly,  I  sat  up,  confused, 
and  for  a  moment  wondering  where  I  was. 

"  Come,"  said  McLane.     "  Oh,  leave  your  sack." 

"  No,"  I  said,  not  earing  to  explain  why. 

In  a  moment  I  was  in  the  saddle,  as  fresh  as  need 
be,  the  cool  October  night-wind  in  my  face. 

"  Wliere  are  we  bound  f "  I  asked. 

"  Headquarters.  I  want  you  to  tell  your  own  news. 
Hang  the  man  !  "  We  had  knocked  down  a  lurching 
druukard,  but  McLane  stayed  to  ask  no  questions, 
and  in  a  half-hour  we  pulled  up  in  the  glare  of  a  huge 
fire,  around  w  Such  lay  aides,  some  asleep  and  others 
smoking.   A  few  yards  away  was  a  row  of  tents. 

McLane  looked  about  him.  "  Holloa,  Hamilton ! " 
he  cried  to  a  slight  young  man  lying  at  the  fire 
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"Tell  his  Excellency  I  am  here.    I  have  news  of  im- 
portance." 

A  moment  after,  the  gentleman,  who  was  to  become 
■o  well  known  and  to  die  so  needlessly,  came  back, 
and  we  followe<l  him  to  the  larger  of  the  tents.  As 
he  lifted  the  fly  he  said,  "Captain  McLane  to  see 
your  Excellency." 

On  a  plain  farm-house  table  were  four  candles, 
dimly  lighting  piles  of  neatly  folded  papej^,  a  simpla] 
camp-bed,  two  or  three  wooden  stools,  and  a  camp-l 
chest.     The  officer  who  sat  bai-eheaded  at  the  table 
puslied  aside  a  map  aud  looked  up.  I  was  once  moi 
in  the  presence  of  Weishiugtou.     Both  McLaue  anc 
I  stood  waiting— I  a  little  behind. 

"  Whom  have  you  here,  sir  t " 

"Mr.  Wynne,  a  gentleman  who  has  escaped  in' 
disguise  to  join  the  army.    He  has  news  which  may 
interest  your  Excellency."    As  he  spoke  I  came] 
forward. 

"  Ai-e  you  wounded,  sir  T " 

"  No,"  said  I ;  "  it  is  anotlier  man's  blood,  not  mine." 
n<'  slidwi'd  no  fiirtlier  curiosity,  nor  any  sign  of  the 
aiiiiizi  iniiit  I  luul  seen  in  the  faces  of  his  aide 
oamp  on  my  appearance  at  the  camp-fire. 

"  Pray  be  seated,  gentlemen.  Do  me  the  favo^^ 
Captaui  Meliane,  to  ask  Colonel  Hamilton  to  return,, 
Mr.  Wynne,  you  said  f  " 

"  Yes,  your  Elxcellency." 

Then,  to  set  myself  right,  I  told  him  that  I  had  had 
the  honour  to  have  met  him  at  the  house  of  my  uunt^ 
MistreBB  Wynne.    '*  W^ith  permission,  sir,"  I  adde^l. 
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"  I  am  charged  to  deliver  to  your  Excellency  eight 
hundred  pounds  which  Mistress  Wynne  humbly 
ti-usta  may  be  of  use  to  the  cause  of  liberty."  So 
saying,  I  pulled  the  English  notes  out  of  my  long 
stockiugs  and  laid  them  before  him. 

"  I  could  desire  many  recniits  like  you,"  he  said. 
"  Mr.  Hamilton,  I  beg  to  present  Mr.  Wynne.  Have 
the  kindness  to  make  memoranda  of  what  he  may 
tell  us."  He  spoke  with  deliberation,  as  one  who  had 
learned  to  weigh  his  words,  not  omitting  any  of  the 
usual  courteous  fonns,  more  common  at  that  time 
than  in  our  less  formal  day.  General  Knox  came  in 
as  we  sat  down. 

He  was  a  sturdy  man  with  a  slight  stoop,  and  had 
left  his  book-shop  in  Boston  to  become  the  trusted 
friend  and  artillery  officer  of  the  great  Virginian, 
who  chose  his  men  with  slight  regard  to  the  tongues 
of  the  Southern  officers,  for  whom  they  were  too 
often  "  shopkeepcre  "  or  "  mere  traders." 

"  Report  of  court  martial  on  Daniel  Plympton, 
deserter,"  said  Knox.  The  general  took  tlie  paj>er8, 
and  for  ten  minutes  at  least  was  intently  concerned 
with  what  he  read.  Then  he  took  a  pen  and  wrote 
a  line  and  his  name,  and,  looking  up,  said,  "  Approved, 
of  course.  Parade  his  regiment  at  daybreak  for  exe- 
cution. Your  pardon,  gentlemen."  And  at  once  he 
began  to  put  to  me  a  series  of  questions  rather  slowly. 
The  absence  of  hurry  surprised  me,  young  as  I  was, 
and  not  yet  apt  to  take  in  all  I  might  see.  Every 
minute  some  one  appeared.  There  were  papers  to 
sign,  aides  coming  and  going,  impatient  sounds  with- 
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out,  a  man's  death  decreed ;  but  wiUi  no  sign  of  baste 
he  went  ou  to  fioisb. 

At  la£t  he  rose  to  his  feet,  we  also  standing,  of 
course.  "Are  jou  sure  that  Sir  William  has  re- 
called any  large  force  from  Germantown  f — any  large 
force  T  " 

I  knew  tJiat  tlie  Grenadiers  and  many  Hessians  had 
come  in,  and  a  considerable  part  of  the  artillerj',  but 
to  what  extent  or  precisely  in  what  numbers  I  coold 
not  be  sure.  He  .seemed  to  me  to  be  intensely  con- 
sidering what  I  told  him. 

At  last  he  said,  "  You  must  be  tired.  You  have 
brought  much  needed  help,  and  also  good  news." 
Why  good  I  did  not  then  understand.  "And  now 
what  do  you  desire  T  How  can  I  serve  you,  Mr. 
Wynne  t" 

I  said  I  wished  to  be  in  the  ranks  for  a  time, 
until  I  learned  a  little  more  of  the  duty. 

He  made  no  comment,  but  turning  to  McLane, 
said,  "  Captain  McLane,  you  will  cai-e  for  this  gen- 
tleman. I  trust  occasion  may  serve,  Mr.  Wynne,  to 
enable  me  to  offer  Mistress  WjTine  my  thanks.  When 
you  desire  a  commission,  Mr.  Hamilton  will  kindly 
remind  me  of  the  service  you  have  done  your  coun- 
try to-day.  Yon  have  acted  with  your  usual  discre- 
tion, Captain  McLane.  Good-uight,  gentlemen." 
We  bowed  and  went  out. 

On  our  way  back  we  rode  a  footpace,  while  the 
captain,  now  ready  enough  to  talk,  answered  my 
many  questions.  "  Yes  ;  the  general  was  a  reserved, 
tranquil  man,  with  a  chained-up  devil  inside  of  him ; 
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could  lay  a  wliip  over  a  black  fellow's  back  if  a  horse 
were  ill  groomed,  or  call  a  man — and  he  a  general 

—  a  d dinmkard ;  but  that  would  be  in  the  heat 

of  a  fight.  An  archbishop  would  learn  to  swear  in 
the  army,  and  the  general  had  no  more  piety  than 
was  good  for  men  who  were  here  to  commit  murder." 

The  next  day  I  set  gut  afoot,  as  I  preferred,  to  look 
for  Jack,  aud  a  nice  business  I  found  it.  The  army 
was  moving  down  the  Skippack  road  to  Worcester 
township,  and  the  whole  march  seemed,  to  me  at  least, 
one  great  bewildering  confusion  of  dust,  artillery, 
or  waggons  stalled,  profaue  aides  going  hither  and 
thither,  broken  fences,  women  standing  at  farm-house 
doors,  white  and  cryiug,  as  the  long  Una  of  our  foot 
passed ;  and  over  all  rang  sharp  the  eUuk  and  rattle 
of  fla:iking  cavalry  as  the  horse  streamefl  by,  tram- 
pling the  i-uddy  buckwheat-fields,  aud  through  rav- 
aged orchards  and  Ijroken  gardens.  Overhead,  in  a 
great  cloud  high  in  air,  the  fine  dust  was  blown  down 
the  line  by  the  east  wind.  It  was  thick  and  oppres- 
sive, choking  man  and  horse  with  an  exacting  thirst, 
mocked  I)y  empty  wells  and  defiled  brooks.  No  one 
knew  whei-e  any  one  else  was,  and  in  all  my  life,  save 
on  one  memorable  evening,  I  never  heard  as  great  a 
variety  of  abominable  language. 

I  had  done  my  best,  by  some  change  of  under- 
clothes aud  the  industrious  use  of  soap  aud  water,  to 
make  my  appearaueo  less  noticeable ;  but  it  was  still 
bad  enough,  because  I  had  no  outer  garments  except 
those  I  was  wearing.  Had  I  liccu  better  dressed,  I 
had  fared  better ;  for  in  those  days  clothes  wore  con- 
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Bidered,  and  you  might  easily  Udl  by  his  costume  if  a 
man  were  a  mechanic,  a  farmer,  a  small  trader,  or  a 
gentleman. 

I  fell  at  last  upon  an  officer  who  was  endeavonring 
to  get  his  horse  a  shore  of  wayside  ditch  water.  I 
said  to  him,  seeing  my  chance,  that  his  horse  had 
picked  up  a  stone;  if  he  would  wait  a  moment  I 
would  knock  it  out  On  this,  and  upon  his  thank- 
ing me,  I  asked  where  I  might  find  Wayne's  brigade, 
for  in  it,  as  I  knew,  was  my  captain  of  the  Third 
Pennsylvania  Continental  foot  He  told  me  it  was 
a  mile  ahead.  Comforted  by  this  news,  I  walked  on, 
keeping  chiefly  in  the  fields,  for  there  alone  was  it 
possible  to  get  past  the  marching  columns. 

About  eleven  there  was  a  halt  I  passed  a  lot  of 
loose  women  in  carts,  many  canvas-covered  commis- 
sary waf^us,  footsore  men  fallen  out,  and  some 
asleep  in  the  fields,— all  the  scum  and  refuse  of  an 
army,— with  always  dust,  dust,  so  that  man,  beast, 
waggons,  and  every  green  thing  were  of  one  dull 
yellow.  Then  tliere  was  shouting  on  the  road ;  the 
stragglers  fled  left  and  right  a  waggon  of  swearing 
women  turned  over  into  a  great  ditch,  and  with 
laughter,  curses,  and  crac^k  of  whip,  two  well-horsed 
cannon  and  caissons  bounded  over  the  field,  crashing 
through  a  remnant  of  snake  fence,  and  so  down  the 
road  at  speed.  I  ran  behind  them,  glad  of  the  gap 
they  left  About  a  mile  farther  they  pulled  up,  and 
going  by  I  saw  with  joy  the  red  and  buff  of  the 
Pennsylvania  liue.  Behind  them  there  was  an 
inten'al,  and  thus  the  last  files  were  less  dusty.   Bat 
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for  this  I  ghonld  have  gone  past  them.  A  soldier 
told  ue  tIM  this  was  the  regiment  I  sought,  and, 
searching  the  ranks  eagerly  as  they  stood  at  ease,  I 
walked  swiftly  along. 

"  Holloa ! "  I  shouted.  I  saw  Jack  look  about  him. 
"  Jack ! "  I  cried.  He  ran  to  me  as  I  six)ke.  I  think 
I  should  have  kissed  him  but  for  the  staring  soldiers. 
In  all  my  life  I  never  was  so  glad.  There  was  brief 
time  allowed  for  greetings.  "Fall  in!  fall  in!"  I 
heard.     "  March  I  " 

"  Come  along,"  he  said.  And  walking  beside  him, 
I  poured  out  news  of  home,  of  my  Aunt  Olainor,  and 
of  myself. 

A  mile  beyond  we  halted  close  to  the  road  near  to 
Methacton  Hill,  where,  I  may  add,  we  lay  that  night 
of  October  2.  Having  no  tents,  Jack  and  I  slept 
on  the  ground  rolled  up  in  Holland  blankets,  and 
sheltered  iu  part  by  a  wicky-up,  which  the  men  con- 
trived cleverly  enough. 

I  saw  on  our  arrival  how— automatically,  as  it 
seemed  to  me— the  regiments  found  camping-groimds, 
and  how  well  the  ragged  men  arranged  for  shelters 
of  boughs,  or  made  tents  with  two  rails  and  a  blanket 
The  confusion  disappeared.  Sentries  and  pickets 
were  posted,  fires  were  lit,  and  food  cooked.  The 
order  of  it  seemed  to  me  as  mysterious  as  the  seem- 
ing disorder  of  the  march. 

After  some  talk  with  Jack,  I  concluded  to  serve  as 
a  volunteer,  at  least  for  a  few  weeks,  and  learn  the 
business  better  Wfore  I  should  decide  to  accept  the 
general's  kindness.    Accordingly  I  took  my  place 
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in  the  ranks  of  Jack's  company,  and,  confiding  most 
of  my  gold  to  his  care,  kept  in  a  belt  ninder  my 
clothes  not  more  than  six  guineas,  as  I  remember. 
No  uniform  was  to  be  had  at  any  price;  but  I  was 
hardly  worse  oflf  than  half  of  the  men  who  made  up 
our  company.  A  musket,  and  what  else  was  wanted, 
I  obtained  without  trouble,  and  as  to  the  drill,  I  knew 
it  well  enough,  tlianks  to  the  Irish  sergeant  who  had 
trained  us  at  home. 

Our  duties,  of  course,  kept  us  much  apart— that  is, 
Jack  and  myself;  but  as  he  made  use,  or  pretended 
to  make  use,  of  me  as  an  orderly,  I  was  able  to  see 
more  of  liim  that  day  than  otherwise  would  have 
been  possible.  My  pistols  I  asked  him  to  use  until  I 
could  reclaim  them,  and  I  made  him  happy  with  the 
tobacco  I  brought,  and  which  I  soon  saw  him  divid- 
ing among  other  officers ;  for  what  was  Jack's  was 
always  everybody's.  And,  indeed,  because  of  tliis 
generosity  he  has  been  much  imposed  upon  by  the 
selfish. 
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N  this  night  of  the  2d  of  October,  Jack 
told  me  we  should  move  next  morning 
or  the  day  after.  He  had  seen  General 
Wayne  on  an  en-anJ  for  oiu*  colonel. 
"A  strong  talker,  the  general;  but  as 
ready  to  fight  as  t.o  talk."  In  fact,  ammunition  was 
issued,  and  before  dawn  on  the  4th  the  myriad  noises 
of  an  army  breaking  camp  aroused  me.  It  was  a 
gray  momuig  over-head,  and  cool.  When  we  fell 
into  line  to  mai'ch,  Jack  called  me  out  of  the  ranks. 
"  There  will  lie  a  fight,  Hngh.  Mr.  Howe  has  sent 
troops  into  Jersey,  and  weakened  liis  hold  ou  the 
village,  or  so  it  is  thought.  In  fact,  you  know  that, 
for  it  was  you  that  fetched  the  news.  If— I  should 
get  killed— you  will  teU  your  aunt —not  to  forget  me 
—and  Darthea  too.  And  my  father— my  father, 
Hugh— I  have  written  to  him  and  to  Miss  Wynne— 
in  case  of  accident."  The  day  before  a  fight  Jack 
was  always  going  to  be  killed.  I  do  not  think  I  ever 
thought  I  should  be  hit.  I  had,  later  in  the  war,  a 
constant  impression  that,  if  I  were,  it  would  be  in  the 
stomach,  and  this  idea  1  muiib  disliked.  I  fell  to 
thinking  of  Darthea  and  Jack,  wondering  a  little. 
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until  the  drum  and  fife  struck  up,  and  at  the  word 
we  stepped  out. 

I  have  no  intention  to  describe  more  of  the  fight 
at  Germantown  than  T  saw,  and  that  was  but  little. 
It  seemed  to  me  coufusiou  worse  confounded,  and 
I  did  not  wonder  that  Graydon  had  once  written 
me  from  the  North  that  we  were  in  a  "scuffle  for 
liberty."  The  old  vnlhige  was  then  a  long,  broken 
line  of  small,  gray  stone  houses,  set  in  gardens  on 
each  side  of  the  highway,  with  here  and  there  a 
larger  mansiou,  like  the  Chew  House,  Cliveden,  and 
that  of  tlie  Wisters. 

The  aseent  from  the  city  is  gradual.  At  Mount 
Airy  it  is  more  abrupt,  and  yet  more  steep  at  Chest- 
nut Hill,  where  my  aunt's  house,  on  the  right,  looks 
down  ou  broken  forests,  through  which  the  centre 
marched  by  the  Perkiomen  road.  The  fight  on  our 
right  wing  I  knew  nothing  of  for  many  a  day. 

As  we  tramped  ou  our  march  of  many  miles,  the 
fog  which  the  east  wind  brought  us  grew  thicker, 
but  there  was  less  dust.  Soon  after  dusk  of  morn- 
ing we  came  out  of  the  woods,  and  moved  up  the 
ascent  of  Chestnut-  Hill,  where  I  wondered  to  find 
no  defences.  There  were  scarce  any  houses  here- 
abouts, and  between  the  hill  and  the  descent  to  Mount 
Airy  our  own  regiment  diverged  to  the  left,  oflf  the 
road.  There  were  hardly  any  fences  to  trouble  ua, 
and  where  the  lines  were  broken  by  ganlens  or 
hedges,  we  went  by  and  remade  the  Line,  which  was 
extended  more  to  left  as  wo  moved  away  from  the 
highway. 
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At  last  we  were  halted.  I  was  thinking  of  the  glad 
days  I  had  spent  hereabouts  when  we  heard  tfj  right 
the  rattle  of  niiiskets.  McLane  had  di'iveu  in  the 
advanced  pieket  of  the  enemy.  Then  the  right  of 
our  own  force  feD  on  some  British  light  iufantiy, 
and,  swinging  the  left  on  the  right  as  a  pivot,  our 
own  flanking  regiment  faced  their  guns,  so  that  we 
were  in  part  back  on  the  main  road.  The  sun  eame 
out  for  a  little,  but  the  fog  tliiekened,  and  it  was  lost. 
I  saw  Jack  look  at  me,  and  noticed  how  flushed  he 
was,  and  that  his  face  was  twitching.  So  heavA'  was 
the  fog  that,  as  we  sjiw  the  guns,  we  were  idniost  on 
them.  To  see  fifty  feet  ahead  was  impossible.  I  saw 
two  rod  flikshes  as  the  muskets  rang  out.  There  were 
wild  cries,  ijuick  orders :  "  Fire !  fii-e !  "  And  with  a 
great  shout  we  ran  forward,  I  hearing  Jack  cry, 
"  The  bayonet !  the  bayonet ! ''  1  sji  w  ui  the  smoke 
and  fog  men  fall  to  nght  and  left,  and  in  a  moment 
was  after  Jack,  who  stood  between  the  guns,  fencing 
with  two  big  gi'eniuliers.  I  cluWwd  one  of  them  with 
my  butt,  and  Jack  disposed  of  the  second. 

Meanwhile  the  English  luie  had  bi-oken,  and  men 
who  had  fallen  hurt  or  were  standing  were  crying 
for  quarter.  I  saw  none  given.  It  was  hon-ible.  t)ur 
men  were  paying  a  sad  debt,  contracted  on  the  20lh 
of  Septemljer,  when  Gray  surprised  Wayne  at  Paoli, 
and  tliere  were  no  wounded  left  and  few  prisoners. 

It  was  a  frightfxil  scene,  and  when  tlie  officers  suc- 
ceeded to  stop  the  slaughter,  the  account  had  been 
mercilessly  settled,  and  there  was  scarce  a  living 
enemy  in  sight.    Hastily  reforming,  we  went  on 
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again,  more  to  left  of  the  main  road,  through  tents, 
scattered  baggage,  dying  horses,  and  mist}'  red 
splotches  where  the  scarlet  uniforms  lay  thick  on  the 
wet  grass.  As  we  pushed  on,  the  fog  broke  a  httle, 
and  a  confused  mass  of  redcoats  was  seen,  some 
running,  and  some  following  tumultuously  their  colo. 
nel,  Musgrave,  into  the  solid  stone  house  of  Clive- 
den, while  the  larger  number  fled  down  the  road  and 
over  the  fields. 

Meanwhile  Sullivan's  people  came  up.  Two  cannon 
set  across  the  road— they  were  but  four-poimders — 
opened  with  small  effect  on  the  stone  house.  The 
fire  from  the  windows  was  fierce  and  fatal  Men 
dropped  here  and  there,  until  Jack  called  to  us  to 
lie  down.  We  were  at  this  time  behind  the  mansion. 
As  we  lay,  I  saw  Jack  walking  to  and  fro,  and  at  last 
coolly  lighting  a  pipe.  Our  company  lay  to  the  left 
a  little,  and  away  from  the  rest  of  the  regiment  I 
called  to  Jack : 

"  Let  us  rush  it,  Jack,  and  batter  down  the  back 
door." 

Jack,  as  I  rose,  called  out  to  me,  with  a  fierce  oath, 
to  keep  still  and  obey  orders.  I  dropped,  and  as  I 
did  so  saw  an  officer  with  a  white  flag  shot  down  as 
he  went  forward  to  ask  a  surrender. 

Then  we  were  ordered  to  march,  leaving  a  regiment 
to  continue  the  siege ;  a  half -hour  had  been  lost.  We 
went  at  a  nm  quite  two  miles  down  the  slope,  now 
on.  now  off  the  main  street,  with  red  gleams  now  and 
then  seen  through  this  strangeness  of  fog.  The  Brit- 
ish were  flying,  broken  and  scattered,  over  the  fields. 
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I  heard  "  Halt !  "  as  we  swung  parallel  with  the 
road  at  the  market-place,  where  the  Grenadiers  made 
a  gallant  stand,  as  was  known  by  the  more  orderly 
platoon  firing.  Then  we,  too,  broke  out  in  great 
blaze,  and  at'ter,  what  with  fog  and  smoke,  a  fight  in 
a  cellar  were  as  good. 

The  next  minute  our  people  came  down  the  high- 
way, and,  between  the  two  fires,  the  English  again 
gave  way.  I  heard,  "Forward!  We  have 'em ! "  Some 
near  me  hesitated,  and  I  saw  Jack  nm  by  me  crying, 
"The  bayonet,  men  !  After  nie !  "  I  saw  no  more 
of  Jack  for  many  a  day.  We  wefe  in  the  wide  market- 
place—a mob  of  fm-ious  men,  blind  with  fog  and 
gmoke,  stabbing,  clubbing,  striking,  as  chance  served. 
My  great  personal  strength  helped  me  welL  Twice 
I  cleared  a  space,  until  my  musket  broke.  I  fell 
twice,  once  with  a  hard  crack  on  the  head  from  the 
butt  of  a  musket  As  some  English  went  over  me, 
I  stabbed  at  them  madly,  and  got  a  bayonet  thrust 
in  ray  left  arm.  I  was  up  in  a  moment,  and  for  a 
little  while,  quite  unarmed,  was  in  the  middle  of  a 
confused  mass  of  men  raging  and  swearing  like  mani- 
acs. Suddenly  there  was  no  one  to  be  seen  near  me ; 
the  noise  of  muskets,  the  roar  of  eannonry,  red  flashes 
in  the  fog  in  front— that  was  all,  as  I  stood  panting 
and  dazed.  Next  I  heard  wild  cries  back  of  me,  and 
the  crash  of  musketry.  Stephens's  division,  coming 
up  behind  us,  began  to  fire,  mistaking  us,  in  the  in- 
fernal darkness,  for  an  enemy.  Our  people  broke 
under  it,  and,  passing  me,  ran,  beaten ;  for  the  panic 
spread  in  the  very  moment  of  victory. 
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I  turned,  not  nnderstending,  stumbled  over  a  dead 
man,  and  suddenly  felt  as  if  a  stone  had  stmck  my 
left  leg  above  the  knee.    I  fell  instantly,  and  for  a  I 
time— I  do  not  know  how  long— lost  t^onsciousness. 
It  could  have  been  but  a  few  moment*. 

When  I  came  to  myself,  I  got  up,  confnsed  and 
giddy,  and  began  to  walk,  but  with  painful  difficulty, 
stumbling  over  dead  or  woimded  men,  Our  people 
were  gone,  and  I  saw  no  one  for  a  little,  till  I  beard 
the  quick  tramp  of  feet  and  saw  through  the  fog  the 
red  line  of  u  marching  regiment  almost  ujKin  me.  I 
made  an  effort  t^o  ffll  to  one  side  of  the  street,  bat] 
dropped  again,  and  once  more  knew  nothing.  I] 
think  they  went  over  me.  When  evening  came,  I 
found  myself  lying  with  others  on  the  sidewalk  in  I 
front  of  the  Wister  house.  How  I  was  taken  thither  ' 
I  know  as  little  as  any.  I  was  stiff,  sore,  and  bloody, 
but  soon  able  to  look  about  me.  I  found  a  bandage 
around  my  leg,  and  felt  in  no  great  pain  unless  T 
tried  to  move.  Men  in  red  coats  came  and  went,  but 
none  heeded  my  cry  for  water,  until  an  old  servant- 
woman,  who  during  the  fight  had  refused  to  leave 
the  house,  brougiit  me  a  drink.  I  knew  her  well.  I 
tried  to  tell  her  who  I  was,  but  my  parched  tongue 
failed  me,  and  a  rough  corporal  bade  her  begone. 
My  watch,  a  good  silver  one,  was  stolen,  but  my 
money-belt  was  safe. 

Beside  me  were  many  other  wonnded,  one  man 
hideous  with  his  jaw  broken  ;  he  seemed  to  me  dying. 
By  and  by  soldiei-s  fetched  others.     Then  a  detach-  ] 
ment  of  Virginians  went  past,  in  their  fringed  skin 
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'Vhists,  prisoners,  black  with  smoke,  dirty  and  snllen. 
'Surgeons'  aids  came  and  went  in  and  out,  and  soon 
the  sidewalk  was  crowded  with  the  wounded.  At  last 
they  carried  a d^ing  general  into  the  house.  I  asked 
his  name,  but  no  one  answered  me.  It  was  the  brig- 
adier Agnew,  now  lying  at  rest  in  the  lower  burial- 
ground  by  Fisher's  Lane. 

An  officer  came  and  counted  us  like  sheep.  About 
lune  a  row  of  carts  stopped, — country  waggons  seized 
for  the  purpose,— and,  with  small  tenderness,  we 
were  told  to  get  in,  or  at  need  lifted  in.  I  was  put, 
with  eight  others,  in  a  great  Conestoga  wain  without 
a  cover.  Soon  a  detachment  of  horse  arrived,  and 
thus  guarded,  we  were  carted  away  like  logs. 

The  road  was  never  good,  but  now  it  was  full  of 
holes  and  cut  up  by  the  wheels  of  artillery.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  misery  of  Uiat  ride.  I  set  my  teeth 
and  resolved  to  utter  no  groan.  Before  us  and  be- 
hind us  were  many  loads  of  wounded  men,  chiefly 
such  as  seemed  fit  to  travel.  There  were  nine  of  us. 
One  was  dead  before  we  reached  town.  As  we  jolted 
on,  and  the  great  wain  rocked,  I  heard  the  crack 
of  the  drivers'  whips,  and  fai"  and  near,  in  the  dark- 
ness or  near  beside  me,  curses,  prayers,  mad  screams 
of  pain,  or  men  imploring  water. 

Wlien  near  to  Nicetown,  came  on  a  cold,  heavy 
rain  which  chilled  us  to  shivering.  I  let  my  hand- 
kerchief get  soaked,  and  sucked  it.  Tlien  I  wet  it 
again— the  rain  a  torrent— and  gave  it  into  the  hand 
of  him  who  was  next  nve.  He  could  not  use  his  arm, 
nor  could  I  tiu'u  to  aid  him,  nor  did  he  answer  me. 
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At  times  we  waited  on  the  way,  so  that  it  was  one 
in  the  morning  when  we  found  ourselves  in  Che«tnat 
street  in  front  of  the  State-Hoose.  It  was  still  dis- 
mally raining.  We  were  told  to  get  out,  and  with 
help  I  did  so,  a  hne  of  soldiers  standing  on  each  side ; 
bat  no  one  else  near,  and  it  was  too  dark  to  see 
any  whom  I  knew  were  to  be  seen.  When  they  pi 
out  the  man  next  to  me,  his  head  fell,  and  it 
clear  that  he  was  dead.  He  was  laid  on  the  sidewalk, 
and  we  were  helped  or  made  to  crawl  npstairs  to  the 
long  room  in  the  second  stor}'. 

Here  some  surgeons'  mates  came  and  saw  to  as 
quite  patiently.  Soldiers  fetched  bread  and  water. 
I  asked  a  pleasant  kind  of  youth,  a  surgeon's  aid, 
to  let  my  aunt  know  of  my  condition.  He  said  he 
would,  and,  without  the  least  doubt  that  he  would 
keep  his  word,  I  managed  to  get  into  a  positioQ  of 
partdal  ease,  and,  sure  of  early  relief,  lay  awaiting 
the  sleep  which  came  at  last  when  I  was  weary  with 
listening  to  the  groans  of  less  patient  men.  ^le 
young  surgeon  never  troubled  himself  with  the  de- 
livery of  my  message.     May  the  Lord  reward  him  t 
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HE  mad  screams  of  a  man  in  an  agony 
of  pain  awoke  me  on  this  Sunday,  Octo- 
ber 5,  at  daybreak.  The  room  was  a 
surry  sight.  Some  had  died  in  the  night, 
and  were  soon  carried  out  for  burial  I 
Liy  still,  in  no  great  pain,  and  reflected  on  the  swift 
succession  of  events  of  the  past  week.  I  had  had 
bad  luck,  but  soon,  of  course,  my  aimt  or  father 
would  know  of  my  misfortune.  As  I  waited  for  what 
might  come,  I  tried  to  recall  the  events  of  the  battle. 
I  found  it  almost  impossible  to  gather  them  into 
consecutive  clearness,  and  often  since  I  have  won- 
dered to  hear  men  profess  to  deliver  a  lucid  history 
of  what  went  on  in  some  desperate  struggle  of  war. 
I  do  not  believe  it  to  be  possible. 

Being  always  of  a  sanguine  turn  of  mind,  I 
waited,  full  of  comforting  hope.  About  five,  after 
some  scant  diet,  we  were  told  to  get  up  and  go  down- 
stairs. It  was  still  dark  because  of  the  continuous 
rain  and  overcast  skies.  I  refused  to  walk,  and  was 
lifted  by  two  men  and  put  in  a  waggon.  A  few  early 
idlers  were  around  the  door  to  see  us  come  out.  I 
looked  eagerly  for  a  face  I  knew,  but  saw  none.  Our 
ride  was  short     We  went  down  Sixth  street,  and 
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drew  up  at  the  Walnut  street  front  of  the  prison, 
called,  while  the  British  held  the  town,  the  Provost. 
It  was  unfluLshed,  a  part  being  tempoi-arily  roofed 
over  with  Ixjards.  At  the  back  was  a  large  yard 
with  high  walls.  Some,  but  not  all,  of  the  windows 
in  the  upper  story  had  transverse  slats  to  keep  those 
within  from  seeing  out.  On  the  Sixtli  street  si(j 
were  none  of  these  guards,  and  here  the  windoi 
overlooked  the  potter's  field,  wliich  now  we  call  Wash- 
ington Square.  ^H 

As  I  managed,  with  some  rough  help,  to  get  np  ta^^ 
steps,  a  few  early  risen  people  paused  to  look  on. 
Others  caino  from  the  tumble-do\vn  houses  on  the 
north  side  of  Walnut  street,  but  again  I  was  unfortq^j 
nate,  and  saw  none  I  knew.  ^| 

My  heart  fell  withui  mo  as  I  looked  up  at  the  gray 
stone  walls  and  grated  windows.  The  door  soon 
closed  behind  a  hundred  of  us,  not  a  few  being  of 
the  less  severely  wounded.  Often  in  passing  I  had 
thought,  witli  a  boy's  horror,  of  tliis  gloomy  pi 
and  tried  to  imagine  how  I  should  feel  in  such^ 
cage.     I  was  to  learn  full  well. 

With  fifteen  others,  I  was  shut  np  in  a  room  alxni 
twenty-two  feet  square,  on  the  Sixth  street  side  and 
in  the  second  story.  I  was,  but  for  a  Virginia 
captain,  the  only  wounded  man  among  those,  the 
rest  being  stout  country  fellows,  ruddy  and  strong, 
except  one  lean  httle  man,  a  clerk,  as  I  learned  later, 
and  of  tlic  commissary  department. 

As  I  had  again  refused  to  walk  upstairs,  I  was 
carried,  and  not  rudely  laid  down  by  two  soldiers  in 
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a  comer  of  the  bare  room,  now  to  be  for  many  a 
day  our  prison.  The  rest  sat  down  here  and  there 
in  doll  silence,  now  and  then  looking  at  the  door 
as  if  there  hope  was  to  be  expected  to  enter.  I 
called  the  Virginia  captain,  after  an  hour  had  gone 
by,  and  asked  him  to  lift  and  ease  my  hurt  leg. 
lie  was  quick  to  help,  and  tender.  In  a  few  min- 
utes wo  came  to  know  each  other,  and  thus  began 
a  friendly  relation  which  has  endured  to  this  present 
time. 

For  a  day  or  two  soldiers  were  employed  as  turn- 
keys, but  then  a  lot  of  rough  fellows  took  their 
places,  and  we  began  to  feel  the  change.  I  may  say 
the  like  of  our  diet.  For  a  week  it  was  better  than 
our  pot-luck  in  camp.  We  had  rye  bread,  tea  with- 
out sugar,  and  horribly  tough  beef ;  but  within  two 
weeks  the  diet  fell  to  bread  and  water,  with  now 
and  then  salt  or  fresh  beef,  and  potatoes  or  beans, 
but  neither  nma  nor  tea.  A  surgeon  dressed  my 
wounds  for  a  month,  and  then  I  saw  him  no  more. 
He  was  a  surly  fellow,  and  woidd  do  for  me  nothing 
else,  and  was  usually  half  intoxicated.  The  arm  was 
soon  well,  but  the  leg  wound  got  full  of  maggots 
when  it  was  no  longer  cared  for,  and  only  when,  in 
January,  I  pulled  out  a  bit  of  bone  did  it  heal. 

Once  a  day,  sometimes  in  the  morning,  more  often 
in  the  afternoon,  we  were  let  out  in  the  yard  for  an 
hour,  watched  by  sentries,  and  these  also  we  heard 
outside  under  our  windows.  Observing  how  quickly 
the  big  country  louts  lost  flesh  and  coloiu-,  I  set  my- 
self to  seeing  how  I  could  keep  my  health.     I  talked 
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with  my  unlucky  fellow-prisonere,  ate  the  food  even 
when  it  was  as  vile  as  it  soon  became,  and  when  in 
the  yard  walked  np  and  down  making  a£quaiutance|H 
as  soon  as  I  was  able,  while  most  of  the  rest  si^^ 
abont  moping.   I  felt  sure  that  before  long  some  one 
would  hear  of  me  and  bring  relief.    None  came. 

Tlie  scoundrel  in  charge  was  a  Captain  Cunning- 
ham. He  hud  risen  from  the  ranks.  A  great,  florid, 
burly,  drunken  brute,  not  less  than  sixty  years  old. 
This  fellow  no  doubt  sold  our  nitions,  for  iu  Decem- 
ber we  once  passed  three  days  on  rj'e  bread  and 
water,  and  of  the  former  not  much ;  one  day  we  ha^H 
no  food.  ^* 

He  kicked  and  beat  his  victims  at  times  when 
drunk,  and  when  I  prtjposed  to  him  to  make  t«n 
pounds  by  letting  my  uuut  know  where  I  was,  he 
struck  me  with  a  heavy  iron  key  he  carried,  and  cut 
open  my  head,  as  a  great  scar  testifies  to  this  day. 

In  late  December  the  cold  became  intense,  and  we 
were  given  a  blanket  apiece  to  cover  us  as  we  lay 
on  the  straw.     We  suffered  the  more  from  weath 
because  it  chanced   that,  in   October,  the  frigai 
"Augusta"  blew  up  in  the  harbour,  and  broke  h 
the  panes  of  glass.     In  December  the  snow  came  ia 
on  xis,  and  was  at  times  thick  on  the  floor.    Once  or 
twice  a  week  we  liail  a  little  fire-wood,  mid  contrived 
then  to  c(x>k  the  beans,  which  were  rarely  brought 
us  more  than  htilf  boiled. 

We  did  our  liest,  the  captain  and  I,  to  encourage  onr 
more  unhappy  companions,  who,  I  think,  felt  more 
tlian  we  the  horrore  of  this  prisoned  life.     We  told 
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stories,  got  up  games,  and  I  induced  the  men  to  go 
a-flsliing,  as  we  called  it;  that  is,  to  let  down  their 
ragged  hats  through  the  broken  window-panes  by 
cords  torn  from  the  edges  of  our  blankets.  Now  and 
then  the  poor  folks  near  by  filled  these  nets  with  stale 
bread  or  potatoes ;  but  one  day,  after  long  ill  luck, 
a  hat  was  of  a  sudden  felt  to  be  heavj-,  and  was 
declared  a  mighty  catch,  aud  haided  up  with  care. 
When  it  was  found  to  be  fuU  of  stones,  a  strange 
misery  appeared  on  the  faces  of  these  eager,  half- 
starved  wretclies.  The  little  elerk  said,  "  We  asked 
bread,  and  they  gave  us  a  stoue,"  and  of  a  sudden, 
broke  out  into  hideous  exuberance  of  blasphemy, 
like  one  in  a  miiiute  disti-augbt.  It  was  believed 
Cunningham  had  been  he  who  was  guUty  of  this 
cruel  jest ;  but  as  to  this  I  have  no  assurance.  Our 
efforts  to  cultivate  patience,  and  even  gay  endurance, 
by  degrees  gave  way,  as  we  became  feeble  in  body, 
and  the  men  too  hungry  to  be  comforted  by  a  joke. 
At  last  the  men  ceased  to  laugh  or  smile,  or  even 
to  talk,  and  sat  in  comei-s  close  to  one,  another  for 
the  saving  of  body  warmth,  silent  and  inert. 

A  stout  butcher,  of  the  Marj'land  line,  went  mad, 
and  swore  roundly  he  was  George  the  king.  It  was 
Lard,  indeed,  to  resist  the  sense  of  despair  which 
seemed  at  last  to  possess  all  alike ;  for  to  starvation 
and  cold  were  mlded  such  filth  and  x-ileness  as  men 
of  decent  habits  felt  more  than  those  accustomed 
to  be  careless  as  to  cleanliness. 

The  Virginian,  one  iiiebai-d  Delaney,  soon  got  over 
a  slight  hurt  he  had,  and  but  for  him  I  should  not 


Hugh  Wynne; 


be  alive  to-day.    TLo  place  swarmed  with  rats, 
he  aud  I  set  to  work  capturing  thcin,  tilliug  the 
holes  as  they  eame  out  at  eveuiug,  and  chasing  theni 
until  we  caught  theui.   They  kept  well  ui  Uie  intei 
cold,  and  wheu  we  were  given  lire- wood,  we  couke 
and  ate  them  greedily. 

Meanwhile  death  was  busy  among  the  starvii 
hundi-eds  thus  huddled  together.  We  saw  every 
hasty  burials  in  the  potter's  field.  I  wrote  twifl 
with  charred  wood,  on  the  half  of  a  handker- 
chief, and  tlirew  it  out  of  the  window,  but  uo  good 
came  of  tliis;  I  suppose  the  sentries  were  too  vigi- 
lant ^M 

A  turnkey  took  one  of  my  guineas,  promising  f^^ 
let  my  aunt  hear  of  me.     I  sjiw  him  no  more.     As 
to  Cunningham,  he  was  either  too  drunk  to  care,  oj^H 
expected  to  make  more  out  of  our  rations  tlian  by  l^^ 
bribe,  and  probably  did  not  credit  the  wild  promises 
of  a  ragged  prisoner.     At  all  event,s,  no  good  came 
of  our  many  efforts  and  devices,  which  were  more 
numerous  than  I  have  patience  to  relate.    Prom  the 
beginning  my  mind  wa.s  full  of  schemes  for  escaping, 
and  these  I  confided  to  Delaney.     They  8erve<l,  a^^ 
least,  to  keep  hope  fat,  as  he  said.  ^H 

Early  in  Deceml>er  I  l)egan  to  have  dysentorj',  and 
could  eat  no  more,  or  rarely ;  but  for  Delaney  I  shot 
liavo  died.  He  told  nie,  about  this  time,  tliat  the  m« 
meant  to  kill  Cunningham  and  make  a  mad  effort  to 
overcome  the  guard  and  escape.  It  seemed  to  me  th^^ 
wildest  folly,  but  they  were  grown  quite  desi>erail|^| 
and  resolute  for  something— tdl  but  the  butcher,  wh(^^ 
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sang  obscene  songs  or  doleful  hymns,  and  sat  dejected 
in  a  uorner. 

The  day  after  I  saw  the  little  commissary  clerk 
talking  in  the  yard  to  Cunningham,  and  that  even- 
ing this  rascal  appeared  with  two  soldiers  and 
carried  off  four  of  tlie  dozen  left  in  our  room; 
for  within  a  week  several  had  died  of  the  typhus, 
which  now  raged  among  us.  The  next  morning  the 
clerk  was  found  dead,  strangled,  as  I  believe,  in  the 
night,  but  by  whom  we  never  knew. 

I  got  over  the  dysentery  more  speedily  than  was 
common,  but  it  was  quickly  followed  by  a  burning 
fever.  For  how  long  I  know  not  I  lay  on  the  floor 
in  the  straw,  miserably  rolling  from  side  to  side. 
Tlif  last  impression  I  recall  was  of  my  swearing 
wildly  at  Delanej'  because  he  would  insist  on  putting 
under  me  his  o^vn  blanket.  Then  I  lost  conscious- 
ness of  my  pain  and  imrest,  and  knew  no  more  for 
many  days.  I  came  to  a  knowledge  of  myself  to  find 
Delaney  again  earing  for  me,  and  was  of  a  sudden 
aware  how  delicious  was  the  milk  he  was  pouring  down 
my  throat.  What  else  Delaney  did  for  me  I  know  not, 
except  that  he  found  and  cared  for  my  money,  and 
bril>ed  the  turnkey  with  part  of  it  to  bring  me  milk 
daily  for  some  two  weeks.  But  that  we  had  hid  the 
guineas  for  a  while  in  the  ashes  of  the  fireplace,  I  should 
have  lost  this  chance  and  have  died ;  for  one  day  Cun- 
ningham made  us  all  strip,  and  searched  us  thoroughly. 

About  the  end  of  January,  Delaney,  seeing  me 
bettered  and  able  to  sit  up  a  little,  t<>ld  me  this 
strange  stoty.     While  I  was  iU  and  uucunscious,  an 
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officer  had  come  to  inspect  the  prison.  Cunning 
was  very  obst^quious  to  tliis  gentleman,  and  on  De- 
laney's  seizing  the  chance  to  complain,  said  it  was  a 
pack  of  lies,  and  how  could  he  help  the  dysentt>r>- 
and  typhus  ?  All  jails  had  them,  even  in  England 
which  was  too  true. 

"  I  went  on,"  said  Delaney,  "  to  say  that  it  was 
outrage  to  confine  oflScers  and  men  together, 
tliat  Ml-.  Wynne  and  myself  should  be  put  on  paro 
The  inspector  seemed  startled  atthis,  and  said,'  Who 
I  had  no  inind  to  let  a  lie  stand  in  your  way,  and 
repeated,  'Captain  Wynne,'  pointing  to  you,  who 
were  raving  ami  wild  enough.  He  came  o\'er  aui 
stood  just  here,  looking  down  on  you  for  so  long  thi 
I  thought  he  must  be  sorr^'  for  us.  Then  he  said,  in 
a  queer  way,  and  very  deliberately,  'Will  he  get 
wcUf  He  ought  to  be  bett«r  looked  after.'  Con* 
ningham  said  it  was  iiseJe&s,  becanse  the  surgeon 
said  you  would  be  over  yonder  (pointing  to  the 
ter's  field)  in  a  day  or  two."  Which,  in  fact,  was 
cheerful  prediction.  It  was  safe  to  say  it  of  any  who 
fell  ill  iu  the  jail. 

"  This  officer  appeared  puzzled  or  undecided.     He 
w<ent  out  and  came  back  alone,  and  leaned  over  yon, 
asking  me  to  pull  the  blanket  from  your  face, 
did  so,  as  ho  seemed  afraid  to  touch  it.    You, 
dear  Wynne,  were  saying '  Dorothea '  over  and  ov 
but  who  is  Dorothea  the  Lord  knows,  or  yon 
officer  at  lost,  after  standing  awhile,  said,  '  it  was 
pity,  but  it  was  of  no  use ;  you  would  die.'    As  for 
me,  I  told  him  that  we  were  officers  starving,  and 
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were  entitled  to  better  treatment.  He  said  he  would 
see  to  it ;  and  that  is  all.  He  went  away,  and  we  are 
still  here  f  but  il  ever—" 

I  broke  in  on  Delanej's  threat  with,  "Who  was 
the  mant" 

"  Cunuingham  eonsigmed  me  to  a  more  comfortable 
climate  than  this  when  I  aisked  him,  and  the  turnkey 
did  not  know." 

"  What  did  he  look  like  T "  said  I. 

"  He  was  tall,  very  dai'k,  and  had  a  scar  over  the 
left  eye." 

"  Indeed  f  Did  he  have  a  way  of  standing  with 
half -shut  eyes,  and  his  mouth  a  little  open  t " 

"Certainly.  Why,  Wynne,  you  must  know  the 
man." 

"  I  do— I  do.    He  is  my  cousin." 

"I  congratulate  you."  And  so  saying,  he  went 
away  to  the  door  to  receive  our  rations,  of  which 
now  every  one  except  ourselves  stole  whatever  he 
could  lay  hands  on. 

It  did  seem  to  me,  as  I  lay  still,  in  much  distress 
of  body,  and  thought  over  that  which  I  now  heard 
for  tlie  first  time,  that  no  man  could  be  so  cruel  as 
Arthur  had  shown  himself.  Time  had  gone  by,  and 
he  liad  done  nothing.  If,  as  appeai'ed  likely,  he  was 
sure  I  was  almost  in  the  act  of  death,  it  seemed  yet 
worse ;  for  how  cotdd  I,  a  dying  man,  hurt  any  one  t 
If  for  any  cause  he  feared  me,  here  wJis  an  end  of  it 
It  seemed  t«  me  both  stupid  and  villainous.  He  had 
warned  me  that  I  had  everj'thing  to  dread  from  his 
enmity  if  I  persisted  in  writing  to  Darthea.    As- 
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snredly  he  had  been  as  good  as  his  word.  He  was 
unwilling  to  risk  any  worldly  advantages  by  giving 
me  a  gentleman's  satisfaction,  and  could  coldly  let 
me  die  far  from  the  love  of  those  dear  to  me,  in  not 
much  better  state  than  a  pig  perishing  in  a  sty.  Nay ; 
the  pig  were  better  off,  having  known  no  bet 
things. 

I  thought  much  as  I  lay  there,  having  been  nea 
to  death,  and  therefore  seriously  inclined,  how  im- 
possible it  must  ever  be  for  me  to  hate  a  man  enough 
to  do  as  Arthur  had  done.  As  the  days  went  on,  the 
hope  which  each  week  brought  but  hatched  a  new 
despair ;  and  still  I  mended  day  by  day ;  and  for  this 
there  was  a  singular  cause.  I  kept  thinking  of  the 
hour  when  my  cousin  and  I  should  meet ;  and  as  ^H 
fed  this  animal  appetite  I  won  fresh  desire  to  liv^" 
the  motive  serving  as  a  means  toward  health  of  body. 

Concerning  what  had  caused  Arthur  to  lift  no 
finger  of  help,  I  tried  to  think  no  more.    If  it  wer^_ 
because  of  Darthea,  why  should  he  so  fear  me  T    J^M 
wished  he  had  more  reason.     He  must  have  learned 
later  that  I  was  still  alive,  and  that  I  was,  when  he 
saw  me,  in  no  state  to  recognise  him.  It  looked  worse 
and  worse  as  I  thought  about  it,  until  at  last  Delaney, 
hearing  me  talk  of  nothing  else,  told  me  I  would  go 
mad  like  the  butcher  if  I  let  myself  dwell  longer . 
upon  it.    Thus  wisely  counselled,  I  set  it  aside. 

It  was  now  the  beginning  of  February;  I  was 
greatly  improved,  and  fast  gaining  strength,  but  had 
lost,  as  I  guessed,  nearly  three  stone.  There  were  bolH 
six  of  us  left,  the  butcher  dying  last  on  his  rotta^^ 
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straw  in  awful  aagoish  of  terror  and  despair. 
Delaney  and  I  consoled  eacti  other  all  this  dreary 
winter,  and  we  did  all  men  coold  do  for  the  more 
unfortimate  ones,  whose  sicknesses  and  deaths  made 
this  hell  of  distress  almost  unbearable. 

The  diet  was  at  times  better,  and  then  again,  as  a 
drunkard's  caprice  willed,  there  might  be  no  food  for 
a  day.  K  we  were  ourselves  wretched  and  starved, 
we  were  at  least  a  source  of  comfort  and  food  to 
those  minor  beings  to  whom  we  furnished  both  board 
and  bed. 

I  do  not  mean  to  tell  over  the  often-heard  story 
of  a  prison ;  what  we  did  to  while  away  the  hours ; 
how  we  taxed  our  memories  imtil  the  reading,  long 
forgotten,  came  back  in  morsels,  and  could  be  put 
together  for  new  pleasure  of  it. 

There  was  one  little  man  who  had  been  a  broken- 
down  cJergyman,  and  had  entered  the  army.  His 
chief  trouble  was  that  he  could  get  no  rum,  and  of 
this  he  talked  whenever  we  would  listen.  He  had, 
like  several  sots  I  have  known,  a  remarkable  memory, 
and  was  thus  a  great  resource  to  us,  as  he  could  re- 
peat whole  plays,  and  a  wonderful  amoimt  of  the 
Bible.  As  it  was  hard  to  arouse  him,  and  get  him 
to  use  his  power  to  recall  what  he  had  read,  in  an  evil 
hour  we  bribed  him  with  some  choice  bits  of  our 
noble  diet.  After  this  the  price  would  rise  at  times, 
and  he  became  greedy.  His  mind  gave  way  by  de- 
grees, but  he  still  kept  his  memory,  being  also  more 
and  more  eager  to  be  paid  for  his  power  to  interest 
or  amuse  us. 
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When  at  last  ho  grew  melancholy  and  sleeples 
and  walked  about  all  night,  it  was  a  real  adtUtion  to_ 
our  many  evils.   He  declarctl  that  he  must  soon  di^ 
and  I  lieard  him  one  night  earnestly  beseeching  Qc 
in  language  of  great  force  and  eloquence,  to  forg'iv 
him.   In  the  morning  he  was  deiui,  having  strangled 
himself  resolutely  with  a  strip  of  blanket  and  a  bix>- 
ken  i-ung  of  u  stoot,  with  which  he  had  twisted  the      1 
cord.   It  must  have  t^en  such  obstinate  courage  a^^| 
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no  one  could  have  believed  him  to  possess.    He  had" 
no  capacity  to  attach  men,  and  I  do  not  think  we 
grieved  for  him  as  much  as  for  the  loss  of  what  wal^M 
truly  a  library,  and  not  to  bo  replaced.  ^^ 

On  the  3d  of  Februaiy  I  awakened  with  a  fre8h_ 
and  happy  thought  in  my  mind.  My  good  frien^ 
the  late  lamented  Dr.  Franklin,  used  to  say  that 
sleep  the  mind  creates  thoughts  for  the  day  to  hatch. 
I  am  rather  of  opinion  that  sleep  so  feeds  and  rests 
the  brain  that  when  first  we  awaken  our  power  to 
think  is  at  its  best.  At  all  events,  on  that  day  I 
suddenly  saw  a  way  to  let  the  sweet  outside  world 
know  I  was  alive. 

At  first  I  used  to  think  of  a  chaplain  as  a  resource,^ 
but  I  never  saw  one.    Tho  surgeon  came  no  moi 
when  I  grew  better.   Being  now  able  to  move  abou^ 
a  little,  I  had  noticed  in  the  yard  at  times,  but  only 
of  late,  a  fat  Romanist  priest,  who  was  allowed  t^H 
bring  soup  or  other  diet  to  certain  prisoners.   I  soon^^ 
learned  tliat,  because  Cunningham  was  of  the  Chiu-ch 
of  Rome,  those  who  were  of  his  own  faith  were  fa- 
voured.    Indeed,  now  and  then  a  part  of  my  lessen- 
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ing  guineas  obtained  from  these  men  a  share  of  the 
supplies  wliich  the  priest,  and,  I  may  add,  certain 
gray-clad  sisters,  also  brought ;  but  this  was  rare. 

That  day  in  the  yard  I  drew  near  to  the  priest, 
but  saw  Cunningham  looking  on,  and  so  I  waited 
with  the  patience  of  a  prisoned  man.  It  was  quite 
two  weeks  before  my  chance  eame.  The  yard  being 
small,  was  hterally  full  of  half-clad,  whole-starved 
men,  who  shivered  and  huddled  together  where  the 
suuUght  fell.  Many  reded  with  weakness ;  most  were 
thin  past  belief,  their  drawn  skin  the  colour  of  a  de- 
cayed lemon.  From  this  sad  crowd  came  a  strange 
odour,  hke  to  cheese,  and  yet  not  like  that.  Even  to 
remember  it  is  most  horrible.  Passing  near  to  a  stout 
old  Sister  of  Charity,  I  said  quietly : 

"  I  have  friends  who  would  help  me.  For  God's 
love,  see  Miss  Wynne  in  Arch  street,  across  from  the 
Meeting." 

"  I  will  do  your  errand,"  she  said. 

"  Others  have  said  so,  si8t«r,  and  have  lied  to  me.' 

"  I  will  do  it,"  she  said.     "  And  if  she  is  away  T " 

I  thought  of  my  father.     He  seemed  my  natural 

resource,  but  my  cousin  would  be  there.     A  final 

hope  there  was.     I  was  foolish  enough  to  say,  "If 

she  is  not  in  town,  then  Miss  Darthea  Peniston,  near 

.by.     If  you  fail  rofl,  I  shall  curse  you  while  I  live." 

"  I  will  not  fail  you.  Why  should  you  poor  pri»- 
oners  be  so  ill  used  T    Trust  me." 

I  turned  away  satisfied,  remembering  that  when 
I  left  Darthea  was  about  to  return.  If  she  came  to 
know,  that  would  be  enough.    I  had  faith  in  her 
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friendship  and  in  her ;  and— if  ever  I  saw  her  again 
— should  I  tell  Ler  what  now  I  knew  of  Arthur 
Wynne  f  I  learned  many  lessons  in  this  awful  place, 
and  among  them  caution.    I  would  wait  and  see. 

Both  Delauey  and  I  strongly  desired  an  exchange, 
and  not  merely  a  parole.  We  imagined  exchanges 
to  be  frequent.  My  own  dilemma,  Delauey  pointed 
oat,  was  tliat  I  was  not  in  the  army,  although  I  had 
been  of  it.  And  so  we  speculated  of  things  not  ye1 
come  about,  and  what  wo  would  do  when  they  did 
come. 

The  next  day  went  by,  and  the  morning  after,  it 
being  now  February  19,  we  were  aU  in  the  yard.  A 
turnkey  came  and  ba<le  me  follow  him.  I  went,  as 
you  may  imagine,  with  an  eager  heart,  on  the  way, 
as  I  hoped,  out  of  this  death  in  life.  As  I  questioned 
the  man,  he  said  there  was  an  order  for  a  lady  to 
see  me. 

Now  at  this  time  my  hair  was  a  foot  long,  and  no 
way  to  shear  it.  We  had  taken  the  blankets  of  the 
dead,  and  made  us  coats  by  tearing  holes  through 
which  to  thrust  om*  ai-ms.  Then,  as  we  lacked  for 
buttons,  or  string  for  jwintB,  we  could  do  no  more 
than  wrap  these  strange  gowns  about  us  so  as  to 
cover  our  rags. 

My  costiune  troubled  me  little.  I  went  to  the  foul- 
smelling  room,  now  empty,  and  waited  until  the  man 
came  back.  As  he  opened  the  door,  I  saw  the  good 
Sister  of  Charity  in  tlie  hall,  and  then— who  but  Dar- 
theaf  She  was  in  a  long  cloak  and  great  muff,  and 
held  in  her  hand  a  winter  mask. 
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Seeing  me  in  this  blue  blanket,  all  unshom,  and 
with  what  beard  I  had  coveriug  my  face,  when  all 
men  but  Hessians  shaved  clean,  I  wonder  not,  I  say, 
that,  seeing  this  gaunt  scarecrow,  she  fell  back,  say- 
ing there  was  some  mistake. 

I  cried  out,  "  Darthea !  Darthea !  Do  not  leave 
me.    It  is  I !     It  is  I,  Hugh  Wynne." 

" My  God  1 "  she  cried,  "it  is  Hugh  !  It  is !  it  is !  " 
At  this  she  caught  my  lean  yellow  hand,  and  went 
on  to  say,  "  Why  were  we  never  told  f  Your  Aunt 
Wynne  is  away.  Since  we  thought  you  dead,  she  has 
ordered  niouming,  and  is  gone  to  her  farm,  and  leaves 
the  servants  to  feed  those  quartered  on  her.  But  you 
are  not  dead,  thank  God !  thauk  God !  I  was  but 
a  day  come  from  New  York,  and  was  at  home  when 
the  dear  old  sister  came  and  told  me.  I  made  her 
sit  down  while  I  called  my  auut.  Then  Arthur  came, 
and  I  told  him.  He  was  greatly  shocked  to  hear  it. 
He  reminded  me  that  some  while  before  he  had 
told  me  that  he  had  seen  a  man  who  looked  like  you  in 
the  jail,  and  wasabout  to  die ;  and  now  could  it— could 
it  have  been  you  t  He  is  for  duty  at  the  forts  to-day, 
but  to-morrow  he  will  get  you  a  parole.  He  supposed 
a  day  made  no  matter ;  at  aU  events,  he  must  delay 
that  long.    I  never  saw  him  so  troubled." 

"Well  he  might  be,"  thought  I.  I  merely  said, 
"  Indeed  If "  But  I  must  have  looked  my  doubt,  for 
she  added  quickly : 

"  Who  could  know  you,  Mr.  Wynne  T " 

I  stood  all  this  while  clutching  at  my  blanket  to 
cover  my  filth  aiid  rags,  and  she,  young  and  tender. 
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now  all  tears,  now  flashing  a  smiio.  in  bftrs'cen,  like 
tlie"  pretty  lightning  of  this  storm  of  gentle  pity. 

"  And  what  fetched  you  here  to  this  awful  place  t " 
I  said.     "  God  knows  how  welcome  you  are,  but — " 

"Oh,"  she  cried,  "when  Arthur  went,  I  said  I 
would  wait,  but  I  could  not.  My  aunt  was  in  a  rag«, 
but  I  would  go  with  the  dear  sister ;  and  then  I  fonnd 
Sir  William,  and  Mr.  Montresor  was  there ;  and  you 
will  be  helped,  and  an  end  put  to  this  wickedness. 
But  the  parole  Ai'thur  will  ask  for— that  is  better."  ; 

"  Darthea,"  I  said  hoarsely,  my  voice  breaking,  "  ] 
have  been  here  since  early  in  October.  I  have  been  I 
starved,  frozen,  maltreated  a  hundred  ways,  but  I  can 
never  take  a  parole.  My  friend  Delaney  and  I  are 
agreed  on  this.  As  to  exchanges,  I  have  no  rank, 
and  I  may  be  a  year  inactive.  I  will  take  my  chance 
here."  I  think  death  had  been  preferable  to  a  parole 
obtained  for  me  by  Arthur  Wynne.  No ;  I  was  not 
made  of  my  father-rock  to  do  this  and  then  to  want 
to  lull  the  man.  I  could  not  do  that.  I  put  it  on 
tlie  parole.  Delaney  and  I  had  agreed,  and  on  this 
I  stood  firm. 

She  implored  me  to  change  my  mind.  "  How  ob- 
stinate you  are !  "  she  cried.  "  Do  you  never  change  t 
Oh,  you  are  dreadfully  changed !  Do  not  die ;  you 
must  not"    She  was  strange  in  her  excitement 

Then  I  thought  to  ask  to  have  Delaney  in,  and 
to  bid  him  tell  that  vile  and  wicked  storj* ;  but  it 
seemed  no  place  nor  time  to  hurt  her  who  had  so 
helped  me,  daring  to  do  what  few  young  women  had 
ever  dared  even  to  think  of.    As  I  hesitated,  I  was 


Btmck  with  a  thought  which  was  like  a  physical  pain. 
It  put  myself  and  the  other  wretched  business  quite 
out  of  my  head. 

"  0  Darthea ! "  I  cried,  "  you  should  never  have 
come  here.  Go  at  once.  Do  not  stay  a  minute.  This 
is  a  house  poisoned.  Seven  died  of  fever  in  tliis  room. 
Writ*  me  what  else  Ls  to  say,  but  go ;  and  let  me  have 
some  plain  clothes  from  home,  and  linen  and  a  razor 
and  scissors  and,  alwve  all,"  and  I  smiled,  "soap. 
But  go !  go !     Why  were  you  let  to  come  T " 

"  I  will  go  when  I  have  done.  Why  did  I  come  1 
Because  I  am  your  friend,  and  this  is  the  way  I  read 
friendship.  Oh,  I  shall  hear  of  it  too.  But  let  him 
take  care ;  I  would  do  it  again.  And  as  to  the  parole, 
he  shall  get  it  for  you  to-morrow,  if  you  like  it  or  not. 
I  will  write  to  jou,  and  the  rest  you  shall  have ;  and 
now  good-by.  I  am  to  be  at  home  for  Mr.  Montre- 
Bor  in  a  half-hotir.  Tins  is  but  a  bit  of  pajinent  for 
the  ugly  little  girl,  who  is  very  honest,  sir,  I  do  as- 
sure you." 

"  Do  go,"  I  cried.  "  And,  oh,  Darthea,  if  this  is 
your  friendship,  what  would  be  your  love !  " 

"  Fie !  fie  1     Hush !  "  she  said,  and  was  gone. 

In  two  hours  came  a  note,  and  I  leanied,  for  I  had 
asked  to  hear  of  the  war,  that  Washington  was  not 
dead.  We  had  been  told  that  he  was.  I  heard,  too, 
of  Burgoyne's  surrender,  news  now  near  to  five 
months  old,  of  Count  Donop's  defeat  and  death,  of 
the  fall  of  our  forts  on  the  Delaware,  of  Lord  Com- 
wallis  gone  to  England,  f)f  failures  to  effect  e.xehangfs. 
Then  she  went  on  to  write :  "  Your  father  was,  strange 


to  say,  roused  out  of  a  sort  of  lethargy  by  the  newBj 
of  your  death.  Jack  managed  to  get  a  letter  to  yoi 
aunt  to  say  you  were  inissiug,  and  Arthur  had  search 
made  for  you ;  but  many  nameless  ones  were  buried , 
in  haste,  and  he  eould  not  find  your  name  on  the  lists^ 
of  prisoners."  None  had  Ijeen  made  to  my  knowledge. 
"  Wo  all  thought  you  dead.  Your  aunt  is  in  mourn- 
ing, but  only  of  late,  thinking  it  could  not  bo  tiiat 
you  were  lost  to  her.  It  is  well,  as  you  do  not  like 
your  cousin,  that  you  should  know  how  kind  he  has 
been,  and  what  a  comfort  to  yoiu"  father.  Indeed, — 
and  now  it  will  amuse  you,— he  told  Arthur,  yon 
being  dead,  he  had  still  a  son,  and  would  consider 
Arthur  as  his  heir.  All  tJiis  ought  to  make  you  think 
better  of  Arthur,  wlium,  I  do  believe,  you  have  no 
reason  to  dislike.  I  beg  of  you  to  think  otherwise  , 
of  him;  my  friends  must  be  his.  And  have  I  notj 
proved  I  am  a  friend  ?  I  fear  I  cannot  at  once  get 
news  of  you  to  Mistress  Wjnine,  who  has  gone  to 
live  at  the  Hill  Farm."  And  so,  with  other  kind 
words,  she  ended,  and  I,  putting  the  note  in  a  safe 
place,  sat  on  my  straw,  and  laughed  to  think  of  Ar- 
thur's filial  care  and  present  disappointment. 

In  a  few  hours  came  the  turnkey,  quite  captured 
by  Dartbea,  and  no  doubt  the  richer  for  a  good  fee 
He  fetched  a  portmantle  just  come,  and  an  order  to  \ 
piit  m^i  in  a  room  alone.  I  left  Delaney  with  sorrow, 
but  hojicd  for  some  way  to  help  him.  In  an  hour  I 
was  clean  for  the  first  time  iu  five  months,  neatly 
shaven,  my  hair  somehow  cut,  and  I  iu  sweet  linen 
and  a  good,  plain  gray  suit,  aud  a  beaver  to  matcJi. 
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Then  I  sat  down  to  think,  the  mere  hope  of  escape 
making  me  weak,  and  what  came  of  it  yoti  shall  hear. 

The  next  day  I  was  ordered  forth  with  a  few 
others,  and,  luckily,  late  in  tlie  afternoon.  I  covered 
my  fine  clothes  with  the  blanket  and  went  out.  In 
the  yard,  just  before  our  time  was  up,  I  saw  the  sis- 
ter, to  my  delight,  and  perceived  too,  with  joy,  that 
the  prisoners  did  not  recognise  me,  decently  shaven 
as  I  was.  Only  one  thing  held  me  back  or  made  me 
doubt  that  I  was  now  close  to  liberty :  I  was  so  feeble 
that  at  times  I  staggered  in  walking.  I  knew,  how- 
ever, tliat  when  my  new  clothes  became  familiar  in 
the  jail  my  chance  of  escape  would  be  over.  I  must 
take  the  present  opportunity,  and  trust  to  luck. 

My  scheme  I  had  clearly  thought  out.  I  meant, 
when  iu  the  yard,  to  drop  the  blanket  cover,  and 
coolly  foUow  the  sister,  trusting  to  my  being  taken, 
in  my  new  garments,  for  a  visitor.  It  was  simple, 
and  like  enough  to  succeed  if  my  strength  held  out. 
It  was  now  dusk,  and  a  dark,  overclouded  day.  A 
bell  was  nmg,  this  being  the  signal  for  the  gang  of 
prisoners  to  go  to  their  rooms.  Falling  back  a  little, 
I  cast  aside  the  blanket,  and  then  following  tlie  rest, 
was  at  once  in  the  hall,  dindy  ht  with  lanterns.  It 
was  some  eighty  feet  long.  Here  I  kept  behind  the 
group,  and  went  boldly  after  the  stont  sister.  No  one 
seemed  tlisposed  to  suspect  the  well-dressed  gentle- 
man in  gray.  I  went  by  the  tm-nkey,  keeping  my 
face  the  other  way.  I  wa.s  now  some  fifteen  feet 
from  the  great  barred  outer  door.  The  two  sentries 
stepped  back  to  let  the  sister  go  by.    Meanwhile  the 


334      Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker 


gate-keeper,  with  his  back  to  ine,  was  bnsj'  with  his.. 
keys.    He  unlocked  the  door  and  pulled  it  open, 
greater  lantern  hnug  over  it.     I  was  aghast  to  see 
the  WTetch,  Cuuuiughan],  just  about  to  eut*r.     He , 
was  sure  to  detect  me.     I  hesitated,  but  the  lookout  j 
into  space  and  liberty  was  enough  for  me.   The  beast  \ 
fell  back  to  let  the  sister  pass  out.     I  dashed  by  the  j 
guards,  upset  the  good  woman,  and,  just  outside  of  ( 
the  dtjorway,  struck  Cuuiiiiighani  in  the  face — a  blow 
that  had  in  it  all  the  gathered  hate  of  five  months  of 
brutal  treatment.     He  fell  bacik,  stumbling  on  the  J 
broad  upper  step.   I  ciiuglit  liiin  a  second  full  in  the 
neck,  as  I  followed.     With  an  oath,  he  rolled  back 
down  the  high  steps,  as  I,  leaping  over  him,  raal 
across  Wa!n»it  street.     One  of  tht-  outside  guartis 
fired  wildly,  but  might  as  well  have  killed  some 
passer-by  as  me. 

Opposit*  were  the  low  houses  afterward  removed 
to  enlarge  Independence  SipiaiT'.  I  darted  through 
the  open  door  of  a  cobbler's  shop,  and  out  at  the  back 
iut-o  a  small  yard,  and  over  palings  into  the  open 
space.  It  was  quite  dark,  as  the  day  was  overcast. 
I  ran  behind  the  houses  to  Fifth  street.  Here  I| 
jumped  down  the  raised  bank  and  turned  north warcl 

Beside  me  was  a  niecliauic  going  home  with  his 
lantern,  which,  by  militai'y  law,  all  had  to  carry  after] 
fall  of  night.     He  looked  at  me  as  if  in  doubt,  and 
I  took  my  chance,  saying,  "Take  no  notice.     I  am 
a  iirisoner  run  away  from  the  jaiL" 

"  I  'm  your  man,"  lie  said.    "  Take  the  lantern,  and 
walk  with  me.     I  hear  those  devils."    And  indeed 
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there  was  a  great  noise  on  Walnut  street  and  in  the 
square.  Men  were  diinly  seen  running  to  and  fro, 
aud  seizing  auy  who  had  no  lanterns. 

We  went  on  to  Chestnut  street,  mid  down  t«  Sec- 
ond.  I  asked  him  here  to  go  to  Doek  Creek  with  nie. 

At  my  own  hi>me  I  offered  him  my  lust  guinea,  but 
he  said  No.  I  then  told  him  my  name,  and  desired 
he  would  some  day,  in  better  times,  seek  me  out. 
And  so  the  houest  fellow  left  me.  Many  a  year  after 
he  did  come  to  me  iu  debt  and  trouble,  aud,  you  may 
be  sure,  was  set  at  ease  for  the  rest  of  his  life. 

Looking  up,  I  saw  hght  in  Uie  window,  and  within  I 
could  see  Arthur  and  three  other  officers.  The  liquors 
and  decanters  were  on  a  table,  with  bread  and  cheese, 
plain  to  be  seen  by  hungry  eyes.  My  father's  bulky 
form  was  in  his  big  Penn  arm-chair,  his  head  fallen 
forward.  He  was  sound  asleep.  Colonel  Tarleton  had 
his  feet  on  a  low  stool  my  mother  used  for  her  bas- 
ket of  sewing  material  and  the  stockings  she  was  so 
constantly  dai'uiug.  Harcourt  and  Colonel  O'Hara 
were  matching  pennies,  and  my  cousin  was  standing 
by  the  tire,  speaking  now  and  then,  a  glass  in  his 
hand. 

The  dog  asleep  in  the  stable  was  no  more  considered 
than  was  my  poor  father  by  these  insolent  guests. 
An  almost  overmastering  rage  possessed  me  as  I 
gazed  through  the  panes ;  for  no  one  had  closed  the 
shutters  as  was  usufilly  done  at  nightfall.  I  was 
hungry,  cold,  aud  weak,  and  these—  !  I  turned 
away,  and  went  down  the  bank  of  Dock  Creek  to 
the  boat-house.   It  was  lucked,  aud  this  made  it  likely 
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my  boat  had  escaped  the  strict  search  made  by  thi 
British.    No  one  being  in  sight,  I  went  aronnd 
house  to  the  stable  at  the  farther  end  of  the  gardi 
As  I  came  near  I  smelt  the  smoke  of  our  old  Tom^ 
pipe,  and  then  seeing  him,  I  called  softly,  "Tom! 
Tom!" 

He  jumped  up,  crying,  "  Save  us.  Master  Hugh ! 
and  started  to  run.  In  a  moment  I  had  him  b: 
the  arm.  and  quickly  made  him  understand  that 
was  alive,  and  needed  food  and  help.  As  soon  1 
he  was  recovered  from  his  fright,  he  fetched  me 
milk,  bread,  and  a  bottle  of  Hollands.  After  a 
greedy  meal,  he  carried  to  the  boat,  at  my  order, 
the  rest  of  the  pint  of  spirits,  oars,  paddle,  and 
boat-key.  On  the  way  it  occurred  to  me  to  ask  for 
Lucy.  She  had  been  seized  by  the  Hessian,  Yon 
Heiser,  and  was  in  my  aunt's  stable.  I  had  not 
asked  about  the  mare  without  a  purpose;  I  was  in 
a  state  of  intense  mental  clearness,  with  all  my 
wits  in  order.  In  the  few  minutes  that  followed  I 
told  Tom  not  to  let  any  one  know  of  my  coming, 
and  then,  pushing  oS,  I  dropped  quietly  down  the; 
creek. 

It  was  cold  and  very  dark,  and  there  was  some  ice 
afloat  in  small  masses,  amidst  which  my  boat,  taming, 
with  no  guidance,  moved  on  the  full  of  the  ebb  tid( 
toward  the  great  river.  For  about  two  hundred: 
yards  I  drifted,  lying  flat  on  my  back.  At  the  outlet 
of  the  creek  was  a  sudden  turn  where  the  ennvnt 
almost  fetched  me  ashore  on  the  south  bank.  There 
from  the  slip  nearly  overhead,  as  the  boat  whirled 
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aronnd,  I  heard  a  sentinel  call  ont,  "  Stop  there,  or 
I  fire  I  "  I  remained  motionless,  feeling  sure  that  he 
would  not  risk  an  alarm  by  reason  of  a  skiff  gone 
adrift.  As  be  called  again  the  boat  slewed  aronnd, 
and  shot,  stem  first,  far  out  into  the  great  flood  of 
the  Delaware.  Never  had  it  seemed  to  me  a  dearer 
friend.  I  was  free.  Cautiously  using  the  paddle 
without  rising,  I  was  soon  in  mid-river.  Then  I  sat 
up,  and,  taking  a  great  drink  of  the  gin,  I  rowed  up- 
stream in  the  darkness,  finding  less  ice  than  I  had 
thought  probable. 

My  plan  now  was  to  puD  up  to  Burlington  or 
Bristol ;  but  I  soon  found  the  ice  in  greater  masses, 
and  I  began  to  be  ptizzled.  I  turned  toward  Jersey, 
and  hither  and  thither,  and  in  a  few  minutes  came 
upon  fields  of  moving  ice.  It  was  clear  that  I  must 
land  in  the  city,  and  take  my  chance  of  getting  past 
the  line  of  sentries.  I  pulled  cautiously  in  at  Arch 
street,  and  saw  a  sloop  lying  at  a  slip.  Lying  down,  I 
used  tlie  paddle  until  at  her  side.  Hearing  no  sound, 
I  climbed  up  over  her  low  rail,  and  made  fast  the 
boat.  I  could  see  that  no  one  was  on  deck.  A  lighted 
lantern  hung  from  a  rope  near  the  bow.  I  took  it 
down,  and  boldly  stepped  on  the  slip.  A  sentry, 
seeing  me  come,  said,  "A  cold  night,  captain." 
"  Very,"  I  rejoined,  and  went  on  up  the  slope.  Chance 
had  favoured  me.  In  a  few  minutes  I  saw  my  aunt's 
house,  shut  up,  but  with  a  light  over  the  transom  of 
the  hall  door.  I  passed  on,  went  up  to  Third  street, 
around  to  the  back  of  the  premises,  and  over  the 
palings  into  the  long  garden  behind  the  dwelling. 
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As  I  stood  reflecting  I  heard  Lucy  neigh,  and  no 
voice  of  friend  could  have  been  sweeter.  I  smiled 
to  think  that  I  was  a  man  in  the  position  of  a  thief, 
but  witli  a  right  to  take  whatsoever  I  might  need. 
I  began  to  suspect,  too,  that  no  one  was  in  the  house. 
Moving  toward  it  with  care,  I  found  all  the  back 
doors  open,  or  at  least  not  fastened.  A  fire  burned 
on  the  kitchen  hearth,  and,  first  making  sure  of  the 
absenceofthp  servants,  I  shot  the  bolt  of  the  hall  door, 
fastened  the  piu-bolts  of  the  windows  which  looked 
on  the  front  street,  and  went  back  to  the  kitchen  with 
one  oveiTuling  desire  to  be  well  warmed.  I  had  been 
cold  for  four  months.  Making  a  i"oaring  fire,  I 
roasted  myself  for  half  an  hour,  turning  like  a  duck 
on  a  spit.  Heat  and  good  bread  and  coflfee  I  craved 
most.  I  foimd  here  enough  of  all,  but  no  liquors ; 
the  gin  I  had  finished,  a  good  pint,  and  never  felt  it. 
Still  feeling  my  weakness,  and  aware  that  I  needed 
all  my  strength,  I  stayed  yet  a  minute,  deep  in 
thought,  and  reluctant  to  leave  the  comfort  of  the 
heailh.  At  last  I  took  a  lantern  and  went  upstairs. 
The  china  gods  and  beasts  were  all  put  away,  thg 
silver  tankards  and  plate  removed,  the  rugs  gona^f 
My  good  Wlug  aunt  ha<i  done  her  best  to  make  her 
despotic  boiirders  no  more  comfortable  than  sh«!^^ 
could  help.'  AH  was  neglect,  dust,  and  dirt;  pipe^f 
and  empty  bottles  lay  about,  and  a  smell  of  stale  to- 
bacco smoke  was  in  the  air.     Poor  Aunt  Gainor ! 

Upstairs  the  general  had  moved  into  the  room 
sacred  to  her  spinster  skmibers.  The  servaats  had 
taken  holiday,  it  seemed,  and  the  officers  appea 
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to  have  been  indifferent,  or  absent  all  day ;  for  this 
room  WEB  in  a  vile  condition,  with  even  the  bed  not 
yet  made  up,  and  the  eurtaius  torn.  In  tliis  and  the 
front  ehamber,  used  coiumouly  as  ray  aunt's  own 
sitting-room,  was  a  strange  litter  of  maps,  papers, 
and  equipments,  two  swoi-ds,  a  brace  of  inlaid  pistols, 
brass-plated,  two  Hessian  hats,  the  trappings  of  a 
Brunswick  chasseur,  and  a  long  military  cloak  with 
a  gold-braided  regimental  number  under  a  large 
crown  on  eaeli  shoulder.  A  sense  of  amusement  stole 
over  me,  although  I  was  so  tired  I  could  have  fallen 
witli  fatigue.  I  was  feehng  my  weakness,  and  suffer- 
ing from  what  even  to  aman  in  health  would  have  been 
great  exertion.  A  fidl  flask  of  rum  lay  on  the  table ; 
I  put  it  in  my  poeket,  leaving  the  silver  cover.  Next 
I  put  on  the  long  cloak,  a  tall  Anhalter  helmet,  and 
a  straight,  gold-mounted  sword.  The  pistols  I  took 
also,  loading  and  priming  them,  and  leaving  only 
the  box  where  they  had  lain. 

It  was  now  almost  ten,  and  I  could  not  hope  to 
be  long  left  in  easy  possession.  Then  I  turned 
to  the  table.  Much  of  the  confused  mass  of  papers 
was  in  German.  I  put  in  my  pocket  a  beauti- 
fully drawn  map  of  our  own  lines  at  Valley  Forge. 
I  gave  it  to  Alexander  Hamilton  soon  after  the 
war. 

A  small  pipe— I  think  the  Germans  call  meer- 
sfhaum— I  coidd  not  despise,  nor  a  great  bundle  of 
tobacco,  which  I  thrust  into  the  inside  pouch  of  the 
cloak. 

Last  I  saw  a  sealed  letter  to  Lieutenant-Colonel 
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ESmst  Lndwig  Wilhelm  von  Sp«cht,  also  one  to  Colo- 
nel Montresor.  These  were  maeh  to  my  porpose. 
Finally,  as  I  heard  the  great  clock  on  the  stairway 
strike  ten,  I  scribbled  on  a  sheet  of  paper  under  Von 
Knj'phausen's  arms,  "Captain  Allan  McLane presents 
his  compliments  to  General  von  Knyphausen,  and 
hopes  he  will  do  Captain  McLane  the  honour  to  re- 
turn his  visit— February  20,  1778,  10  p.  M." 

I  laughed  as  I  went  downstairs,  in  that  mood  of 
merriment  which  was  my  one  sign  of  excitement  at 
the  near  approach  of  peril.  A  pause  at  the  grateful 
fire,  and  a  moment  later  I  was  saddling  Lucy,  look- 
ing well  to  girth  and  bit,  and  last  buckling  on  the 
spurs  of  a  Hessian  officer. 

In  a  few  minutes  I  was  trotting  np  Fifth  street 
I  knew  only  that  the  too  extended  lines  had  been 
drawn  in  close  to  the  city,  after  the  sharp  lesson  at 
Germantown ;  but  I  did  not  know  how  complete  were 
the  forts  and  abatis  crossing  from  tlie  Delaware  to 
the  Schuylkill,  to  the  north  of  Callowhill  street  I 
meant  to  pass  the  lines  somewhere,  trusting  to  the 
legs  of  Lucy,  who  well  understood  the  change  of 
riders,  and  seemed  in  excellent  condition. 

I  turned  off  into  the  fields  to  the  westward  at 
Vine  street,  riding  carefully ;  and  soon,  aa  I  moved 
to  north,  saw  that  fences,  fruit-trees,  and  the  scat- 
tered remnant  of  the  wood  were  gone.  Stumbling 
through  mud  and  over  stumps,  I  began  to  see  Itefore 
me  one  of  Montresor's  blockhouses,  and  presently,  for 
now  the  night  was  far  too  clear,  the  forms  of  sentries  on 
top.  Dismounting,  I  moved  aside  a  hundred  yards,  so 
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that  I  passed  unseen  between  two  of  these  forts.  But 
a  good  piece  to  the  north  of  them  I  came  on  a  strong 
stockade,  and  saw  beyond  it  a  hazy  mass  of  what  I 
took  to  be  a  monster  tangle  of  dead  trees,  well  fitted 
to  delay  a  storming-party.  Then  I  remembered  my 
ride  with  Montresor.  I  was  caught.  I  stood  still  in 
the  night,  wondering  what  to  do :  behind  me  the  hum 
aud  glow  of  the  city,  before  me  freedom  and  dark- 
ness. 

A  man  thinks  quickly  in  an  hour  like  that.  I 
mounted,  feeling  the  lift  of  my  weak  body  an  exer- 
tion, and  rode  back  into  Vine,  and  so  to  Front  street. 
A  hundred  yards  before  me  was  a  great  camp-fire, 
to  left  of  where  the  road  to  Qermantown  diverges. 
I  saw  figures  about  it  passing  to  and  fro.  I  felt 
for  my  pistols  in  the  holsters  of  the  saddle,  and 
cocked  the  one  on  my  right,  loosened  the  long 
straight  Hessian  blade,  and  took  the  two  letters  in 
my  bridle-hand. 

As  I  rode  up  I  saw,  for  the  fire  was  brightly  blazing, 
that  there  were  tents,  pickets  to  left  and  right,  men 
afoot,  and  horses  not  saddled.  A  sergeant  came  out 
into  the  road.  "  Halt ! "  he  cried..  In  broken  Eng- 
lish, I  said  I  had  a  letter  for  Colonel  Montresor,  to 
be  given  in  the  morning  when  he  would  be  out  to 
inspect  the  lines,  and  one  for  Lieutenant-Colonel  von 
Specht.  The  man  took  the  letters.  I  meant  to  turn 
back,  wheel,  and  go  by  at  speed ;  but  by  evil  luck  a 
wind  from  the  north  blew  open  my  cloak,  and  in  the 
brilliant  firelight  he  saw  my  gray  clothes. 

"  Holloa !  "  he  cried.     "  What  's  the  word  t    You 


are  not  in  nnifurra.  Get  off ! "  So  sajTng,  he  caught 
the  rein  he  lunl  dropped,  a  man  or  two  nmniiig  to- 
ward us  as  he  epoke. 

If  I  could,  I  would  have  spared  the  man :  but  it 
was  his  life  or  mine ;  I  knew  that.    I  ftied  square 
his  chest,  the  mare  reared,  the  man  fell  with  a 
I  let  Lucy  have  botli  spurs.     She  leaped  as  a  dee 
leaps,  catching  a  fellow  in  the  chest  with  her  shouldc 
and  was  off  like  a  crazy  thing.    I  looked  ahead ; 
way  was  cleai".    A  glance  back  showed  mo  the  roa 
full  of  men.    I  heard  shouts,  orders,  shot  after  shot. 
I  was  soon  far  beyond  danger,  and  going  at  racing 
speed  through  the  nigJit ;  but  I  had  scared  up  a  plea- 
sant hornets'  nest.    The  last  picket  was  a  4u;u"tt.'r  of 
a  mile  aheati,  perhaps.     I  pulled  up,  and  with  diffi- 
culty made  the  mare  walk.   There  were  fii'cs  on  both 
sides,  and  a  lot  of  alert  soldiers  out  in  the  road.     I 
turned  off  into  the  fields  behind  a  fai-m-house,  glad 
of  the  absence  of  fences.     The  next  moment  I  felt 
the  mare  gather  herself  with  the  half-pause  every 
horseman  knows  so  well.     She  had  taken  a  ditch, 
and  prettily  too. 

Keeping  off  t^je  highway,  but  in  line  with  it,  I 
went  on  slowly,  leaning  over  in  the  saddle.     After 
a  mile,  and  much  stumbling  about,  I  ce;iscd  to  hear 
noises  bofik  of  me,  aud  turned,  ajjproai^liing  the  roat^ 
I  had  left.     No  one  was  in  sight.     Why  I  was  no 
followed  by  the  horse  I  know  not.     I  wrapped  my" 
cloak  about  me,  and  rode  on  up  the  deserted  high- 
way.   I  was  free,  and  on  neutral  groimd.    All  I  ha^| 
to  fear  was  an  encounter  with  one  of  the  foi'agiiig 
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parties  which  kept  the  countrj^  around  in  constant 
terror.  I  met  no  one.  The  sole  unpleasant  thought 
which  haunted  my  cohl  night  ride  wa.s  the  face  of 
the  poor  devil  I  had  shot.  I  put  it  aside.  IMson 
life  had  at  least  taught  me  the  habit  of  dismissing 
the  torment  of  vain  reflection  on  an  iiTeparahle  past. 

I  went  by  the  old  burying-ground  of  Germantowii, 
and  the  rare  houses,  going  slowly  on  account  of  tlie 
road,  which  was  full  of  deep  holes,  and  so  through 
the  market-place  where  we  made  our  last  chai-ge. 

At  last  I  breasted  the  slippwry  rise  of  Chestnut 
Hill,  and  throwing  my  cloak  over  the  mare,  that  I 
had  taught  to  stand,  went  up  to  the  door  of  my  Aunt 
Gainer's  house. 

I  knocked  long  before  I  was  heard.  A  window 
was  opened  above  me,  and  a  voice  I  loved  called  out 
to  know  what  I  wanted.  I  replied,  "  It  is  I,  Hugh. 
Be  qiuck !  "  A  moment  later  I  was  in  her  dear  old 
arms,  the  servants  were  called  up,  and  my  faitliful 
Lucy  was  cared  for.  Then  I  fell  on  a  settle,  at  the 
limit  of  my  strength.  I  was  put  to  bed,  and  glad  I 
was  to  stay  there  for  two  days,  and  not  even  talk. 
Indeed,  what  with  good  diet  and  milk  and  spirits  and 
clean  sheets,  I  slept  as  I  had  not  done  for  many  a 
night. 

As  soon  as  I  was  np  and  fit  to  converse,  I  was 
made  to  tell  my  story  over  and  over.  Meau  while 
my  aunt  was  desperately  afraid  lest  we  should  be 
visited,  as  was  not  rare,  by  foragers  or  Torj'  par- 
tisans. I  must  go,  and  at  once.  Even  war  was  to 
be  preferred  to  this  anxiety.    But  before  I  went  she 
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most  toll  me  what  she  thought  of  this  strange  busi- 
ness of  my  cousin.  I  had  been  wise  not  to  tell 
Darthea.  A  rascal  hke  Arthur  would  trip  himself 
up  soon  or  late.  Then  she  fell  to  thinking,  and, 
bidding  me  cease  for  a  little,  sat  with  her  head  in  her 
large  hands,  ha^'ing  her  elbows  on  the  table,  ^M 

"Hugh,"  she  said  at  last,  "he  must  have  more^^ 
cause  to  be  jealous  than  we  know.   He  has  still  more 
now.    Is  it  only  the  woman?    Can  it  be  anything 
about  the  estate  in  Wales  f  It  must  be ;  you  remem- 
ber how  he  lied  to  us  about  it ;  but  what  is  it  T  " 

"  He  thinks  I  regret  the  loss  of  WjTicoto,  and  that 
I  would  like  to  have  it.  I  am  afi-aid  I  found  it  plea- 
sant to  say  so,  seeing  that  it  annoyed  him." 

"  I  wish  he  may  have  some  such  cause  to  hate  yon, 
and  no  other.  But  why  t  Yoiu"  grandfather  made 
a  legal  conveyance  of  an  unentailed  property,  got 
some  ready  money,— how  much  I  never  knew, — and 
came  away.  How  can  you  interfere  with  Arthur  T 
The  WjTines,  1  have  heard,  have  Welsh  memories 
for  an  insult.    You  struck  him  once."  H 

"  The  blow !  "  and  I  smiled.    "  Yes ;  the  woman !  ^ 
Pray  God  it  be  that.     The  estate— he  is  welcome  to 
it.    I  hardly  think  a  Welsh  home  would  bribe  me  to  fl 
leave  my  own  counti-j'.    But  I  do  not  see,  aunt,  why  ™ 
you  80  often  talk  as  if  WjTicote  were  oiu^,  and  stolen 
from  us.     I  do  not  want  it,  and  why  shoidd  It" 

"  Is  not  that  unreasonable,  Hugh  f "  she  retiuTied,j 
with  more  quietness  in  the  way  of  reply  than  wa 
usual  when  she  was  arguing.   "  You  are  young  nowj 
The  anger  between  England  and  ourselves  makes  all 
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tilings  in  Great  Britain  seem  hateful  to  you,  to  me, 
to  all  honest  colonials ;  but  this  will  not  last.  Peace 
will  come  one  day  or  another,  and  when  it  does,  to 
be  Wynne  of  Wyncote— " 

"Good  gracious,  Aunt  Gainor!  let  ns  set  this 
aside.  Arthur  Wynne's  lies  have  stirred  us  aJl  to 
think  there  must  be  some  reason  for  such  a  keen  de- 
sire to  mislead  me,  you,  and  my  father— above  all, 
my  father.  But  it  is  my  father's  business,  not  mine ; 
nor,  if  I  may  bo  excused,  is  it  yom*s." 

"That  is  true,  or  would  be  if  your  father  were 
well  or  interested.  He  is  neither— neither ;  and  there 
is  something  in  the  matter.  I  shall  ask  my  brother." 

"  You  have  doue  tbat  before." 

"I  have,  but  I  got  nothing.  Now  he  is  in  such  a 
stat«  that  he  may  be  more  free  of  speech.  I  think 
he  coidd  be  got  to  tell  me  what  neither  he  nor  my 
own  father  liked  to  speak  of." 

Upon  this,  I  t<jld  my  aunt  that  I  did  trust  she 
woTdd  not  take  advantage  of  my  father's  weak  mind 
to  get  that  which,  when  of  wholesome  wits,  he  had 
seen  fit  to  conceal.     I  did  not  like  it. 

"  Nonsense ! "  she  cried,  "  nonsense !  if  you  coiild 
have  the  old  home—" 

"  But  how  can  I  ?  It  is  like  promising  fairy  gold, 
and  I  don't  want  it.  I  should  like  to  go  there  once 
and  see  it  and  my  cousins,  and  come  home  to  this 
country." 

I  was,  in  fact,  weary  of  the  thing,  and  my  aunt 
would  have  talked  it  over  all  day.  She  could  not 
see  why  I  was  so  set  in  my  mind.    She  kept  urging 


346      Hugh  Wynne: 


Free  Quaker 


that  aomething  woold  turn  np  aboot  it,  and  we  shoe 
have  to  act ;  then  I  would  change  my  mind.  I  hard^3 
knew  why  that  which  once  had  been  a  deli^tfnl  and 
mysterious  bait  now  lured  me  not  at  all.  What  with 
the  great  war,  and  my  own  matnrity,  and  Darthea, 
Wyncote  had  shrunken  out  of  the  world  of  my  de^ 
sires.  It  was  too  dreamy  a  bribe  for  one  of  my  turn 
of  mind.  I  would  have  given  half  Wales  for  an  hoE 
alone  with  Arthur  Wj-nne. 

Then  through  my  meditations  I  heard,  "  Well,i 
my  word,  Master  Absolute;  there  is  some  flaw 
their  title,  and— and  soon  or  late — " 

"  Oh,  please,  aunt—" 

"  Well,  do  not  make  ap  your  mind.  I  am  afraid 
of  you  when  you  make  up  your  mind.  You  are  as 
set  in  your  waj's  as  yonr  father.  Do  you  remember 
what  Nicholas  Wain  said  of  him:  'When  Joha^ 
Wynne  puts  down  his  foot,  thou  hast  got  to  dig : 
ap  to  move  him '  T " 

She  was  right ;  nor  did  I  defend  myselL  I  laiigb« 
bnt  was  sad  too,  thinking  of  my  poor  old  &the 
whom  I  could  not  see,  and  of  how  far  he  wa«  not 
from  being  what  his  friend  had  described. 

I  said  as  much.  My  aunt  replied,  "  Tee,  it  is  too 
tnie ;  but  I  think  he  is  less  unhappy,  and  so  thinks 
Dr.  Rush." 

After  this  our  talk  drifted  away,  and  my  aont 
would  once  more  hear  of  my  not«  in  McLane's  name 
left  for  the  Hessian  general.  "  I  hope  yet  to  ask  him 
of  it,"  she  cried,  "and  that  dear  Mr.  Andr6— I  can 
aee  his  face.    It  is  the  French  blood  makes  him  so 
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gentle.  Catch  him  for  me  in  the  war.  I  should  like 
to  have  him  ou  parole  for  a  sixmonth."  And  at  this 
she  laughed,  and  heartily,  as  she  did  most  things. 

When  this  talk  occurred  we  were  in  a  great  front 
room  in  the  second  story.  There  was  a  deep  bow- 
window  to  westward,  and  here  my  aunt  liked  to  be 
at  set  of  sun,  and  to  look  over  what  seemed  to  be  a 
boundless  forest ;  for  the  many  sciittered  farms  were 
hid  away  in  their  woodland  shelters,  so  that  from 
this  vantage  of  height  it  looked  as  though  the  coun- 
try beyond  might  be  one  great  solitude.  Nearer 
were  well-tilled  farms,  on  which  the  snow  still  lay  in 
melting  drifts. 

As  we  sat,  I  was  smoking  the  first  tobacco  I  had 
had  since  I  left  the  jail.  This  habit  I  learned  long 
before,  and  after  once  falling  a  captive  to  that  con- 
soler and  counsellor,  the  pipe,  I  never  gave  it  up.  It 
is  like  others  of  the  good  gifts  of  God :  when  abused 
it  loses  its  use,  which  seems  a  silly  phrase,  but  does 
really  mean  more  than  it  says  Jack  hath  somewhere 
writ  that  words  have  souls,  and  .are  always  more  than 
they  look  or  say.  I  could  wish  mine  to  be  so  taken. 
And  as  to  tobacco  and  good  rum,  Ja<'k  said— but  I 
forget  what  it  was— something  neat  and  pretty  and 
honest,  that  took  a  good  grip  of  you.  The  tricks  an 
old  fellow's  memory  plays  him  are  queer  enough.  I 
often  recall  the  time  and  place  of  something  clevei 
a  friend  hath  said  long  ago,  but  when  I  try  to  get  it 
back,  I  have  but  a  sense  of  its  pleasantness,  as  of  a 
flavour  left  in  the  mouth,  wliile  all  the  wise  words 
of  his  saying  are  quite  forgot    Dr.  Bush  thinks  that 
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we  are  often  happy  or  morose  without  apparent  cause, 
when  the  mind  is  but  recalling  the  inHuenee  of  so; 
former  joy  or  grief,  but  not  that  which  created  eithei 
The  great  doctor  had  many  hard  sayings,  and 
was  one. 

As  I  sat  reflecting,  I  felt  a  sudden  conscioiism 
of  the  pleasure  my  tobacco  gave,  and  then  of  how 
delightful  it  was  to  be,  as  it  were,  growing  younger 
day  by  day,  and  of  how,  with  return  of  strength, 
came  a  certain  keenness  of  the  senses  as  to  odours, 
and  as  to  what  I  ate  or  drank.  It  seemed  to  me 
kind  of  reward  for  suffering  endured  with  patience, 

My  Aunt  Gainor  sat  watcliing  me  with  the  pleasi 
good  women  have  over  one  too  weak  to  resist  bei 
coddled.    When  I  had  come  to  this  happy  conditio! 
of  wanting  a  pipe,  as  I  had  jolted  out  of  my  pone 
the  tobacco  I  stole,  she  went  off  and  brought  the  goi 
weed  out  of  the  bara,  where  she  had  saved  her  last 
crop  under  what  scant  hay  the  Hessian  foragers 
left  her.     I  must  smoke  in  her  own  library,  s  thing 
unheard  of  before;  she  loved  to  smell  a  good 
bacco. 

"O  Aunt  Gainor!" 

"  But  Jack !  "  she  said.    She  did  not  like  to 
Jack  with  a  pipe.   He  looked  too  like  a  nice  girl,  with 
his  fair  skin  and  his  yellow  hair. 

I  smoked  on  in  mightj'  peace  of  mind,  and  soon 
she  began  again,  being  rarely  long  silent,  "  I  hope 
you  and  your  cousin  will  never  meet,  Hugh." 

The  suddenness  of  this  overcame  me,  and  I  felt 
myself  flush. 
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"  Ah  1 "  she  said,  "  I  knew  it.  Tiere  is  little  love 
lost  between  you." 

"  There  are  tJiings  a  man  cannot  forgive." 
"  Then  may  the  good  God  keep  you  apart,  my  son." 
"I  trust  not,"  said  I.  "I  can  forgive  an  iusidt, 
even  if  I  am  Welsh  and  a  Wynne ;  but  oh,  Aunt  Oai- 
nor,  those  added  weeks  of  misery,  foulness,  filth,  and 
pain  I  owe  to  this  man  [  I  will  kill  him  as  I  would 
kill  any  otlier  vermui."  Then  I  was  ashamed,  for  to 
say  such  things  before  women  was  not  my  way. 

"  I  coiUd  kill  him  myself,"  said  ray  aimt,  savagely. 
"And  now  do  have  some  more  of  this  nice,  good 
gruelj"  which  set  me  to  laughing. 

"  Let  him  go,"  said  I,  "  and  the  gruel  too." 
"And  that  is  what  you  must  do,  sir.     You  must 
go.     I  am  all  day  in  terror." 

And  still  I  stayed  on,  pretty  ea,sy  in  mind ;  for  my 
aunt  had  set  a  fellow  on  watch  at  Mount  Airj',  to  let 
US  know  if  any  parties  appeared,  and  we  kept  Lucy 
saddled.  I  sorely  needed  tliis  rest  and  tt)  be  fed ;  for 
I  was  a  mere  shadow  of  my  big  self  when  I  alighted 
at  her  door  on  tliat  memorable  20th  of  February. 

The  day  before  I  left  this  delightful  haven  between 
jail  and  camp,  came  one  of  my  aunt's  women  slaves 
with  a  letter  she  had  brought  from  the  citj',  and  this 
was  what  it  said : 


"  Dear  Mistress  Wynne  :  At  last  I  am  honoured 
with  the  permission  to  write  and  teU  you  that  Mr. 
Hugh  Wynne  is  ahve.  It  was  cruel  that  tlie  general 
would  not  earlier  gi-aut  me  so  small  a  favour  as  to 
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pass  an  open  letter;  but  Arthur  found  much  UiflB- 
culty,  by  reason,  1  fear,  of  your  well-known  opinions. 
He  was  on  the  way  to  the  jail  when  he  heard  of  Mr. 
Hugh  "Wynne's  having  escaped,  after  dreiulfully  in- 
juring the  poor  man  who  took  suoh  good  care  of  him 
all  \vinter.  How  it  eaiue  that  he  lay  five  months  in 
tliis  vile  abode  neither  Arthur  nor  I  ean  imagine,  nor 
yet  how  he  got  out  of  the  town. 

"  Arthur  tells  me  that  insolent  rebel,  Allan  MeLane. 
broke  into  your  hou.se  and  stole  the  iMjautiful  sword 
the  Elector  of  Hesse  gave  to  General  von  Knyphan- 
Ben,  and  what  more  he  took  the  Lord  knows.  .iVlso 
he  left  an  impudent  letter.  The  general  will  hang 
him  whenever  he  catches  him ;  but  there  is  a  proverb : 
perhaps  it  is  sometimes  the  fish  that  is  the  better 
fisherman. 

"  I  have  a  queer  suspicion  as  to  this  matter,  and 
as  to  the  mare  Lucy  being  stolen.  I  am  so  glad  it 
is  I  that  have  the  joy  to  tell  j'ou  of  Mr.  Hugh  Wynne's 
safety;  and  until  he  returns  my  visit,  and  forever 
after,  I  am,  madam, 

"  Your  devoted,  humble  servant, 

"  Dabthea, 
"To  Mad"  "Wynne, 
"At  the  HUl  Farm, 
"  Chestnut  HiU." 

My  aunt  said  it  was  sweet  and  thoughtful  of  Dar- 
tlica,  and  we  had  a  fine  laugh  over  tlie  burglarj-  of 
that  bad  man,  McLane.  The  woman  went  back  with 
two  notes  stitched  into  the  lining  of  her  gown  ;  one 
was  from  my  aunt,  and  one  I  wrote;  and  to  tlua 
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day  Darthea  alone  knows  what  it  said,    God  bless 

her! 

It  was  March  20  of  '78  before  I  felt  myself  fully 
able  to  set  out  for  camp.  I  had  run  uo  great  risk. 
Tlie  country  had  been  ravaged  till  it  was  liai-d  to  find 
a  pig  or  a  cow.  Farmers  were  on  small  rations,  aud 
the  foragers  had  quit  looking  for  what  did  not  exist. 
One  dull  morning  I  had  the  mare  sadtUed,  and  got 
ready  to  leave.  It  was  of  a  Friday  I  went  away ;  my 
aunt  as  unwilling  to  have  me  set  out  as  she  had  been 
eager  to  have  me  go  tlie  day  before.  My  Quaker 
training  left  me  clear  of  all  such  nonsense,  an<l, 
kissing  the  dear  lady,  I  left  her  in  teai's  by  the  road- 
fdide. 


I T  is  a  good  eighteen-mile  ride  to  Vafley 
Forge  over  the  crooked  Perkiomen  road, 
wliieh  was  none  the  better  for  the  break- 
ing up  of  the  frost.  I  rode  along  with  a 
light  heart,  Ijut  I  was  watchful,  being  so 
ut-fd  to  disastrous  adventures.  Happilj-,  I  met  with 
no  difficulties. 

A  few  miles  from  the  bridge  General  Washingtoi 
had  built,  I  fell  iu  witli  ii  party  of  horse.  The  ofiici 
in  command  seemed  at  first  susi>icions,  but  at  last 
sent  me  on  with  two  troopers.  On  the  last  Sunday 
of  the  month  Friends  were  persistently  in  the  habit 
of  flocking  into  the  city  to  General  Meeting.  They 
were  not  unwelcome,  for  they  were  apt  to  carrj*  news 
of  us,  and  neither  we  nor  the  enemy  regarded  them 
as  neutrals.  Our  commander-in-chief,  in  an  ord 
of  tills  day,  declared  "  that  the  plans  settled  at  th( 
meetings  are  of  the  most  pernicious  tendency,"  an( 
on  this  account  directed  General  Laey  "that  th( 
parties  of  light  horse  be  so  disposed  as  to  fall  in  with 
these  people." 

It  was  one  of  these  parties  of  horse  I  had  encoun- 
tered. The  officer  sent  me  on  with  a  guard,  and  thus, 
in  the  company  of  two  troopers,  I  rode  throuKh  a 
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fairly  wooded  country  to  the  much-worn  road  leading 
down  to  the  river.  Here  my  guards  left  me  witli  the 
picket  at  the  bridge.  It  was  a  half-hour  before  the 
officer  here  stationed  was  satisfied,  and  meanwhile  I 
stared  across  the  Schuylkill  at  the  precipitous  bluffs, 
and  wondered  where  lay  the  army  which  had  passed 
the  winter  back  of  them.  A  few  men  along  the  far 
shore,  and  on  the  hill  beyond  a  little  redoubt,  were 
aU  the  signs  of  life  or  of  war  and  its  precautions. 
The  bridge,  over  which  presently  I  rode,  was  of  army 
waggons  weighted  with  stone,  and  on  top  rails  with 
rude  scantling.  On  the  high  posts  driven  into  the 
river-bed  for  stay  of  the  bridge  were  burned  the 
names  of  the  favourite  generals.  Once  over,  I  walked 
Lucy  up  a  deft  in  the  shore  cliff,  and  came  out  on 
the  huts  of  General  Varn urn's  brigatle.  The  little 
world  of  an  army  came  in  view,  I  was  on  the  first 
rise  from  the  stream,  a  mile  and  a  half  to  the  south 
of  the  Valley  Creek.  To  westward  the  land  fell  a  lit- 
tle, and  then  rose  to  the  higher  sloj^e  of  Mount  Joy. 
To  north  the  land  agiiin  dropped,  and  rose  beyond  to 
the  deep  gulch  of  the  Valley  Creek.  On  its  farther 
side  the  fires  of  a  picket  on  Mount  Misery  were  seen. 
Everywhere  were  regular  rows  of  log  huts,  and  on 
the  first  decline  of  every  hill  slope  intrenchmenta, 
ditches,  redoubts,  and  artillery.  Far  beyond,  this 
group  of  hiDs  fell  gradually  to  the  rolling  jjlaiii.  A 
mile  away  were  the  long  outlying  lines  of  Wajoie, 
and  the  good  fellows  with  whom  I  had  charged  at 
Gemiantown. 
Everywhere  the  forests  were  gone.    Innumerable 
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camp-fires  and  a  city  of  log  huts  told  for  what  uses 
tliey  had  fallen.  On  the  uplands  about  me  ragged 
men  were  drilling;  far  away  I  heard  the  cavalry 
bugles.  A  certain  sense  of  elation  and  gaiety  came 
over  me.  It  lasted  no  long  time,  as  I  rode  Lucy  over 
the  limestone  hilloclM  and  down  to  the  lesser  valley, 
which  far  away  fell  into  the  greater  vale  of  Chester. 

The  worst  of  the  winter's  trials  were  over,  and  yet 
I  was  horror-struck  at  the  miseiy  and  rags  of  these 
poor  fellows.  No  wonder  men  deserted,  and  ofBcers 
were  resigning  in  scores,  desperate  under  the  appeals 
of  helpless  wife  and  fauiily  in  far-away  homes.  It 
was  no  better  on  the  upland  beyond.  Everywhere 
were  rude  huts  in  rows,  woeful-looking  men  at  drill, 
dejected  sentries,  gaunt,  himgry,  ill  clothed,  with 
here  and  there  a  better-dreSfeed  officer  to  make 
rest  look  all  the  worse. 

I  thought  of  the  grenadier  British  troops,  fat  and 
strong,  in  the  city  I  had  fled  from,  and  marvelled  to 
think  of  what  kept  them  from  sweeping  this  squaUd 
mob  away,  as  a  housewife  switches  out  the  summer 
flies.  Full  of  thought,  I  rode  a  mile  through  the 
melting  drifts  of  snow,  and  oamo  on  Wayne's  brigade, 
which  held  the  lines  looking  in  this  direction. 

I  was  long  about  it  ■,  but  at  last  a  man  pointed  oul 
a  hut,  and  I  went  in.     "  Holloa,  Jack ! "  I  cried. 

"  Hugh !  Hugh !  Where  on  earth  are  you  from  t 
And  he  flushed  as  he  used  to  do,  and  gave  me  a  gre^t 
bear-hug,  saying,  "  And  you  are  not  dead !  not  dead ! 
Thank  God !  thank  God ! " 

Thus  again  wo  met,  to  my  unspeakable  joy, 


the— 
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was  about  as  lean  as  I  had  been,  but  on  the  whole, 
tbauks  to  his  florid  skin,  looked  well  or  better  than 
the  best  of  that  half -fed  army.  How  we  talked,  how 
we  poured  out  our  news  that  cold  March  afternoon, 
I  shall  not  take  space  to  tell ;  nor  bis  great  wonder 
at  seeing  me  after  all  had  believed  me  dead. 

After  supper  came  a  half-dozen  oflBcers,  and  I  heard 
all  the  camp  gossip,  and  was  made  heartily  welcome. 
Everything  was  on  the  mend,  they  said.  Steuben 
was  drilling  the  men ;  Greene  was  the  new  and  effi- 
cient quartermaster-general.  Supplies  were  pour- 
ing in.  Mrs.  Washiugtou  and  Lady  Stirling  had 
come.  The  PVench  were  sure  to  make  a  treaty  with 
us.  As  they  talked  of  their  privations  I  learned, 
for  the  first  time,  of  the  fiiU  horrors  of  the  winter 
camp  at  the  forge  in  the  valley.  There  was  stOl 
enough  wretchedness  to  show  how  far  worse  must 
have  been  the  pitiable  condition  of  the  army  during 
that  winter  of  '77-'78.  I  passed  the  next  day  at 
rest  witli  Jack.  I  had  had  enough  of  the  volunteer 
business,  and  determined,  to  Jack's  regret,  to  take 
service  with  the  horse.  I  was  still  unfit  to  march, 
and  it  seemed  to  me  wise  for  this  reason  to  stick  to 
Lucy's  good  legs,  at  least  until  my  own  were  in  better 
order. 

I  think  Jack  felt  that  he  was  under  some  necessity 
to  take  care  of  me,  or  fi'om  that  affection  he  has  ever 
shown  desired  to  keep  me  near  him.  He  only  hoped 
I  would  not  incline  to  join  McLane's  troop,  and  when 
I  asked  why,  declaring  tliat  to  be  my  utmost  desire, 
he  said  it  was  a  service  of  needless  periL 
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Upon  this  I  laughed  so  that  the  hut  shook,  and 
poor  Jack  became  quite  disconcerted,  and  fell  to 
making  a  variety  of  excuses.    It  is  of  this  he  says  .- 

"  Hugh  is  come  from  death,  and  there  is  more  to 
Uve  for.  For  me,  that  am  often  unready  and  weak, 
here  is  again  his  ever  just  helpfohiess.  He  is  btit 
a  shadow  of  hiaiself ,  and  I  cannot  wonder  that  he  is 
so  bitter  against  the  enemy,  or  that  he  desires,  len 
on  account  of  his  bodily  feebleness  than  from  a  wish 
to  revenge  his  cruel  treatment,  to  serve  with  the 
horse.  They  are  never  more  quiet  than  gadflies.  It 
is  dangerous  duty,  and  should  it  cost  this  dear  life, 
how  shall  I  ever  face  Mistress  Wynne  T  " 

I  myaelf  had  but  one  thought  in  my  own  mind 
this  Sonday  in  March,  as  I  rode  through  the  cask 
wind.  It  is  my  way,  and  always  was,  to  have  bat  a  _ 
single  idea  in  mind,  and  to  go  straight  to  my  object  f 
the  nearest  way.  He  was  right  in  his  belief  that  it 
was  my  burning  nish  to  pay  the  debts  of  my  pour 
abused  body.  I  knew  not  when  we  should  move, 
and  the  dislike  of  tiresome  drills  under  Steuben,  with 
a  restless,  perhaps  a  wholesome,  instinct  to  lead  a 
more  active  life,  conspired  to  make  my  hatred  seem 
reasonable. 

I  could  see,  as  I  rode  along  through  the  fBUiton- 
ment  and  the  long  lines  of  huts,  how  well  chosen  was 
the  valley  camp.  The  Schuylkill  flowing  from  the 
Blue  Hills  turned  here  to  eastward,  the  current  was 
deep,  the  banks  were  high  and  precipitous.  To  the 
west,  in  a  deep  gorge,  the  Valley  Creek  protected  the 
camp.    Running  down  from  Mount  Joy,  a  broad 
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spur  turned  northward  to  the  SchnylkilL  Between 
this  ridgie  and  the  river  lay  an  angular  table-land, 
falling  to  the  valley  beyond.  Along  this  ridge,  and 
high  on  Mount  Joy,  were  the  intrenchments  laid  out 
by  Du  Portail,  and  within  them  were  the  campe  of 
rare  tents  and  the  rows  of  wooden  huts. 

Riding  north  amid  the  stumps  and  the  lessening 
drifts  of  snow,  past  the  dark  huts,  and  the  files  of 
ragged  men  in  line  for  morning  service,  I  came  down 
to  the  angle  between  the  Valley  Creek  and  the  Schuyl- 
kill. The  river  was  full,  and  ran  a  gray-brown  flood. 
Where  the  trampled  slope  rose  from  the  creek  I 
came  upon  a  smaU  but  solid  house,  built  of  gray 
and  ruddy  sandstones,  a  quaint,  shell-curved  pent- 
house above  the  open  doorway.  Here  were  horse* 
held  by  orderlies,  the  blue  and  white  of  French  uni- 
forms, buff-and-blue  officers,  and  the  guard  of  fifty 
light  horse  on  a  side  road  in  the  saddle,  facing  the 
house.  I  knew  I  had  found  the  headquarters.  Look- 
ing about,  I  saw,  to  my  joy,  Mr.  Hamilton  talking 
with  some  of  our  allies.  I  rode  up,  and  as  they 
turned,  I  said,  "I  am  Mr.  Hu^  Wynne,  Colonel 
Hamilton." 

"  Good  heavens,  sir !  You  are  not  dead  then,  after 
all!" 

"  No,"  I  said,  laughing ;  "  I  am  alive,  thank  you. 
I  have  been  in  prison  for  months,  and  I  am  come 
now  to  ask  for  that  commission  in  the  light  horse 
about  which  I  must  beg  yon  to  remind  his  Excel- 
lency.'* 

"No  wonder,"  said  he,  "I  did  not  recognise  yon. 
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We  are  now  going  to  morning  sennce,  I  will  see 
to  it  at  once.  We  thought  you  dead.  Indeed,  his 
Excellency  wrote  to  Mistress  Wynne  of  you.  The 
general  has  full  powers  at  last,  and  you  are  sure  of 
your  commission.    Now  I  must  leave  you." 

A  few  more  needed  words  were  said,  and  I  drew 
aside  to  see  the  staff  ride  away.  In  a  few  minates 
the  young  aide  came  back. 

"  You  may  join  McLane  at  once.  You  will  have 
an  acting  commission  until  a  more  formal  one  reaches 
you.    I  suppose  you  have  no  news  T " 

"  None,"  I  said,  "except  of  how  a  British  jail  looks." 

"His  Exc«llency  desires  your  company  at  dinner 
to-day  at  six."  ^ 

I  said  I  had  no  uniform.  ^M 

"  Look  at  mine,"  he  cried,  laughing.  "  I  have  only 
one  suit,  and  the  rest  are  hardly  better  off." 

I  drew  back  and  waited.  In  a  few  minut«s  the 
general  came  out,  and  mounting,  sat  still  until  aU  of 
the  staff  were  in  the  saddle. 

He  had  changed  greatly  from  the  fresh,  clecu-- 
skinned  country  gentleman  I  saw  first  in  Philadel- 
pliia.  His  face  was  more  grave,  his  very  ruddy  skin 
less  clear  and  more  bronzed.  I  observed  that  his 
eyes  were  deep  set,  light  blue  in  colour,  and  of  un- 
osnal  size ;  his  nose  was  rather  heavy  and  large ;  the 
mouth  resolute  and  firm,  with  full  lips.  His  general 
expression  was  sedate  and  tranquil.  lu  hill,  neat  M 
buff  and  blue,  his  hair  powdered,  the  queue  carefully  ™ 
tied,  he  sat  very  erect  in  the  saddle,  and  looked  to 
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This  is  all  I  remember  at  that  time  of  this  high- 
minded  gentleman.  I  heard  much  of  him  then  and 
later ;  and  as  what  I  heard  or  saw  varies  a  good  deal 
from  the  idea  now  held  of  him,  I  shall  not  refrain 
from  saying  how  he  seemed  to  us,  who  saw  him  in 
camp  and  field,  or  in  the  horn-  of  rare  leisui-e.  But 
I  shall  do  better,  perhaps,  just  now  to  let  my  friend 
say  what  he  seemed  to  bo  to  his  more  observant  and 
reflective  mind.    It  was  writ  long  after. 

"  Abler  pens  than  mine,"  says  Jack,  "  have  put  on 
record  the  son-owful  glorj'  of  that  dreadful  camp- 
ground by  Valley  Forge.  It  is  strongly  charactered 
in  those  beseeching  letters  and  despatches  of  the  al- 
most heartbroken  man,  who  poured  out  his  grief  in 
language  which  even  to-day  no  man  can  read  un- 
moved. To  us  he  showed  only  a  gravely  tranquil 
face,  which  had  in  it  something  which  reassured 
those  starving  and  naked  ones.  Most  wondcrfid  is 
it,  as  I  read  what  he  wrote  to  inefficient,  blundering 
men,  to  see  how  calmly  he  states  our  pitiful  case,  how 
entirely  he  controls  a  natiu-e  violent  and  passionate 
beyond  that  of  most  men.  Ho  was  scarcely  in  the 
saddle  as  commander  before  the  body  which  set  him 
there  was  filled  with  dissatisfaction. 

"I  think  it  weU  that  we  know  so  little  of  what 
went  on  within  the  walls  of  Congress.  The  silence 
of  history  has  been  friendly  to  many  repntations. 
There  need  be  no  silence  as  to  this  man,  nor  any 
concealment,  and  there  has  been  much.  I  would  have 
men  see  him  as  we  saw  hini  in  his  anger,  when  no 
language  was  too  strong;  in  his  hour  of  serene 
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kindliness,  when  Hamilton,  the  aide  of  twenty',  wag 
'my  boy';  in  this  starving  camp,  with  naked  men 
shivering  all  night  in  their  blankets  by  the  fires, 
when  'he  pitied  those  miseries  lie  could  neithf  r  relieve 
nor  prevent.'  ^im  I  displeased  to  think  that  although 
he  laughed  itirely  he  liked  Colonel  Scammel's  strong 
stories,  and  woiUd  be  amused  by  a  song  snch  aa  no 
woman  should  hear? 

"This  serene,  inflexible,  decisive  man,  biding  his 
hour,  could  be  then  the  venturesome  soldier,  willing 
to  put  every  fortune  on  a  chance,  risking  himself 
with  a  courage  that  alnruied  men  for  his  life.  Does 
any  but  a  fool  think  that  he  cotdd  have  been  all  these 
things  and  not  have  had  in  him  the  wild  blood  of 
passion  T  He  had  a  love  for  fine  clothes  and  show. 
He  was,  I  fear,  at  times  extravagant,  and,  as  I  have 
heard,  could  not  pay  his  doctor's  bill,  and  would 
postpone  that,  and  send  him  a  horse  and  a  little 
money  to  educate  his  godson,  the  good  doctor's  son. 
As  to  some  of  his  letters,  they  contained  jests  not 
gross,  but  not  quit«  fit  for  grave  seigniors  not  virgini- 
btts  puerisque.  There  is  one  to  Lafayette  I  have  been 
shown  by  the  marquis.  It  is  most  amusing,  but- 
ch, fie !  Was  he  religions  t  I  do  not  know.  Men 
Bay  so.  He  might  have  been,  and  yet  have  had  his 
hours  of  ungovemed  rage,  or  of  other  forms  of  hu- 
man weakness.  Like  a  friend  of  mine,  he  was  not 
given  to  speech  concerning  his  creed." 

My  Jack  was  right.   Our  general's  worst  foes  were, 
men  who  loved  tlieir  coimtry,  but  who  knew  not 
comprehend  this  man.   I  well  remember  how  I  usei 
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to  stop  at  the  camp-fires  and  hear  the  men  talk  of 
him.  Here  was  no  lack  of  sturdy  sense.  The  notion 
of  Adams  aud  Rush  of  appointing  new  major-generula 
every  year  much  amused  tliem,  and  the  sharp  logic 
of  cold  aud  empty  bellies  did  not  move  them  from 
the  belief  that  Uieir  chief  was  the  right  man.  How 
was  it  they  could  judge  so  weU  aild  these  others  bo 
illT 

He  had  no  tricks  of  the  demagogue.  He  coveted 
no  popularity.  He  knew  not  to  seek  favour  by  going 
freely  among  the  men.  The  democratic  feeling  in 
our  array  was  intense,  and  yet  tliis  reserved  aristo- 
crat had  to  Uie  end  the  love  and  confidence  of  every 
soldier  in  the  ranks. 


SHALL  pass  lightly  over  the  next  two 
months.  I  saw  Jack  rarely,  and  McLane 
kept  us  busy  with  foraging  parties  and 
incessant  skirmishes.  Twice  we  rode  dis- 
guised as  British  troopers  into  the  very 
heart  of  the  city,  and  at  night  as  far  down  as  Second 
street  bridge,  eaptiuvd  a  Captain  Sandford  and  car- 
ried him  off  in  a  mad  ride  through  the  pickets.  The 
life  suited  maid  Lucy  and  myself  admirably.  I  grew 
well  and  strong,  and,  I  may  say,  paid  one  of  my  debts 
when  we  stole  in  and  caught  a  rascal  named  Vamum, 
one  of  our  most  cruel  turnkej-s.  This  hulking  coward 
went  out  at  a  run  tlirough  the  lines,  strapped  behin^j 
a  trooper,  near  to  whom  I  rode  pistol  in  hand.  W^H 
got  well  peppered  and  lost  a  man.  I  heard  Vamum 
cry  out  as  we  passed  the  outer  picket,  and  sujjpos 
he  was  alarmed,  as  he  had  fair  need  to  be. 

We  pulled  up  a  mile  away,  McLane,  as  usoal,  laugh-' 
ing  like  a  boy  just  out  of  a  plundered  apple-orcl 
To  my  horror  Vamum  was  dead,  with  a  ball  throag 
his  brain.   His  anns,  which  were  around  the  troopej 
wai.st,  were  stiffened,  so  that  it  was  hard  to  uncia 
them.    This  rigidness  of  some  men  killed  in  battle 
I  have  often  seen. 
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On  Saturday,  the  16th  of  May,  Marquis  Lafayette 
came  to  our  huts  jind  asked  nie  to  walk  apart  with 
him.  We  spoke  French  at  his  request,  as  he  did  not 
wish  to  be  overheai\l,  and  talked  English  but  iU.  He 
said  his  Excellency  desired  to  have  fuller  knowledge 
of  the  forts  on  the  Neck  and  at  the  lower  ferry,  as 
well  as  some  int«lligence  as  to  the  upper  lines  north 
of  the  town.  Mr.  Hamilton  thought  me  very  fit  for 
the  aflfair,  but  the  general-in-chief  had  said,  in  his 
kind  way,  that  I  had  suffered  too  much  to  put  my 
neck  iu  a  noose,  and  that  I  was  too  well  known  in 
the  town,  altliouph  it  seemed  to  him  a  good  choice. 

When  the  marquis  had  said  his  say  I  remained 
silent,  imtil  at  last  he  added  that  I  was  free  to  refuse, 
and  none  would  thmk  the  woi*se  of  me ;  it  was  not 
an  order. 

I  replied  that  I  was  only  thinking  how  I  should  do  it 

He  laughed,  and  declared  he  had  won  a  guinea  of 
Mr.  Hamilton.  "  I  did  bet  on  your  face,  Monsieur 
Vynne.  I  make  you  my  compluuents,  and  shall  I 
say  it  is  '  Yes '  1 " 

"  Yes ;  and  I  shall  go  to-morrow,  Sunday."  And 
with  this  he  went  away. 

When  I  told  McLane  he  said  it  was  a  pity,  because 
the  redcoats  were  to  have  a  grand  fandango  ou  Uie 
18th,  and  he  meant  to  amuse  himself  that  evening, 
which  he  did  to  some  purpose,  as  you  shall  hear. 

I  spent  the  day  in  buying  from  a  farmer  a  full 
Quaker  dress,  and  stained  my  face  that  night  a  fine 
brownish  tint  with  stale  pokeberry  Juice.  It  was  all 
the  ink  we  had. 
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Very  early  on  the  17 th  I  rode  at  dawn  with  s 
trooper  to  my  aunt's  house,  and  in  the  woods  back 
of  it  changed  my  clothes  for  the  Quaker  rig  and 
broad-brimmed  hat.  To  my  delight,  my  aunt  did  not 
know  me  when  I  said  I  wanted  to  buy  her  remaining 
oow.  She  was  angry  enough,  until  I  began  to  laugh 
and  told  her  to  look  at  me.  Of  coiu^e  she  entreat-ed 
me  not  to  go,  but  seeing  me  resolved,  bade  me  take 
the  beast  and  be  off.  She  would  do  without  millf ; 
as  for  me,  I  should  be  the  cause  of  her  death. 

I  set  out  about  six  with  poor  Snkey,  and  was  1 
bothered  by  the  horrible  road  and  by  her  desire 
get  back  to  her  stall  that  it  was  near  eleven  in  the" 
morning  before  we  got  to  town.  As  usual,  food  • 
welcome,  and  a  trooper  was  sent  with  me  to 
commissary  at  the  Bettering-honse,  where  I  was  pai3 
three  pounds  six  after  much  sharp  bargaining  in 
good  Quaker  talk.  A  pass  to  return  was  given  rat, 
and  with  this  in  my  pocket  I  walked  away. 

I  went  through  the  woods  and  the  Sunday  quiet  ( 
the  camps  without  trouble,  saying  I  had  lost  my  wa 
and  innocently  showing  my  pass  to  cverjbody.  BacS 
and  to  south  of  the  works  on  Callowhill  were  the  Hes- 
sians and  the  Fourth  foot  The  Seventh  and  Four- 
teenth British  Grenadiers  lay  from  Delaware 
Seventh  to  westward ;  the  Yagers  at  Schuylkill  Third 
street,  or  where  that  would  be  on  Mr.  Penn's  plan ; 
and  so  to  Cohocsdnk  Creek  dragoons  and  foot.  North 
of  them  were  Colonel  Montresor's  nine  blockhoasee, 
connected  by  a  heavy  stockade  and  abatis,  and  in 
front  of  this  chevanx-dc-frise  and  the  tangled  masi 
of  dead  trees  which  had  so  beaten  me  when  I  escaped. 
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The  stockade  and  tJie  brush  and  tJie  tumliled  fniit- 
trees  were  drj'  from  loug  exposure,  aud  were,  I 
thought,  well  fitted  to  defy  attack. 

I  turned  west  again,  and  went  out  to  the  Schuyl- 
kill River,  where  at  the  upper  ferry  was  now  a  bridge 
with  another  fort.  Then  I  walked  southward  along 
the  stream.  The  guards  on  the  river-bank  twice 
turned  mo  back ;  but  at  last,  taking  to  the  woods,  I 
got  into  the  open  farm  country  beyond  South  Street, 
aud  before  dark  climbed  a  dead  pine  and  was  able 
to  see  the  fort  near  to  Mr.  James  HamOton's  seat 
of  the  Woodlands,  set  high  above  the  lower  ferry, 
which  was  now  well  bridged. 

Pretty  tired,  I  lay  down  awhile,  and  then  strolled 
off  into  town  to  get  a  lodging.  When  past  Walnut 
street  I  foimd  the  streets  im  usually  full.  I  had  of 
purpose  chosen  First-day  for  my  errand,  expecting 
to  find  our  usual  Sunday  quiet,  but  the  licence  of  an 
army  had  changed  the  ways  of  this  decorous  town. 
Every  one  had  a  lantern,  which  gave  an  odd  look 
of  festivity,  aud,  to  comply  with  the  military  rule,  I 
bought  me  a  lantern.  Men  were  crying  tickets  for 
the  play  of  the  "  Mock  Doctor  "  on  Tuesday,  and  for 
Saturday,  "The  Deuce  is  in  Him ! "  Others  sold  places 
for  the  race  on  Wednesday,  and  also  hawked  almanacs 
and  Tory  broadsides.  The  stores  on  Second  street 
wore  open  and  well  hghted,  and  the  coffee-house  was 
full  of  redcoats  carousing,  while  loose  women  tapped 
on  the  windows  and  gathered  at  the  doors.  All 
seemed  men7  and  prosperous.  Here  and  there  a 
staid  Quaker  in  drab  walked  up  tlie  busy  street  on 
his  homeward  way,  nndistracted  by  the  merriment 


and  noLse  of  the  thronged  thoroughfare.  A  dozen 
coats  went  by  to  change  the  guards  set  at  the  d 
of  general  officers.  A  negro  paused  on  the  sidewi 
crying,  "Pepper-jjot,  smoking  hot ! "  Another  oflfe 
me  the  pleasant  cahunus-root,  which  in  those  days 
people  liked  to  chew.  A  man  in  a  red  coat  walked 
in  the  roadway  ringing  a  bell  and  crjing,  "Lost 
child  1 "  Sedan-chairs  or  chaises  set  down  oflBcers. 
The  quiet,  sedate  city  of  Penn  had  lost  its  air  of  de- 
mure respectability,  and  I  felt  like  one  in  a  strange 
place.  This  sense  of  alien  snrronndings  may  have 
helped  to  put  me  off  my  guard ;  for,  because  of  being 
a  moment  careless,  I  ran  a  needless  risk.  Over  the 
way  I  saw  two  blacks  holding  lanterns  so  as  to  show 
a  great  bill  pasted  on  a  wall.  I  crossed  to  look  at 
it  Above  was  a  Latin  motto,  which  I  cannot  no 
recall,  but  the  body  of  it  I  remember  well : 


n 


"  All  Intrepid,  able-bodied  Heroes  who  are  willing 
to  serve  against  the  Arbitrary  Usurpations  of  a 
Tyranickal  Congres.s  can  now,  by  enlisting,  acquire 
the  polite  Accomplishments  of  a  Soldier. 

"  Such  spirited  Fellows  will,  besides  their  Pay, 
rewarded  at  the  End  of  tlie  War  with 
Fifty  Acres 
of  Land, 

To  which  every  Heroe  may  retire  and  Enjoy  His" 
Lass  and  His  Bottle." 


This  so  much  amused  me  tliat  I  stood  still  to  i 
for  below  it  was  seen  the  name  of  an  old  school 
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William  Allen,  now  a  lieutenant-colonel,  in  want  of 
Tory  recruits. 

I  felt  suddenly  a  rousing  whack  on  the  back,  and 
turning  in  a  rage,  saw  two  drunken  grenadiers. 

"Join  tlie  harmy,  friend;  make  a  cussed  fine 
Quaker  bombardier." 

I  insttintly  cooled,  for  people  began  to  stop,  pleased 
at  the  fun  of  baitiug  a  Quaker.  The  others  cried, 
"  (xive  us  a  drink,  old  Thee-and-Thou ! "  Some  sol- 
diers paused,  hoping  for  a  ring  and  a  fight.  I  was 
pushed  about  and  hustled.  I  saw  that  at  any  mo- 
ment it  might  end  ill.  I  had  a  mighty  mind  toward 
anything  but  non-resistance,  but  still,  fearing  to  hit 
the  fellows,  I  cried  out  meekly,  "  Thou  art  wrong, 
friends,  to  oppress  a  poor  man."  Just  then  I  heard 
WLUiani  Allen's  voice  back  of  me,  crying,  "  Let  that 
Quaker  alone ! "  As  he  qiuekly  exercised  the  author- 
ity of  an  oiH(?or,  the  gathering  crowd  dispersed,  and 
the  grenadiers  staggered  awuy.  I  was  prompt 
enough  to  slip  down  High  street,  glad  to  be  so  well 
out  of  it. 

At  the  inn  of  the  "  Bag  of  Nails,"  on  Front  street, 
I  found  a  number  of  Friends,  quiet  over  their  Hol- 
lauds.  I  sat  down  in  a  dark  comer,  and  would  have 
had  a  well-earned  bowl ;  but  I  was  no  sooner  seated 
than  in  came  a  man  with  a  small  bell,  and,  walking 
among  the  guests,  rang  it,  saying,  "  It  is  half  after 
ten,  and  there  will  be  no  more  Liquor  served.  No 
more !  no  more ! " 

I  knew  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  bi-eak  this 
decree,  and  therefore  contented  myself  with  cold 
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beef  and  cole-daw.  I  went  to  bed,  and  thought 
over  the  oddity  of  my  being  helped  by  William  Allen, 
and  of  how  easily  I  might  have  been  caught.  ^M 

In  washing  next  morning  I  was  oflF  my  guard,  an^^ 
got  rid  of  the  most  of  my  pokeberry  juice.     I  saw 
my  folly  too  late,  but  there  was  no  help  for  it.    I 
resolved  to  keep  my  wide  brim  well  down  over 
face,  seeing  in  a  miiTor  how  too  much  like  my  o' 
self  I  had  become. 

I  settled  my  score  and  went  out,  passing  down 
river-front.     Here  I  counted  and  took  <;areful  note  of 
the  war-ships  ani-hored  all  the  way  along  the  Dela- 
ware.  At  noon  I  bought  an  "  Observer,"  and  learned 
that  Mr.  Howe  had  lost  a  spaniel  dog,  and  that 
there  was  to  be  a  great  festival  that  uight  in  hon- 
our of  Sir  Wilhani  Howe's  departure  for  England 
Would  Darthea  be  there!    I  put  aside  the  temp- 
tation to  see  that  face  agaiu,  and  set  about  le: 
ing  what  forts  were  on  the  neck  of  land  to  son 
where  the  two  rivers,  coming  together  at  an  angle 
make  what  we  call  the  Neck.    It  was  a  wide  lowland 
then,  but  partly  diked  and  crossed  by  many  ditches ;  a 
marshy  country  much  like  a  bit  of  Hollaud,  with  here 
and  there  windmills  to  complete  the  resemblauee. 

It  was  so  open  that,  what  with  the  caution  reqni 
in  approaching  the  block  forts  and  the  windaboi 
ways  the  ditches  made  needful,  it  was  late  before  I 
got  the  infonnation  I  needed.    About  nine  on  this 
18th  of  May,  and  long  after  dusk,  I  came  upon  the 
lower  fort,  as  to  which  the  general  was  desirous  of 


emi. 

eara^l 

onth^^ 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker      369 


* 


more  complete  knowledge.  I  walbecl  around  it,  and 
was  at  last  ordered  oflf  by  the  guards. 

My  en-and  was  now  nearly  done.  My  way  north 
took  me  close  to  Walnut  Grove,  the  old  country-seat 
of  itiy  fathei-'s  friend,  Joseph  Wharton,  whom,  on 
account  of  his  haughty  ways,  the  world's  people 
wickedly  called  the  Quaker  duke.  The  noise  of  people 
come  to  see,  and  the  faint  strains  of  distant  music, 
had  for  an  hour  reminded  me,  as  I  eame  nearer  the 
gardens  of  Walnut  Grove,  that  what  McLane  had 
called  the  great  fandango  in  honour  of  Sir  William 
Howe  was  in  full  acti^nty.  Here  in  the  tall  box  alleys 
as  a  child  I  had  many  times  played,  and  every  foot  of 
the  ground  was  pleasingly  familiar. 

The  noise  increased  as  I  approached  through  the 
growing  darkness ;  for  near  where  the  lane  reached 
the  Delaware  was  a  small  earthwork,  the  last  of  those 
I  needed  to  visit.  I  tried  after  viewing  it  to  cross  the 
double  rows  of  grenadiers  which  guarded  this  road, 
but  was  rudely  repulsed,  and  thus  had  need  to  go 
back  of  their  line  and  around  the  rear  of  the  mansion. 
When  opposite  to  tlie  outhouses  used  for  sen'ants  I 
paused  in  the  great  crowd  of  townsfolk  who  were 
applauding  or  sidlenly  listening  to  tlie  music  heai"d 
through  the  open  windows.  I  had  uo  great  desire  to 
linger,  but  as  it  was  dark  I  feared  no  recognition, 
and  stayed  to  listen  to  the  fine  band  of  the  Hessians 
and  the  wild  clash  of  their  cjinbals,  which,  before 
tliese  Germans  came,  no  one  had  heard  in  tlie  colonies. 
My  work  was  over.    I  had  but  to  go  far  back  of  the 
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hoQSO  and  make  my  way  to  camp  by  any  one  of  the 
ferries.    Unluckily  the  music  so  attracted  me  that  I 
stayed  on,  and,  step  by  step,  quite  at  my  ease,  dreij^H 
ni'iirer  U>  tlie  mansion.  ^| 

The  silly  extravagance  of  the  festival,  with  its  after- 
noon display  of  draped  galleys  and  saluting  ships 
gay  with  flags,  and  its  absm-d  mock  show  of  a  tour- 
nament in  ridictdous  costumes,  I  have  no  teuptatia^| 
to  describe,  nor  did  I  see  this  part  of  it  It  wa^^ 
nieaiit  to  liouour  Sir  William  Howe,  a  man  more 
ILked  than  respected,  and  as  a  soldier  beneath  con- 
tempt. I  had  no  right  to  have  lingered,  and  my  idle 
curiosity  eanie  near  to  have  cost  me  dear.  The  house 
was  precisely  like  Mount  Pleasant,  later  General 
Arnold's  home  on  tlie  Schuylkill.  In  the  centre  of 
a  lai'ge  lawn  stood  a  double  mansion  of  stone,  and  s 
httle  to  each  side  were  seen  outhouses  for  servants 
and  kitchen  use.  The  open  space  toward  the  water 
was  extensive  enough  to  admit  of  the  farcical  tilting 
of  the  afternoon.  A  great  variety  of  evergreen  trees 
and  shrubs  gave  tlie  house  a  more  shaded  look  than 
the  season  would  otherwise  have  afforded.  Among 
these  were  countless  lanterns  illuminating  the 
grounds,  and  from  the  windows  on  all  sides  a  blaze 
of  ligbt  was  visible.  Back  of  the  house  two  road£ 
ran  off,  one  to  west  and  one  to  north,  and  along  th 
were  waggons  coming  and  going,  servants,  orderli 
and  peoj)le  with  supplies. 

At  this  locality  there  was  much  confnaion,  and, 
picking  up  a  pair  of  lanterns,  I  went  uufjuestioned 
/he  south  side  of  Walnut  Lane. 


oad^i 
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Indeed,  the  sentries  here  and  most  of  the  orderlies 
were  by  tliis  timci  well  in  liquor.  Onee  within  the 
grounds,  wliidi  I  knew  well,  I  was  perfectly  at  home. 
No  one  of  the  guests  was  without  at  the  side  or  front. 
Now  and  then  a  servant  passed  tlirough  the  alleys 
of  cli2>ped  box  to  see  to  the  hmterus.  I  was  (juit* 
alone.  In  the  shelter  of  a  row  of  low  bemltjeka  and 
box  I  stood  on  a  garden-seat  at  the  south  side  of  the 
house,  fifteen  feet  from  a  large  how-window,  and, 
parting  the  branches,  I  commanded  a  f  uU  view  of  the 
dancing-room.  I  bail  no  business  here,  and  I  knew 
it ;  I  meant  but  to  look  and  be  g(jne.  The  May  night 
was  warm  and  even  snltry,  so  that  the  sashes  were 
all  raised  and  the  curtains  drawn  aside.  I  saw  with 
ease  a  channing  scene. 

The  walls  were  covered  with  mirrors  lent  for  the 
occasion,  and  the  room  I  commanded  was  beautifully 
draped  with  tiags  and  hangings.  Young  blacks  stood 
at  tlie  doors,  or  came  and  went  with  refreshments. 
These  servants  were  clad  in  blue  and  white,  with  red 
turbans  and  metal  collars  and  bracelets.  The  six 
Knights  of  the  Blended  Roses,  or  some  like  silliness, 
had  cast  their  queer  raiments  and  were  in  uniform. 
Their  six  eliosen  ladies  were  still  in  party-coloured 
costumes,  which  were  not  to  my  taste.  Most  of  the 
women— there  were  but  some  threescore,  almost  all 
Tories  or  Moderates— were  in  the  gorgeous  brocatles 
and  the  wide  hooped  skirtB  of  the  day.  The  extrav- 
agance of  the  costumes  struck  me.  The  beaJ-dresses, 
a  foot  above  the  head  with  aigrets  and  feathers  and 
an  excess  of  powder,  seemed  to  me  quite  astonishing. 
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I  stood  motionless,  caught  by  the  beanty  of  the 
moving  picture  before  me.  I  have  ever  loved  colo 
and  here  was  a  feast  of  it  hard  to  equoL  There  wei 
red  coats  and  gold  epaulets,  sashes  and  ribboned? 
orders,  the  green  and  red  of  the  chasseurs  of  Bruns- 
Wick,  blue  navy  uniforms,  the  gold  lace  and  glitter 
of  staff-officers,  and  in  and  out  among  them  the 
clouds  of  floating  muslin,  gorgeous  brocades, 
iug  silk  petticoats,  jewels,  and  streaming  ribbona. 
The  air  was  fidl  of  powder  shaken  from  wig,  queu^ 
and  head-dress;  spurs  clinked,  stiff  gown  skirts 
rustled.  The  moving  mass  of  colour,  lovely  focee, 
and  mauly  forms  bent  and  swayed  in  ordered  move- 
ment as  the  music  of  the  grenadier  baud  seemed  to 
move  at  will  these  puppets  of  its  harmony. 

They  were  walking  a  minuet,  and  its  tempered 
grace,  which  I  have  never  ceased  to  admire,  seemed 
to  suit  well  the  splendour  of  embroidered  gowns  and 
.the  brilliant  glow  of  the  scarlet  coats.  I  began  to 
note  the  faces  and  to  see  them  plainly,  being,  as  I 
have  said,  not  fifteen  feet  away  from  the  window. 
Sir  William  Howe  was  dancing  with  Miss  Redman. 
I  was  struck,  as  othera  have  been,  with  his  likeness  to 
Washington,  but  his  face  wanted  the  undisturbed 
serenity  of  our  great  chiefs.  I  dare  say  he  knew 
better  than  to  accept  as  his  honest  right  the  fulsome 
homf^e  of  this  parting  festival  I  thought  indeed 
that  he  looked  disoout«nted.  I  caught  glimpses  of 
Colonel  Tarleton  bowing  to  Miss  Bond.  Then  I  saw 
Miss  Franks  sweeping  a  deep  curtsey  to  Lord  Cath- 
oart  as  he  bowed.     There  were  the  fair  Shippen 
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women,  the  Chews,  the  provost's  blonde  daughter 
with  Sii"  John  Wrottealey,  Mi*s.  Ferguson,  my  aunt's 
"  Tory  cat,"  in  gay  chat  with  Sir  Charles  Calder,  Gal- 
loways, Aliens— a  pretty  show  of  loyal  dames,  with 
— sa\'e  the  officers— few  young  men  I  knew. 

I  started  as  Darthea  moved  across  the  window- 
space  on  the  arm  of  Andri?,  while  following  them 
were  Montresor  and  my  consin.  I  felt  the  blood  go 
to  my  face  as  I  saw  them,  and  drew  Imck,  letting  the 
parted  branches  come  together.  With  this  storm  of 
love  and  hate  camo  again  the  smdden  reflection  that 
I  had  no  right  to  be  here,  and  that  I  was  off  the  track 
of  duty.  I  stood  a  .moment;  the  night  was  dark; 
lights  gleamed  fjir  out  on  the  river  from  the  battle- 
ships. The  strains  of  th*-'i^  bands  fell  and  rose, 
faintly  heard  in  tlie  distu '■"'^■*'- 

I  saw  as  it  were  before  n. '®  ^^^  distinctness  the 
camp  on  the  windy  hill,  the  haL  "-st-arv-ed,  ragged  men, 
the  face  of  the  great  chief  thoy  ^"^'*^^^-  0°^<^  "^'"'^ 
I  looked  ]^twk  on  this  contrasting,  '  ^^^^  °^  foolish 
luxury,  and  tunied  to  go  from  whe.  "^  ^  ^^'"^  ^  ^^^'^^ 
should  have  been.  Poor  old  Joseph  "^'ai-ton !  I 
smiled  to  think  that,  could  he  have  knv  ""^  ^"^  ^^^^ 
worlcUy  use  his  quiet  Quaker  home  hiu.  ^  ''^^^>  '^® 
would  have  rolled  uneasy  in  his  unnamed  &^^^  "^ 
the  ground  of  the  ^ij-ch  Street  Meeting. 

Turning,  I  gave  a  few  moments  of  thought  .  ^'^  ™y 
plans.  Suddenly  the  music  cease  d,  and,  with  lang.  ^^^ 
and  pretty  cries  of  expectation,  gay  gown  and  L  *° 
and  hoop  and  the  many-coloure  tl  uuifomis  troopwk' 
out  from  the  doors,  as  I  learnt  vd  later,  to  see  ti\«  , 
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fireworks,  over  which  were  to  be  set  oflf  for  final 
fluttt-ry  in  hcry  letters,  "  Tes  Lnuriers  8ont  ImmorttU.'' 
I  hope  he  liked  them,  those  unfading  laurels !  The 
shrubl)erj'  was  at  once  alive  with  joyous  womeu  and 
laughing  men. 

I  had  not  counted  on  this,  and  despite  my  disgoise 
I  felt  that  any  moment  might  put  me  in  deadly  peril 
The  speedy  fate  of  a  spy  I  knew  too  welL 

They  were  all  around  me  in  a  minute,  moving  to 
and  fro,  merrj'  and  chatting.     I  heard  Andr6  say  to 
Darthea,  "  It  must  please  the  general ;  a  gi*eat  sncoess. 
I  shall  write  it  all  to  London.     Ah,  Miss  Peniston  1] 
how  to  de8oril>e  the  ladies ! " 

"And  then-  gowns ! "  cried  Darthea,  "their  gowns ! '1 

"I  am  reduced  to  desperation,"  said  Andr6.     "!< 
must  ask  the  women  to  describe  one  another;  hey,] 
WjTine  f "    They  were  now  standing  apart  from  the 
rest,  and  I,  hid  by  the  bushes,  was  not  five  feet  away. 

"  A  dangerous  resource,"  retume<l  Wynne.  "  The 
list  of  wounded  vauities  woiUd  he  large.  How  like 
a  brown  fairy  is  Miss  Franks !  Who  shall  describe 
herT    No  woman  will  dare." 

"  You  might  ask  Mr.  Oliver  de  Lancey,"  said  Miss 
Darthea.   "  She  would  be  secure  of  a  pretty  picture."  ■ 

"And  yon,"  said  Wynne— "who  is  to  be  your 
painter!  " 

"  I  shall  beg  for  the  place,"  cried  Andrd. 

"I  think  I  shall  take  some  rebel  officer,"  said  Dar- 
thea, saucily.  "Think  how  fresh  we  should  look  to 
those  love-starved  gentlemen  whom  Sir  William  baa 
brought  to  such  abject  submission." 


r 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker      375 


ABdr^  laugbed,  but  not  very  heartily.    As  to 

Wynne,  he  was  silent  The  captain  went  on  to  say 
how  sad  it  was  that  just  as  the  general  was  ready  to 
sweep  those  colonials  out  of  existence— 

"  Why  not  say  rebels,  Andr6 1 "  Wynne  broke  in. 

"  Better  not !  better  not !  I  never  do.  It  only 
makes  more  bitter  what  is  bad  enough.  But  where 
are  the  fireworks)" 

Meanwhile  I  was  in  dire  perplexity,  afraid  to  stir, 
hoping  that  they  would  move  away. 

"There  is  a  seat  hereabouts,"  said  my  cousin. 
"  You  must  be  tired,  Miss  Penistou." 

"A  little." 

"  I  will  look,"  said  Wjoine.     "  This  way." 

As  I  was  in  possession  of  the  seat,  I  got  down  at 
once,  but  in  two  steps  Arthur  was  beside  me,  and 
for  an  instant  the  full  blaze  tvom  the  window  caught 
me  square  in  the  face.  He  was  nearest,  but  Darthea 
was  just  behind  him,  and  none  other  but  Andr6  close 
at  hand. 

"  By  heavens ! "  I  heard,  and  rny  cousin  had  me  by 
the  collar.    "  Here,  Andr6 1  A  spy  !  a  spy !    Quick ! " 

I  heard  a  crj'  from  Darthea,  and  saw  her  reel 
against  my  cousin's  shoulder. 

"Help! 'help!     I  am -ill" 

Arthur  turned,  exclaiming,  "  Darthea !  My  God ! " 
and  thus  distracted  between  her  and  me,  let  slack 
his  hold.  I  tore  away  and  ran  around  the  house, 
upsetting  an  old  officer,  and  so  through  the  shmb- 
berj'  and  the  servants,  whom  I  hustled  one  way  and 
another.    I  heard  shouts  of  "  Spy ! "  "  Stop  thief ! " 
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and  the  rattle  of  arms  all  around  me.    Several 
gons  blocked  the  roadway.    I  felt  that  I  must 
caught,  and  darted  under  a  waggon  body.     I  wa 
close  to  the  Unes  as  I  rose  froiu  beneath  the  waggoi 

At  this  instant  cannoury  thundered  out  to  nort 
and  a  roclcet  rose  in  ah-.    The  grenatliers  looked  uj 
in  surprise.   Seeing  the  momeutai-y  disorder  of  the 
men,  who  were  standing  at  intei-vals  of  some  six  fe 
apart,  I  darted  through  them  and  into  the  cro^ 
of  spectators.      I  still  heard  shouts  and  orders,  bti 
poshed  in  among  the  people  outside  of  the  gna 
hither  and  thither,  using  my  legs  and  elbows  to  g< 
purpose.    Increasing  rattle  of  niusketrj-  was  hea 
in  the  distance,  the  ships  beating  to  quarters, 
cries  and  noises  back  of  me  louder  imd  lr>iuler. 
was  now  moving  slowly  in  the  crowd,  and  at  last  g<i| 
clean  away  from  it. 

What  had  hapjiened  I  knew  not,  but  it  was  mt. 
fortunate  for  me.   When  a  few  yards  from  the  peoj 
I  began  to  run,  stumbUug  over  tlie  fields,  into  an 
through  ditches,  and  because  of  this  alarm  was  af 
last,  I  concluded,  reasonably  safe.  ^^ 

I  had  run  nearly  a  mile  before  I  sat  down  to  g^^| 
my  breath  and  cool  off.   Away  to  north  a  great  flare 
of  red  fire  Ut  up  the  sky.     Wliat  it  was  I  knew  uot 
but  sat  awhile  and  gave  myself  leave  to  think, 
cousin  had  instantly  known  me,  but  he  had  hesitate 
a  moment.     I  knew  the  signs  of  indecision  in 
face  too  well  to  be  misled.    I  ha<l  felt,  as  he  seia 
me,  that  I  was  lost.     I  could  not  blame  him ;  it  waiT 
Lit  I  do  not  think  I  should 


clearly  his  duty. 
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willingly  recognised  him  under  like  circnmstances. 
My  very  hatred  would  have  made  me  more  than  hes- 
itate. Still,  who  can  say  what  he  would  do  in  the 
haste  of  such  a  brief  moral  conflict  f  I  could  recall, 
as  I  sat  still  and  reflected,  the  really  savage  joy  in 
his  face  as  he  collared  me.  How  deeply  he  must 
love  her !  He  seemed,  as  it  were,  to  go  to  pieces  at 
her  CTy.  Was  she  ill  t  Did  her  quick-coming  sense 
of  my  danger  make  her  faint  T  I  had  seen  her 
unaccountably  thus  affected  once  before,  as  he  who 
reads  these  pages  may  remember.  Or  was  it  a  ready- 
witted  ruse  1  Ah,  my  sweet  Darthea !  I  wanted  to 
think  it  that 

The  blaze  to  northward  was  still  growing  brighter, 
and  being  now  far  out  on  the  marshes  south  of  the 
town,  I  made  up  my  mind  to  use  my  pass  at  the 
nearer  ferry,  which  we  call  Gray's,  and  this,  too,  as 
soon  as  possible,  for  fear  that  orders  to  stop  a  Qua- 
ker spy  might  cause  me  to  regret  delay. 

When  I  came  to  Montresor's  bridge  my  thought 
went  back  to  my  former  escape,  and,  avoiding  all 
appearance  of  haste,  I  stayed  to  ask  the  sergeant  in 
charge  of  the  guard  what  the  blaze  meant.  He  said 
it  was  an  alert 

A  few  days  after,  McLane  related  to  me  with  glee 
how  with  Clowe's  dragoons  and  a  hundred  foot  he 
had  stolen  up  to  the  lines,  everj'  man  ha\'ing  a  pot 
of  tar;  how  they  had  smeared  the  dry  abatis  and 
brush,  and  at  a  signal  fired  the  whole  mass  of  dried 
wood.  He  was  followed  into  the  fastnesses  of  the 
Wissahickon,  and  lost  his  ensign  and  a  man  or  two 
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near  Barren  HjIL  The  infantiy  scattered  and  hid 
in  the  woods,  bnt  McLane  swam  his  horse  across  tlie 
Schuylkill,  got  the  help  of  Morgan's  rifles,  and,  re- 
turning, drove  his'pursners  up  to  their  own  intrench- 
ments.  He  said  it  was  the  best  fun  he  had  ever  had, 
and  he  hoped  the  Tory  ladies  liked  his  fireworks. 
At  all  events,  it  saved  my  neck. 

As  I  walked  through  Gray's  Lane  I  fell  to  reflect- 
ing upon  Andre's  behaviour,  of  which  I  have  said 
nothing.  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  he  could 
hardly  have  recognised  me.  This  seemed  likefy 
enough,  because  we  had  not  met  often,  and  I  too, 
apart  from  my  disguise,  had  changed  very  greatly. 
And  yet  why  had  he  not  responded  to  an  obvious 
call  to  dtitA'  T  He  certainly  was  not  very  quick  to 
act  on  Arthur's  cr>-  for  help.  But  Darthea  was  on 
his  arm.  and  only  let  it  go  when  she  fell  heavily 
against  my  cousin. 

I  had  a  fine  stoiy  for  Jack,  and  so.  thinkingr  with 
wonder  of  the  whirl  of  adventure  into  which  I  had 
fallen  ever  since  I  left  home,  I  hurried  along.  It  is 
a  singular  fact,  but  true,  that  certain  men  never  have 
unusual  adventiires.  I  am  not  one  of  these.  Even 
in  the  most  quiet  times  of  peace  I  meet  with  odd 
incidents,  and  this  has  always  been  my  lot.  With 
this  and  other  matters  in  my  mind,  resolving  that 
never  again  would  I  permit  any  mvMive  to  lead  me 
off  the  traok  of  the  hour's  duty.  I  walked  along.  I 
had  had  a  lesson. 

I  son^^t  my  old  master's  honse.  and  reached  it  in 
an  hour.    Here  I  found  food  and  r^ady  he^  *n^ 


before  evening  next  day,  May  19,  was  at  the  camp, 
1  spent  an  hour  in  carefully  writing  out  my  report, 
aud  Jack,  under  my  flirections,  lietnp  clever  with  the 
pencil,  made  plans  of  the  forts  uud  the  enemy's  de- 
fences, which  I  took  to  headquarters,  and  a  copy  of 
which  I  have  inserted  in  these  memoirs.  I  liad  every 
reason  to  beUeve  that  my  report  was  satisfactory. 
I  then  went  back  to  discourse  with  Jack  over  my 
adventures.  You  may  see  hanging  framed  in  my 
librarj',  and  below  General  von  Knyjihausen's  sword, 
a  letter  which  an  orderly  brought  to  me  the  next 
day: 

"  Sm :  It  would  be  an  impropriety  to  mention  in 
general  orders  a  service  such  as  you  have  rendered. 
To  do  so  might  subject  yoti  to  gi-eater  peril,  or  to  ill 
treatment  were  you  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  en- 
emy. I  needed  no  fresh  proof  of  your  merit  to  bear 
it  in  remembrance.  No  one  can  feel  more  sensibly 
the  value  of  your  gallant  conduct,  or  more  rejoice 
for  yom*  escape. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be 

"Your  obcd'  Himi*  Serv*, 
"  G°  Washington. 

"To  Lieut.  Hugh  Wynne,  etc." 


This  was  writ  in  his  own  hand,  as  were  many  of 
his  letters,  even  such  as  were  of  great  length.  The 
handwriting  betrays  no  mark  of  haste,  and  seems 
penned  with  such  exactness  as  all  his  correspondence 
shows.    It  may  be  that  he  composed  slowly,  and  thus 
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of  need  wrote  with  no  greater  speed  than  his  thought 
permitted.  I  at  least  found  it  hard  to  explain  how, 
in  the  midst  of  affairs,  worried,  interrupted,  distracted, 
he  does  at  no  time  show  in  his  penmanship  any  sign 
of  haste. 

When  I  handed  this  letter  to  Joek  I  could  not 
sjMiak  for  a  moment,  and  yet  I  was  never  much  the 
victim  of  emotion.  My  dear  Jack  said  it  was  not 
enough.  For  my  own  part,  a  captain's  commission 
would  not  have  pleased  me  as  well.  I  ran  no  risk 
which  I  did  not  bring  upon  myself  by  that  which 
was  outside  of  my  dutj' ;  and  as  to  this  part  of  my 
adventure,  I  told  no  one  but  Jack,  being  much 
ashamed  of  the  weakness  which  came  so  near  to 
costing  me  not  ()nly  my  life,  but— what  would  have 
b«en  worse— thb  success  of  my  errand. 


HE  warm  spring  weather,  and  Gene 
Greene's  good  management  as  qr 
master,  brought  ws  wamith  aud  Wt 
diet.  The  Conestoga  wains  rolled  in  witt" 
grain  and  good  rum.  Droves  of  eattk 
ajipeiirt'd,  and  as  the  men  were  fed  the  drills  pn» 
perod.  Soldiers  aud  officers  l)ogan  to  amnse  them- 
selves. A  theatre  was  arranged  in  one  of  the  big^ 
barns,  and  we— not  I,  but  others— played  "  The  Fvx 
Penitent."  Colonel  Orange  had  a  part,  and  made  a 
fine  die  of  it ;  but  the  next  day,  being  taken  with  a 
pleurisy,  came  near  to  making  a  more  real  erit  froo 
life.  I  tliiuk  it  was  he  who  invited  Jack  Warder  to 
play  Calista.  Lady  Kitty  Stirling  had  said  he  would 
look  the  part  well,  with  his  fair  locks  and  \ag  inoo- 
oent  blue  eyes,  and  she  would  lend  him  her  be«t  eilk 
flowered  gown  and  a  fine  lot  of  lace.  Jack  was  in  * 
rag«,  but  the  colonel,  much  amused,  aptdc^jiaed.  aal 
so  it  blew  over.  His  Excellency  and  Lady  Washing 
ton  were  to  see  the  play,  and  the  Ladiee  Snit^ 
and  Madam  Greene  were  all  much  delighted. 

"  The  Becniiting  Officer  "  we  should  have  had  klA 
but  abont  the  latter  part  of  May  we  got 
the  British  as  aboat  to  more  out  uf  my  daw 
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city.  After  this  was  bruited  aboat,  no  one  cared  to 
do  anything  but  get  ready  to  leave  the  winter  huts 
and  be  after  Sir  Henry.  In  fact,  long  before  this 
got  out  there  was  an  air  of  hopeful  expectation  in 
the  array,  and  the  men  began,  like  the  officers,  to 
amuse  themselves.  The  camp-fires  were  gay,  jokes 
seemed  to  revive  in  the  wai'm  air,  and  once  more  men 
laughed.  It  wa.s  pleasant,  too,  to  see  the  soldiers  at 
fives,  or  the  wickets  up  and  the  cricket-balls  of  tiglitly 
rolled  rag  ribbons  Hying,  or  fellows  at  leap-frog,  all 
much  encouraged  by  reason  of  having  better  diet, 
aud  no  need  now  to  shrink  their  stomachs  with  green 
persimmons  or  to  live  without  mm.  As  to  McLane 
and  GUI'  re-stless  Wayue,  they  were  about  as  quiet  as 
distiu-bed  wasjis.  The  latter  liked  nothing  better  this 
spring  than  to  get  up  an  alert  by  running  cannon 
down  to  the  hills  on  the  west  of  the  Schuylkill,  pitch- 
ing shot  at  the  bridges,  and  then  to  be  off  and  away  be- 
fore the  slow  grenadiers  could  cross  in  force.  Thus 
it  was  that  never  a  week  went  by  without  adventures. 
Captain  McLane  let  neither  man  nor  horse  live  long 
at  ease ;  but  whatever  he  did  was  planned,  with  the 
extreme  of  care  and  carried  out  with  equal  au<lacity. 

The  army  was  most  eager  for  the  summer  campaign. 
We  had  begun,  as  I  have  said,  to  suspect  that  Sir 
Henry  Clinton,  who  had  succeeded  Howe,  was  about 
to  move;  but  whither  he  meant  to  march,  or  his 
tiTie  object,  our  camp-fire  councils  could  not  guess 
as  yet. 

Very  early  in  the  evening  of  Jane  17,  I  met  Col- 
onel Hamilton  riding  in  haste.    "  Come,"  he  said; "  I 
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am  to  see  Wayne  and  the  niarqnis.  Clinton  is  on 
the  wing,  as  we  have  long  expected.  lie  will  very 
likely  have  already  crossed  into  the  Jerseys.  Will 
you  have  a  place  in  the  foot  if  his  Excellency  can  gel 
you  a  captaincy  T " 

I  said  "  Yes  "  instantly. 

"You  seem  to  know  your  own  mind,  Mr.  Wynne, 
There  will  be  more  hard  knocks  and  more  glory." 

I  thought  so  too,  but  I  was  now  again  in  the  full 
vigour  of  health,  and  an  appointment  in  the  foot 
would,  as  I  hoped,  bring  me  nearer  to  Jack. 

And  now  joy  and  excitement  reigned  throughout 
the  camps.   The  news  was  true.   On  the  18th  of  Jane 
Sir  Henry  Clinton,  having  gotten  ready  Ijy  sending   , 
on  in  advance  his  guns  and  baggage,  cleverly  slippa^M 
across  the  Delaware,  followed  by  everj'  Tory  w^fl 
feared  to  remain ;  some  three  thousand,  it  was  said. 

Long  before  dawn  we  of  McLane's  light  horse 
were  in  the  saddle.  As  we  passed  Chestnut  Hill  I 
fell  out  to  tell  my  aunt  the  good  news.  I  was  scarce 
gone  by  before  she  began  to  make  ready  to  follow 
us.  As  we  pushed  at  speed  through  Germantown, 
it  became  sure  that  the  evacuation  had  been  fuDy 
accomplished.  We  raced  down  Front  street  at  a  rate 
which  seemed  reckless  to  me.  McLane  gave  no  or- 
ders, but  galloped  on  ahead  in  his  usual  mad  way. 
The  townsfolk  were  wild  with  joy.  Women  stood 
in  tears  as  we  went  by ;  men  cheered  us  and  the  boys 
hurrahed.  At  Arch  and  Front  streets,  as  we  pidled  up, 
I  saw  a  poor  little  cornet  come  out  of  a  house  half 
bewildered  and  buttoning  his  red  jacket     I  pushed 
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Lucy  on  to  the  sidewalk  and  caught  him  by  the  col- 
liu'.  He  matle  a  gi-eat  fuss  and  had  clearly  overslept 
himself.  I  was  hurriedly  explaining,  amid  much 
laughter,  when  McLane  called  out,  "A  nice  doll-baby  1 
Up  with  him ! "  And  away  he  went,  behind  a 
trooper.  At  Third  street  bridge  were  two  other  ofiB- 
eers  who  must  have  been  tipsy  overnight  and  have 
slept  too  late.  At  last,  with  our  horses  half  dead, 
we  walked  tliem  back  to  Front  and  High  streets, 
and  got  off  for  a  rest  and  a  mug  of  beer  at  the  coffee- 
house. Soon  came  a  brigade  of  Virginians,  and  we 
marched  away  to  camp  on  the  common  called  Centre 
Square. 

The  streets  were  full  of  huzzaing  crowds.  Our 
flags,  long  hid,  were  flying.  Scared  tratlesmen  were 
pulliug  down  the  king's  arms  they  had  set  over  their 
signs.  The  better  Tory  houses  were  closed,  and  few 
of  this  class  were  to  be  seen  in  the  streets. 

Major-General  Arnold  followed  after  us.  Unable, 
because  of  his  wound,  to  accept  a  command  in  the 
field,  he  took  up  his  abode  as  commaudant  of  the 
city  in  Mr.  Morris's  great  house  at  the  noi-tlieast 
comer  of  Front  and  High  streets.  I  saw  this  gallant 
soldier  in  May,  at  the  time  he  joined  the  camp  at  the 
Forge,  when  he  was  handsomely  cheered  by  the  men. 
He  was  a  man  dark  and  yet  ruddy,  soldierly  looking, 
with  a  large  nose,  and  not  unlike  his  Excellency  as 
to  the  upper  part  of  his  face.  He  was  still  on  crutches, 
being  thin  and  woni  from  the  effects  of  the  hurt  he 
received  at  Saratoga. 
I  As  soon  as  possible  I  left  the  ti-oop  and  rode  away 
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on  Lucy  down  High  street  to  Second  and  over  the 
bridges  to  my  home. 

1  was  no  longer  the  mere  lad  I  had  left  it.  Com- 
mand of  others,  the  leisure  for  thought  in  tiie  camp, 
the  sense  that  I  hiitl  done  ray  duty  well,  had  made 
of  me  a  resolute  and  decisive  man.  As  I  went 
ai-ound  to  the  stables  in  the  rear  of  the  house  it 
seemed  U)  me  as  if  I  mast  in  a  minute  see  those  blue 
eyes,  and  hear  the  pretty  French  phrases  of  tender 
love  which  in  times  of  excitement  used  to  rise  to  my 
mother's  hps.  It  is  thus  as  to  some  we  love.  We 
never  come  to  feel  concerning  tbem  that  certainty 
of  deatli  which  sets  apiu't  from  us  forever  others  who 
are  gone.  To  this  day  a  tliought  of  her  brings  back 
that  smiling  face,  and  she  hves  for  me  the  life  of 
eternal  remembrance. 

No  one  was  in  the  stable  when  I  unsaddled 
tired  mare.     At  the  kitchen  door  the  servants  ran 
out  with  cries  of  joy.    With  a  word  I  passed  thi 
smeUing  my  father's  pipe  in  the  hall,  for  it  was  ev 
ing,  and  supper  was  over. 

He  rose,  letting  Ids  pipe  drop,  as  I  ran  to  fall  on 
his  great  chest,  and  pray  him  to  pardon,  once  for  ail, 
what  I  had  felt  that  it  was  my  duty  to  do.  I  was 
stayed  a  moment  as  I  saw  him.  He  had  lost  flesh 
oontiniialiy,  aud  his  massive  build  and  unusual  heig] 
showed  uow  a  gaunt  and  sombre  man,  with  clothi 
too  loose  about  him.  I  thought  that  his  eyes  wi 
filling,  but  the  habits  of  a  life  controlled  him. 

He  held  to  a  chaii-  with  his  left  hand,  and  coldly 
put  out  the  right  to  meet  my  eager  grasp.     I  stood 
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BtUl,  my  instiQct  of  tenderness  checked.  I  eoold  only 
repeat,  "Father,  father,  I  have  come  home." 

"Yes,"  he  said,  "thon  hast  come  home.  Sit 
down." 

I  obeyed.  Then  he  stooped  to  pick  up  his  pipe, 
and  raising  his  strong  gray  head,  looked  me  over  in 
perfect  silence. 

"Am  I  not  welcome,"  I  cried,  "in  my  mother's 
home?  Are  we  always  to  be  kept  apart t  I  have 
done  what,  under  God,  seemed  to  me  His  will.  Can- 
not you,  who  go  your  way  so  steadily,  see  that  it  is 
the  right  of  your  son  to  do  the  samet  You  have 
made  it  hard  for  me  to  do  my  duty.  Think  as  seems 
best  to  you  of  what  I  do  or  shall  do,  but  have  for  me 
the  charity  Christ  teaches.  I  shall  go  again,  father, 
and  you  may  never  see  me  more  on  earth.  Let  there 
be  peace  between  us  now.  For  my  mother's  sake, 
let  us  have  peace.  If  I  have  cost  you  dear,  believe 
me,  I  owe  to  you  such  sad  hours  as  need  never  have 
been.     My  mother— she— " 

During  this  outburst  he  heard  me  with  motionless 
attention,  but  at  my  last  word  he  raised  his  hand. 
"  I  like  not  thy  naming  of  thy  mother.  It  has  been 
to  me  ever  a  reproach  that  I  saw  not  how  far  her 
indidgence  was  leading  thee  out  of  the  ways  of 
Friends.  There  are  who  by  birthright  are  with  us, 
but  not  of  us— not  of  us." 

This  strange  speech  startled  me  into  fuller  self- 
command.  I  remembered  his  strange  dislike  to  hear 
her  mentioned.  As  he  spoke  his  fingers  opened  and 
shut  on  the  arms  of  the  chair  in  which  he  sat,  and 
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here  and  there  on  his  large-featured  face  the  mosclet 
twitched. 

"  I  will  not  hear  her  named  again,"  he  added.   " 
for  thee,  my  son,  this  is  thy  home,     I  will  not  drive 
thee  out  of  it." 

"  Drive  me  out !"  I  exclaimed.  Iwashorror-stmct 

"And  why  not!  Since  thou  wert  a  boy  I  ha>Te 
borne  all  tilings:  drunkenness,  debauchery,  blood- 
guiltiness,  rebellion  against  those  whom  Ood  has  set 
over  us,  and  at  last  war,  the  mtirder  of  thy  fellows.'' 

I  was  silent.  What  could  I  sayT  The  words 
which  came  from  my  heart  had  failed  to  touch  him. 
He  had  buried  even  the  memory  of  my  mother.  I 
remembered  Aunt  (Jainor's  warnings  as  to  his  health, 
and  set  myself  at  once  to  hear  and  reply  with  gentle 
ness. 

He  went  on  as  if  he  knew  my  thought :  "  I 
no  longer  the  man  I  was.  I  am  deserted  by  my  son 
when  I  am  in  greatest  need  of  him.  Had  it  not 
pleased  God  to  send  me  for  my  stay,  in  this  my  lone- 
liness, thy  Cousin  Arthur,  I  should  have  been  glad 
to  rest  from  the  labours  of  earth." 

"  Arthur !     My  coiisin !  " 

"  I  said  so.  He  has  become  to  me  as  a  son.  It 
not  easy  for  one  brought  up  among  dissolute  men  to 
turn  away  and  seek  righteousness,  but  he  hath  heard 
as  thou  didst  never  hear,  nor  wouldst  He  hath  given 
up  dice  and  cards,  and  hath  asked  of  me  books  such  aa 
Hesse's  '  Sufferings '  and  George  Fox's  '  Testimony  .'J 

This  was  said  so  simply  and  in  such  honest  fail 
that  I  could  not  resist  to  smile. 


ai^^ 
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"  I  did  not  ask  thee  to  believe  me,"  said  my  father, 
sharply;  "and  if  because  a  man  is  spirittially  re- 
minded and  hath  stayed  to  consider  his  sin,  it  is  for 
thee  but  cause  of  vain  mirth,  I  will  say  no  more. 
I  have  lost  a  son,  and  foimd  one.  I  would  it  had 
been  he  whom  I  lost  that  is  now  found." 

I  answered  gravely,  "  Father,  the  man  is  a  hypo- 
crite. He  saw  me  dying  a  prisoner  in  jail,  starved 
and  in  rags.    He  left  me  to  die." 

"  I  have  heard  of  this.  He  saw  some  one  about  to 
die.    He  thought  he  was  like  thee." 

"  But  he  heard  my  name." 

"  That  cannot  be.  He  said  it  was  not  thee.  He 
said  it ! " 

"  He  lied ;  and  why  should  he  have  ever  mentioned 
the  matter  to  thee— as  indeed  he  did  to  others— ex- 
cept for  precaution's  sake,  that  if,  as  seemed  unlike 
enough,  I  got  well,  he  might  have  some  excuse  1  It 
seems  to  me  a  weak  and  foolish  action,  but  none  the 
less  wicked." 

My  father  listened,  but  at  times  with  a  look  of 
being  puzzled.  "  I  do  not  think  I  follow  thy  argu- 
ment, Hugh,"  ho  said,  "neither  does  thy  judgment 
of  the  business  seem  favoured  by  that  which  I  know 
of  thy  cousin." 

"Father,  that  man  is  my  enemy.  He  hat«8  me 
because— because  Darthea  is  my  friend,  and  but  for 
her  I  should  have  rotted  in  the  jail,  with  none  to 
help  me." 

"  Thy  grandfather  lay  in  Shrewsbury  Gate  House 
a  year  for  a  better  cause,  and  as  for  thy  deliverance, 
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T  heard  of  it  lator.  It  did  seem  to  Arthur  that  thi 
yoimg  woman  had  done  more  modestly  to  have  asked 
his  help  than  to  have  been  so  forward." 

My  father  spoke  with  increase  of  the  deliberat 
ness  at  all  times  one  of  his  peculiarities,  which  seeme 
to  go  well  with  the  bigness  of  his  build.  This  slow- 
ness in  talk  seemed  now  to  be  due  in  part  to  a  slight 
trouble  in  finding  tho  word  he  reqiiii-ed.  It  gave  me 
time  to  observe  how  involved  was  the  action  of 
mind.  The  impression  of  his  being  indirect  and  le 
simple  than  of  old  was  more  mai-ked  as  otit  talk  wer 
on  than  I  can  here  convey  by  any  possible  record  of 
what  he  said.  I  only  succeeded  in  making  him  more 
obstinate  in  his  behef,  as  was  always  the  ease  when 
any  opposed  him.  Yet  I  could  not  resist  adding: 
"If,  as  you  seem  to  think,  Arthur  is  my  friend,  I 
would  you  could  have  seen  his  face  when  at  that  silly 
Mischianza  lie  caught  me  in  disguise." 

"  Did  he  not  do  his  duty  after  thy  creed  and  his  t " 

"  It  was  not  that,  father.  Some  men  might  have 
hesitated  even  as  to  the  duty.  Mr.  Andr6  did  nut 
help  him,  and  his  debt  to  ns  was  small.  Had  I  be«n 
taken  I  should  have  swimg  as  a  spy  on  the  gallows 
in  Centre  Square."  ^M 

"  And  yet,"  said  my  father,  with  emphatic  slownea^^ 
"he  would  have  done  his  duty  as  he  saw  it." 

"  And  profited  by  it  also,"  said  I,  savagely. 

"There  is  neither  charity  nor  yet  common  set 
in  thy  words,  Hugh.     If  thou  art  to  abide  here,  i 
that  thy  ways  confonn  to  the  sobriety  and  deeeno 
of  Friends.   I  will  have  no  eai-ds  nor  hard  drinkiiig.' 


"  But  good  heavens !  father,  when  have  I  ever 
done  these  things  here,  or  indeed  anywhere,  for 
years  T " 

His  fingers  were  again  plajlng  on  the  arms  of  Mr. 
Penu's  great  chair,  and  I  made  haste  to  put  an  end 
to  this  bewildering  talk. 

"  I  will  try,"  I  said,  "  to  live  in  such  a  way  as  shall 
not  offend.  Lucy  is  in  the  stable,  and  I  will  take  my 
old  room.  My  Aunt  Gainor  is  to  be  in  town  to- 
morrow." 

"  I  shall  be  pleased  to  see  her." 

"And  how  is  the  business,  father T"  I  said. 
"  There  are  no  ships  at  sea,  I  hope.  The  privateers 
are  busy,  and  if  any  goods  be  found  that  may  have 
been  for  use  of  the  king's  people,  we  might  have  to 
regret  a  loss." 

"  I  might,"  he  returned  sharply.  "  I  am  still  able 
to  conduct  my  own  ventures." 

"  Of  course,  sir,"  I  said  hastily,  wondering  where 
I  could  find  any  subject  which  was  free  from  power 
to  annoy  him.  Then  I  rose,  saying,  "There  is  an 
early  drill.  I  shall  have  to  be  on  hand  to  receive 
Oeneral  Arnold,  I  shall  not  be  back  to  breakfast. 
Good-night." 

"  FarewcJl,"  be  said.  And  I  went  upstairs  with 
more  food  for  thought  than  was  to  my  liking.  I  had 
hoped  for  a  brief  season  of  rest  and  peaivo,  and  here 
was  whatever  small  placie  I  held  in  my  father's  heart 
filled  by  my  cousin. 

When,  not  long  after,  for  mere  comfort,  I  had  occa- 
sion to  speak  to  the  great  Dr.  Rush  of  my  father,  he 
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said  that  when  the  brain  became  enfeebled  men  were 
apt  to  assign  to  one  man  acts  done  by  another,  and 
that  this  did  explain  the  latter  part  of  my  father's  talk 
abont  cards  and  drinking.  Also  he  said  that  with 
defect  of  memory  came  more  or  less  incapacity  to 
reason,  since  for  that  a  man  must  be  able  to  assemUe 
past  events  and  review  them  in  his  memory.  Indeed, 
he  added,  certain  failures  of  remembrance  migbt 
even  permit  a  good  man  to  do  apparent  wrong,  which 
seemed  to  me  less  clear.  The  good  doctor  helped  ma 
mnch,  for  I  was  confused  and  hurt,  seeing  no  remedf 
in  anj'thing  I  could  do  or  say. 

I  lit  the  candles  in  my  old  room  and  looked  about 
me.  My  cousin  had,  it  appeared,  taken  up  his  abods 
in  my  own  chamber,  and  this  put  me  out  singularly ; 
I  could  hardly  have  said  why.  The  room  was  in  the 
utmost  confasion.  Only  that  morning  Arthnr  Wynne 
had  left  it  Many  of  the  lazier  oflBcers  had  overs! 
themselves,  as  I  have  said,  and  came  near  to 
quite  left  behind.  Lord  Cosmo  Gordon,  in  fact, 
his  escape  in  a  skiff  just  before  we  entered. 

The  bed  was  still  not  made  up,  which  showed 
how  careless  our  slaves  must  have  become.  The  fli 
was  littered  with  torn  paper,  and  ui  a  drawer,  for^got 
in  Arthur's  hurry,  were  many  bills,  paid  and  unpaid, 
some  of  which  were  odd  enough ;  also  many  notes, 
tickets  for  the  Misehianza,  theatre-bills,  portions  of 
plays,— my  cousin  was  an  admirable  actor  in  li^t 
parts,— and  a  note  or  two  in  Darthea's  neat  writing. 
I  had  no  hesitation  in  putting  them  all  on  the  hearth. 

There  was  nothing  in  me  to  make  me  take  advaa- 
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tage  of  what  I  fotind.  I  kept  the  Mischianza  tickets, 
aud  tliat  was  all.  I  have  them  yet.  On  the  table 
were  Fox's  "Apology,"  "A  Sweet  Discourse  to 
Friends,"  by  William  Penn,  and  the  famous  "  Book 
of  Sufferings."  In  the  latter  was  thrust  a  small,  thin 
betting-tablet,  such  as  many  gentlemen  then  carried. 
Here  were  some  queer  records  of  bets  more  curious 
than  reputable.  I  recall  but  two :  "  Mr.  Harcourt 
bets  Mr.  Wynne  five  pounds  that  Miss  A.  will  wear 
red  stockings  at  the  play  on  May  12th.  Won,  A. 
Wynne.  They  were  blue,  and  so  was  the  lady."  "  A. 
W.  bets  Mr.  von  Speiser  ten  pounds  that  he  will 
drink  four  quarts  of  Matleira  before  Mr.  von  S.  can 
drink  two ;  Major  do  Laneey  to  measure  the  wine. 
Lost,  A.  W.  The  Dutch  pig  was  too  much  for  me." 

Wondering  whatDarthea  or  my  father  would  think 
of  these  follies,  I  tossed  the  books  and  the  betting- 
tablet  on  the  pile  of  bills  on  tho  hearth.  I  have  since 
then  been  shown  in  London  by  General  Burgoyne 
the  betting-book  at  Brooks's  Club.  There  are  to  be 
seen  the  records  of  still  more  singular  bets,  some 
quite  abominable ;  but  such  were  the  manners  of  the 
day.     My  cousin,  as  to  this,  was  like  the  rest. 

In  a  closet  were  cast-off  garments  and  riding-boots. 
I  sent  for  Tom,  and  bade  him  do  witli  these  as  he 
liked;  then  I  set  fire  to  the  papers  on  the  hearth, 
ordered  tho  room  put  in  order,  and  after  a  pipe  in 
the  orchard  went  to  bed. 


father  was  out  when,  the  next  day  at 
noon,  I  found  in  the  counting-Louse  our 
old  clerk,  Thomas  Mason.  He,  like  my-, 
self,  had  seen  with  distress  my  father 
condition  ;  but  he  told  me,  to  my  si 
thai  he  was  still  acute  and  competent  in  most  mat 
of  business. 

"  Look  at  this,  Mr.  Hugh,"  he  said,  showing 
careful  entries  in  the  day-book,  in  my  father's  hand,^ 
of  nearly  one  thousand  pounds  lent  to  my  Ck>asin 
Arthur.  My  father  had  spoken  to  Mason  of  an  in- 
tention to  alter  his  wilL  He  never  did  alter  it,  but, 
beUeving  me  dead,  tore  it  up  and  made  no  new  one. 
None  of  our  ships  were  at  sea.  Mo.st  of  them  had 
been  sold  as  transports  to  the  British  quartermaster. 
My  sole  comfort  at  home  was  in  the  absence  of  Arthur 
Wynne,  and  in  the  fact  that  Darthea  was  in  the  city, 
as  I  learned  from  Mason. 

After  this  I  went  at  once  to  see  my  aunt,  but  could 
give  her  only  a  few  minutes,  as  I  knew  McLane 
would  need  my  knowledge  of  the  neighbourhood. 
In  fact,"  I  was  busy  for  two  days  looking  uftor  the 
Tory  bands  who  were  plundering  farms  to  west  of 
the  city. 

394 
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As  soon  as  possible  I  went  again  to  see  my  Annt 

Gainfii'.  The  good  old  lady  wiis  lament iiiy;  her  scanty 
tiiilut,  and  the  dirt  in  whieh  tlie  Hessiiius  hml  left 
lu-r  house.  "I  have  drunk  no  tea  since  Lexiugton," 
she  said,  "  and  I  have  bought  no  gowns.  My  gowns, 
sir,  are  on  the  backs  of  our  poor  soldiers.  I  lun  not 
fit  to  be  seen  beside  that  minx  Darthea.  And  how 
is  Jack  1  The  Ferguson  woman  has  been  here.  I 
hate  her,  but  slie  has  all  the  news.  If  one  has  no 
gowns,  it  is  at  least  a  comfort  to  hear  gossip.  I  told 
her  so,  but  Lord !  the  woman  does  not  care  a  rap  if 
you  do  but  let  her  talk.  She  says  Joseph  Warder 
is  sniit  with  DartJiea's  aunt,  and  what  a  fine  courtsliip 
that  will  be !  Old  Duch^,  our  preacher,  is  gone  away 
with  Sir  William;  and  now  we  have  my  beautiful 
young  man,  Mr.  Wliite,  at  Christ  Church." 
I  So  the  dear  hu\y  rattled  on,  her  great  form  mov- 
ing among  her  battered  furniture,  and  her  clear  voice, 
not  without  fine  tones,  rising  and  falling,  until  at 
last  she  dropped  intfl  a  chair,  and  would  hear  all  my 
advenhn-es.  It  was  dangerous  tt>  wait  long  when 
my  aunt  in^nted  replies,  and  before  I  had  time  to 
think  she  began  anew  to  tell  me  that  Darthea  had 
come  at  once  to  see  her,  and  of  how  respectfid  she 
was.  At  this  I  encouraged  my  aimt,  which  was 
rarely  needed,  and  tJien  beard  further  that  Mrs. 
Peniston  would  remain  in  town,  perhaps  because  of 
Friend  Joseph  Warder. 

Darthea  had  also  sjioken  eagerly  of  Arthur.  His 
people  in  Wales  luul  written  to  her ;  AjUmr's  father 
and  his  brother,  who  was  so  ilL     "I  could  not  but 
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thank  her,"  said  my  aunt,  "  for  that  brave  visit  to  the 
jail,  as  to  which  she  might  have  written  to  me.    I  tol^j 
her  as  much,  but  she  said  I  was  a  Whig,  and  outsi<^H 
the  lines,  and  slie  did  not  wish  to  get  her  aunt  into 
trouble.    'iStuff  1'  said  I;  'how  came  it  Mr.  Arthi 
never  knew  Hugh  1  *     '  How  could  he  T    You  shou 
have  seen  him,'  says  my  little  lady,  '  and  even  af t« 
he  was  well.    I  did  not  know  him,  and  how  shoe 
Mr.  Wynne  t' 

"  But,"  said  my  aunt,  "  I  made  such  little  additions' 
to  his  tale  as  I  dared,  but  not  aU  I  wanted  to.  I 
promise  you  they  set  my  miss  to  thinking,  for  she 
got  very  red  and  said  it  was  sheer  nonsense.  She 
would  ask  you  herself.  She  had  a  pretty  picture  to 
show  me  of  Wyncote,  and  the  present  man  was  to  be 
made  a  baronet.  Can  a  good  girl  be  captured  by 
such  things  T  But  the  man  has  some  charm,  Hugh. 
These  black  men"— so  we  called  those  of  dark  com- 
plexion—"ai-e  always  dangerous,  and  this  special 
devil  has  a  tongue,  and  can  use  it  well." 

I  listened  to  my  aunt,  but  said  little.  What  chanoe 
had  I  to  make  Dailhea  credit  me  f  She  had  a  girl's 
desire  for  the  court  and  kings'  houses  and  rank; 
or  was  this  only  one  DartheaT  Could  that  other  be 
made  to  listen  to  a  plain  lieutenant  in  a  rebel  armyJ 
Perhaps  I  had  bettor  go  bjick  aud  get  knocked  oa 
the  head.  Would  she  love  me  the  better  for  pro\-ing 
Arthur  a  rascal  1 

I  said  as  much  to  Aunt  Gainor.  At  this  she  got 
up,  crjdng,  "  Good  heavens !  there  is  a  Hessian  cock- 
roach 1     They  are  twice  as  big  as  they  were.    What 
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a  fool  you  are  I  The  girl  is  beginning  to  be  in  donbt. 
I  am  sori-y  you  have  driven  tlie  man  away.  A  pretty 
tale  your  mother  had  in  French  of  her  dear  Midi, 
of  tlie  man  who  would  have  Love  see,  and  pulled 
the  kerchief  off  his  eyes,  whereon  the  boy's  wings 
tumbled  oflf,  and  he  sat  down  and  cried  because  he 
could  no  longer  fly.  When  a  scamp  loves  a  good 
girl,  let  him  thank  the  devil  that  love  is  blind." 

Here  was  Aunt  Gainor  sentimentjil,  and  clever  too. 
I  shook  my  head  sadly,  being,  as  a  man  should  be, 
Immble-mintled  as  to  women.  She  said  next  she 
woidd  see  my  father  at  once,  and  I  must  come  at 
eight  and  bring  Mr.  McLane,  Darthea  would  be  with 
her,  and  a  fiiend  or  two. 

I  went,  but  this  time  I  did  not  bring  my  command- 
ing oflBcer.  Miss  Peniston  was  late.  In  all  her  life 
she  was  never  puoctnal,  nor  coidd  she  be.  While 
we  waited  my  aunt  went  on  to  tell  me  that  Darthea 
wished  me  to  know  how  glad  Mr.  Wjime  was  I  had 
escaped  at  the  Misehianza.  An  impulse  of  a  soldier's 
duty  had  made  him  seize  upon  me,  and  he  had  been 
happy  in  the  accident  which  aided  my  eseaj)e.  I  had 
done  a  brave  tiling  to  venture  into  the  city,  and  she 
and  Mr.  WjTine  felt  strongly  what  a  calamity  my 
capture  would  have  been.  Darthca's  friends  were 
his  friends.  "  And  he  is  jealous  too,"  says  my  lady, 
"of  De  Lancey,  and  Montresor— and— of  Mr.  Hugh 
Wynne." 

You  must  have  known  Mistress  WjTine  to  com- 
prehend what  scorn  slie  put  into  poor  Darthca's  sad 
excuses,  and  her  explanations  of  what  could  not  be 
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explained.  I  felt  sorry  for  the  little  lady  who  was 
absent  and  was  getting  such  small  mercy.  It  was 
vain  to  try  to  stop  my  aunt.  Tliat  no  man  and  few 
women  could  do.  I  did  at  last  contrive  to  learn  that 
she  had  said  no  more  of  the  visit  of  Arthur  to  the 
jail  than  that  I  did  not  seem  satisfied. 

I  had  ratlier  my  ainit  should  have  let  my  luckless 
love-aflfair  alouo.  I  had  been  in  a  way  to  tell  her  of 
it,  but  now  I  wanted  no  interference.  I  feared  to 
talk  even  to  Jack  Warder  of  my  dear  Darthea.  That 
he  saw  through  mo  and  her  I  have,  after  many  years, 
come  to  know,  as  these  pages  must  have  shown.  If 
to  .speak  of  her  to  this  doliuate-minded  friend  was 
not  at  this  time  to  my  taste,  you  may  rest  assured  I 
like<l  not  my  aunt's  queer  way  of  treating  the  matter 
as  she  would  have  done  a  hand  at  piquet.  She  ended 
this  wandering  talk  with  her  usual  shrewd  bits  of 
advice,  asking  me,  as  she  stopped  short  in  her  walk, 
* "  Have  you  a  little  sense  leftt" 

"  I  hope  so." 

"  Then  get  your  head  to  help  that  idiot  yom-  heart 
Leave  Darthea  to  herself.     Ride  with  Miss  Chew  < 
Miss  Redman.   Women  are  like  children.    Let  the 
alone,  and  by  and  by  tliey  will  sidle  up  to  you  for 
notice." 

When  the  town  was  in  Sir  William  Howe's  hand 
my  aimt  had  rejected  all  her  Tory,  and  even  hfi 
neutral,  friends.     But  now  that  Sir  Henry  Clint<i 
was  fljTng  across  the  Jerseys,  harassed  by  militia,  1 
our  general  was  on  the  way  to  cro.ss  the  Delawa 
after  them,  tilings  were  different    Her  Tory  friend 
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might  come  to  see  her  if  they  pleased.  Most  of  these 
domes  canie  gladly,  liking  my  aunt,  and  having 
always  had  of  her  much  generous  kindness.  Bessy 
Ferguson  was  cross,  and  Mistress  Wynne  had  been 
forced  to  visit  her  first.  Wliat  manner  of  peace  was 
made  I  did  not  hear;  but  no  one  elst?  was  a  matth 
at  piquet  for  my  Aunt  Gainoi",  and  doubtless  this 
helped  to  reconcile  the  lady.  I  grieve  that  no  his- 
torian has  recorded  their  interview. 

Wheu  I  wrote  of  it  to  Jack,  he  was  much  delighted, 
and  just  before  the  fight  at  Monmouth  wrote  mo  a 
laughing  letter,  all  about  what  my  aunt  and  Mrs. 
Ferguson  must  have  said  on  this  occasion.  As  he 
knew  no  word  of  it,  I  could  never  see  how  he  was 
able  to  imagine  it.  Ouce,  later,  when  their  war  broke 
out  anew,  my  aunt  told  me  all  about  her  former 
encounter ;  and  so  much  like  was  it  to  what  Jack  had 
writ  that  I  laughed  outright.  My  aunt  said  there 
was  nothing  to  grin  at.  But  a  one-sided  laugh  is 
ever  the  merrier.  I  could  not  always  teU  what  Mis- 
tress Wynne  would  do,  and  never  what  she  would 
say ;  but  Jack  could.  He  should  have  writ  books, 
but  he  never  did. 

I  had  heard  my  aunt's  wail  over  her  wardrobe,  and 
was  struck  dumb  at  her  appearance  when,  in  the 
evening,  I  returned  as  she  desired.  The  gods  and 
the  china  dragons  were  out,  and,  the  Hessian  devils 
having  been  driven  forth,  the  mansion  had  been 
swept  and  garnished,  the  rugs  were  down,  and  the 
floor  was  dangerously  polished. 

Aunt  Gainor  was  in  a  brocade  which  she  told 
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me  was  flowered  beautiful  with  colours  very  lively. 
I  thought  they  were.  As  to  the  rest  of  her  toilet,  I 
am  at  a  loss  for  words.  The  overskirt  was  lute- 
string silk,  I  was  told.  The  hoops  were  vast ;  the 
dress  cut  square,  with  a  "  modesty -fence  "  of  stiff 
lace.  A  huge  high  cap  "with  wings  is  the  last 
thing,''  cried  the  hidy,  turning  round  to  be  seen, 
and  well  pleased  at  ray  admiration.  She  was  an 
immense  and  an  amazing  figure.  I  did  w^onder,  so 
big  she  was,  where  she  meant  to  put  the  other  women 
—and  I  said  as  much. 

"  Here  is  one,"  she  whispered,  "  who  will  like  your 
uniform  more  than  wiU  the  rest.  Mr.  Wjiiue  of  the 
army,  my  nephew.  Miss  Morris.  And  how  is  Mr, 
Gouvemeur  Morris  T " 

We  fell  to  taUcing,  but  when  others  came 
were  presented  or  named  by  me  to  the  Whig  lad; 
my  young  woman  said,  "  Are  there  none  but  Tories  t 
And  she  was  short,  I  thought,  with  Mrs.  Ferguson.' 
who  came  in  high  good  humour  and  a  gown  of 
Venice  silk.  I  saw  Aunt  Gainor  glance  at  her  gold- 
laced  handkerchief. 

I  was  glad  to  see  them  all.  Very  soon  the  rooms 
were  well  filled,  and  here  were  Dr.  Rush  and  Charles 
Thomson,  the  secretary  of  Congress,  who  stayed  but 
a  little  while,  leaving  the  great  doctor  to  growl  ova 
the  war  with  Miss  Morris,  and  to  tell  her  how  ill 
was  our  great  chief,  and  how  he  coidd  not  spell,  ai 
had  to  have  his  letters  writ  for  him  to  copy  like  a  bo; 
Mr.  Adams  had  said  as  much.  I  ventTired  to  remark, 
having  by  this  time  come  to  understand  oar  dool 
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that  we  knew  better  in  camp,  and  that  at  least  oux 
chief  understood  the  art  of  war.  The  doctor  was 
not  of  this  opinion,  and  considered  General  Gates 
the  fp-eater  man. 

Then  I  left  them  to  welcome  Mrs.  Chew  and  the 
lovely  Mai'garet,  and  Miss  Shippen,  and  last  my  Dar- 
thea  with  her  auut,  who  was  as  thiu  as  a  book-marker. 

"Aunt,"  I  said  slyly,  "what  is  this?   Tories  again  T" 

"  Be  quiet,  child !  You  have  pulled  their  teeth. 
You  wUl  see  they  are  meek  enough.  The  dog  on  top 
can  always  forgive,  and  I  must  have  my  cards.  Be- 
have yourself !  How  handsome  you  are !  Here  they 
come."  And  now  there  was  a  cross-fire  of  welcomes 
and  "  We  have  missed  you  so  much,"  and  "  How  well 
you  look !  "  and  fine  sweep  of  curtseys,  very  pretty 
and  itfreshing  to  a  war-worn  veteran. 

I  bent  to  kiss  Mrs.  Shippen's  hand.  Mrs.  Fer- 
guson tapped  me  on  the  arm  with  her  fan,  whispering 
I  was  grown  past  the  kissing-age,  at  which  I  cried 
that  would  never  be.  I  took  Darthea's  little  hand 
with  a  formal  word  or  two,  and,  biding  my  time,  sat 
down  to  talk  with  the  two  Margarets,  whom  folks 
called  Peggy,  tdthough  both  were  like  stately  lilies, 
and  the  pet  name  had  no  kind  of  fitness. 

The  ombre-taljles  were  set  out  and  i-eady,  and  it 
was  all  gay  and  merry,  and  as  if  there  might  never 
have  been  war,  either  civil  or  social.  "  It  is  all  as 
meek  as  doves'  mQk,"  whispered  Mistress  Wjiine  over 
my  shoidder.  "  Gossip  and  cards  against  the  world 
for  peacemakers,  eh,  Hugh ! "  Assuredly  here  was 
.       a  beautiful  truce,  and  aU  the  world  amiable. 
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The  powdered  heads  wagged;  brocade  and  aft 
rustled ;  tlie  counters  rattled.  Faus  iiage  as  sails  set 
little  breezes  going;  there  was  wise  neutrality  of 
speech,  King  Ombre  being  on  the  throne  and  every- 
body happy. 

Meanwhile  I  set  my  young  women  laughing  witk 
an  account  of  liow  a  Quaker  looked  in  on  them 
thi-ough  the  window  at  the  redcoat  ball,  but  of  the 
incident  in  the  garden  I  said  nothing,  nor  was  it 
known  beyond  those  immediately  concerned.  Tlie 
two  Margarets  were  curious  to  hear  what  ilr,  Wash- 
ington looked  like,  and  one  miss  would  know  if  Mr. 
Arnold  was  a  dark  man,  hearing  with  the  delight  of 
girls  how  his  Excelleucy  gave  dinners  in  camp  and 
sat  on  one  side,  with  Mr.  Hamilton  or  Mr.  Tilghmao 
at  the  top,  and  for  diet  potatoes  and  salt  herrinft 
with  beef  when  it  was  to  be  had,  and  neither  plats 
nor  spoons  nor  knives  and  forks  for  all,  so  that  ut 
hml  to  borrow,  and  cat  by  turns. 

Miss  Morris,  just  come  to  town  with  good  Whig 
opinions,  was  uneasy  in  this  society,  and  said,  "We 
shaD  have  enough  of  everj'thing  when  we  catch  Sir 
Henry  Clinton."  In  a  minute  there  would  have  hea 
more  war  had  not  my  aunt  risen,  and  the  party 
turned  to  drink  chocolate  and  eat  cakes. 

After  a  world  of  little  gossip  they  settled  thor 
debts  and  went  away,  all  but  Mrs.  Peniston  and  h«r 
niece,  my  aunt  declaring  that  she  wanted  the  elder 
lady's  advice  about  the  proper  mode  to  cool  black- 
berry jam.  For  this  sage  purpose  the  shadow-iiln 
form  of  Darthea'a  aunt  in  gray  silk  went  out  mitlrf 
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cover  of  my  aunt's  large  figure,  and  Darthea  and  I 
were  left  alone. 

How  pretty  she  was  in  fail*  wliite  muslin  with  long 
gloves,  a  red  rosebud  in  ea«h  sleeve,  and  only  a  trace 
of  powder  on  her  hair,  smiling,  and  above  all  women 
gracefid !  She  had  seemed  older  when  we  met  in 
the  Provostry,  and  now  to-day  was  slim  and  girl- 
like.  I  do  not  know  where  she  got  that  trick  of 
chauge,  for  in  after-days,  when  in  the  fidler  bloom 
of  middle  age,  she  still  had  a  way  of  looking  at  times 
a  gay  and  heedless  young  woman.  She  had  now  so 
innocent  an  air  of  being  merely  a  sweet  child  that  a 
kind  of  %vouder  possessed  me,  and  I  coidd  not  but  look 
at  her  with  a  gaze  perhaps  too  fixed  to  be  mannerly. 

"  Darthea,"  I  said,  as  we  sat  down,  "  I  owe  my  life 
to  you  twice  — twice." 

"  No,  no ! "  she  cried.  "  What  could  I  do  but  go 
to  the  jail  t    Miss  Wynne  was  away." 

"  You  might  have  told  my  father,"  I  said.  Why 
had  she  not? 

"  Mr.  Wynne  is  grown  older,  and— I—  There  was 
no  time  to  be  lost,  and  Ai'thur  was  gone  on  duty  for 
I  know  not  what."  She  was  seeing  ajid  answering 
what  fuitlier  might  have  seemed  strange  to  me. 
"Aunt  Peuiston  was  in  a  rage,  I  assure  yon.  My 
aunt  in  a  rage,  Mr.  Wynne,  is  a  tempest  in  a  thimble. 
All  in  a  minute  it  boils  over  and  puts  out  the  little 
fii'e,  and  there  is  an  end  of  it,  and  she  asks  what 
ought  to  be  done.  But  now  I  am  penitent,  and  liave 
been  scolded  by  Arthur.  I  will  never,  never  do  it 
any  more.     My  aunt  was  right,  sir." 
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"I  think  yon  gave  me  more  than  life,  Darthea, 
that  day.    And  did  you  think  I  would  take 
parole  1 " 

"  Never  for  a  moment !  "  she  cried,  with  flashing 
eyes.  "  I  would  have  taken  it,  but  I  want  my  friends 
to  be  wiser  and  stronger  than  I.  I— I  was  proud  of 
you  in  your  misery  and  ragged  blanket."  And  with 
this  the  wonderful  face  went  tender  in  a  moment, 
and  for  my  part  I  could  only  say,  "  Darthea !  Dar- 
thea!" 

She  was  quick  to  see  and  to  fear,  and  to  avoid  that 
whicii  was  ever  on  my  lips  when  with  her,  and  which 
she  seemed  to  bid  to  live,  and  then  to  fly  from  as  if 
she  had  never  tempted  me. 

"Ah,  you  were  a  droll  figure,  and  Arthur  couM 
not  but  laugh  when  I  described  this  hero  in  a  blanket 
It  was  tlien  he  told  me  more  fully  what  before 
had  wrote,  how  in  the  hurry  of  an  inspection  he 
many  men  djing,  and  one  so  like  you  tiiat  he  a&ki 
who  it  was,  and  was  given  another  name ;  but  no 
he  thought  it  must  have  been  you,  and  that  you 
perhaps  chosen,  why  he  knew  not,  a  name  not  y 
own,  or  you  had  been  misnamed  by  the  turnkey, 
was  little  wonder  where  men  were  djring  in  soons 
and  changed  past  recognition ;  it  was  no  wonder,  I 
say,  he  did  not  know  you,  Mr.  Wynne.  He  was  so 
sorry,  for  he  says  frankly  that  just  because  yon  and 
he  are  not  veiy  good  friends— and  why  arc  yon 
not  t— he  feels  the  woi-se  about  it  After  he  had 
scolded  me  well,  and  I  ma<le  believe  to  cry,  he  said 
it  was  a  noble  and  brave  thing  I  had  done,  and  he 
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felt  he  should  have  been  the  one  to  do  it  had  he 
known  in  season.  He  did  really  mean  to  get  the 
parole,  but  then  you  ran  away.  And  you  do  see,  Mr. 
Wynne,  that  it  was  all  a  frightful  mistake  of  Arthur's, 
and  he  is— he  must  be  sony  t" 

I  would  then  and  there  have  said  to  her  that  the 
man  was  a  liar,  and  had  meanly  left  me  to  die ;  but 
it  was  my  word  against  his,  and  Delaney  had  long 
ago  gotten  out  and  been  exchanged  and  gone  South, 
whither  I  knew  not.  As  of  course  she  must  trust 
the  man  she  loved,  if  I  were  to  say  I  did  not  be- 
lieve him  we  should  quarrel,  and  I  should  see  her 
no  more. 

"  My  dear  lady,"  I  said,  keeping  myself  well  in  hand, 
"  the  moral  is  that  women  should  be  sent  to  inspect 
the  hungry,  the  ragged,  the  frozen,  and  the  dying." 

I  saw  she  did  not  relish  my  answer.  Was  she 
herself  quite  satisfied  f  Did  she  want  to  be  forti- 
fied in  her  love  and  trust  by  me,  who  had  suffered  T 
A  shadow  of  a  frown  was  on  her  brow  for  a  moment, 
and  then  she  said,  "  He  will  write  to  you.  He  prom- 
ised me  he  would  write  to  you.  And  that  dear  old 
Sisterof  Charity !  —you  must  go  and  thank  her  at  the 
little  convent  beside  St.  Joseph's,  in  WilUng's  Alley. 
You  upset  her  as  you  went  out  in  that  rude  fashion. 
Any  but  a  Quaker  woidd  have  stayed  to  apologise. 
Mr.  Wynne  was  pleased  I  went  to  the  jail  with  the 
dear  sister.  I  believe  the  man  really  thought  I 
would  have  gone  alone.  And  I  would;  I  would! 
Wlien  he  told  me  it  was  clever  and  modest  to  get  the 
eweet  old  papist  for  company,  I  swept  him  a  mighty 
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cnrteey  and  thanked  him  and  ponied  him,  which 
what  men  are  for." 

Sitting  in  the  open  how-window  above  the  garden, 
my  Darthea  had  most  of  the  talk,  while,  when  I 
dared  no  longer  stare  at  her  changefnl  face,  I  looked 
past  her  at  the  June  rosea  swaying  in  the  open  win- 
dow-epace. 

"  Yes,"  I  langhed,  "  that  is  what  men  are  for ;  but 
I  have  not  done  with  yon.  I  have  also  to  thank  you 
for  my  escape  in  the  garden— you  and  Mr.  Aiidr6. 
ne  has  a  good  memory,  I  fancy." 

"  Oh,  the  fainting— yes,"  said  Miss  Peniston,  lightly. 
"  It  was  fortunate  it  came  just  then.  And  Mr.  Wynne 
was  glad  enough  of  it  later.  He  said  it  had  saved 
him  from  the  most  horrible  regret  life  could  bring. 
If  he  had  but  ha<l  time  to  think— or  had  known—"  h 

"Known  what!"  ^ 

"No  matter;  I  was  in  time  to  stop  mj-self  from 
sajring  a  foolish  thing.  Let  me  give  thanks  for  my 
escape.  I  have  a  restless  tongue,  and  am  apt  to  say 
what  I  do  not  mean ;  and  I  do  faint  at  nothing.".     ^ 

"  It  was  very  opportune,  my  dear  Miss  Peniston.*^ 

"La!  la!  as  aunt  sa\-s,  one  would  think  I  went 
faint  on  purpose,  in  place  of  its  being  the  heat,  an^f 
a  pro\'idential  accident,  and  very  annoying  too ;  not 
a  woman  anv'wherc  near  me." 

"  It  saved  a  worthless  life,"  I  said ;  "  and  bnt  for  it 
I  should  have  had  short  shrift  and  the  gallows  on 
the  Common." 

"Hush !  "  she  returned.   " That  is  not  pretty  talk^ 
Your  cousin  is  unlucky,  he  says,  to  have  had  you  faD 
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in  hia  way  when  it  was  impossible  to  escape  from 
arresting  you.  He  told  me  Mr.  Andre  assured  him 
he  could  have  done  no  other  tLing,  aud  that  it  was 
vain  to  regret  what  w»is  the  inevitable  duty  of  a 
soldier.  I  think  Arthur  was  the  most  pleased  of  all 
when  you  got  away.  I  must  say  you  went  very  fast 
for  so  gi-ave  a  Quaker." 

"  And  could  you  see  T "  said  I,  slyly. 

"No,  of  course  not.  How  shoiUd  I,  and  I  in  a 
dead  faint  T  Mr.  Andre  told  me  next  day  he  thought 
that  dreadfid  rebel,  Mr.  McLnne,  saved  your  life 
when  he  was  mean  enough,  just  in  the  middle  of  that 
beautiful  ball,  to  set  fire  to  something.  At  first  we 
took  it  for  the  fireworks.  But  tell  me  about  Miss 
Gainoi-'s  girl-boy— our  own  dear  Jack." 

"  He  can  still  blush  to  beat  Miss  Franks,  and  he 
still  believes  me  to  be  a  great  man,  and— but  you  do 
not  want  to  hear  about  battles." 

"  Do  I  not,  indeed !  I  should  like  to  see  Mr.  Jack 
in  a  battle ;  I  cannot  imagine  him  hurting  a  fly." 

"The  last  I  saw,  at  Gerniautown,  of  Jack,  he  was 
raging  in  a  furious  mob  of  redcoats,  with  no  hat, 
and  that  sword  my  annt  presented  cutting  and  par- 
rying. I  gave  him  up  for  lost,  but  he  never  got  n 
scratch.  I  Uke  him  best  in  cami>  with  sfnrvitig, 
half-naked  men.  I  have  seen  htm  give  his  last  loaf 
away.  You  should  hear  Mr.  Hamilton  — that  is  his 
Excellencj''8  aide— talk  of  Jack;  how  like  a  tender 
woman  he  was  among  men  who  were  sick  and  starv- 
ing. Hamiitxtn  told  me  how  once,  when  Jack  said 
prayers  beside  a  dying   soldier  and  some  fellow 
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langhed,— men  get  hard  in  war,— onr  old  Qaake 
friend  Colonel  Forest  would  have  had  the  beast  ont 
and  shot  him,  if  the  fool  had  not  gone  to  Jack  and 
said  he  was  sorry.    Every  one  loves  the  man, 
no  wonder." 

"  He  is  fortunate  in  his  friend,  Mr.  WjTine.  Men 
do  not  often  talk  thns  of  one  another.  I  have  hear^K 
him  say  as  much  or  more  of  you.  Mistress  W^nin^| 
Bays  it  is  a  love-affair.  Are  men's  friendships  or 
women's  the  best,  I  wonder!"  I  said  that  was  a 
question  beyond  me,  and  went  on  to  tell  her  that  I 
should  be  in  town  but  a  few  days,  and  must  join  my 
regiment  as  soon  as  General  Arnold  could  do  with- 
out us,  wliich  I  believed  would  be  within  a  week. 

She  was  as  serious  as  need  be  now,  asking  intelt 
gent  questions  as  to  the  movement*  of  the  armie 
and  the  chances  of  peace.     I  had  to  show  her  wh^ 
we  lost  the  fight  at  Germantown,  and  then  explain 
that  but  for  the  fog  we  should  have  won  it,  whie 
now  I  doubt. 

Mr.  Andr6  had  told  her  that  it  was  beeause  of  oa 
long  rifles  that  the  enemy  lost  so  many  oflScers,  pieke 
off  out  of  range  of  musket,  and  did  I  think  this 
truet    It  seemed  to  her  unfair  and  like  murder. 

I  thought  slie  might  be  thinking  of  my  cot 
chances,  for  hero,  after  a  pause,  she  rose  suddei 
and  said  it  was  late  and  that  the  strawberry  jain  mi 
be  cool,  or  the  discussion  over  it  hot,  to  keep 
Peniston  so  long.   My  aunt  would  have  had  me  sta^ 
for  further  talk,  but  I  said  I  was  tired,  and  went  away 
home  feeling  that  theday  had  been  full  enough  forma.j 
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A  little  later,  one  afternoon  in  tJiis  Jnne,  I  found 
my  atmt  seated  bo  deep  in  thought  that  I  asked  her 
the  cause. 

"  Presently,"  she  said  "  I  have  meant  to  tell  you, 
but  I  ha\'e  delayed ;  I  have  delayed.  Now  you  must 
know."  Here  she  rose  and  began  to  stride  restlessly 
among  the  fiirniture,  walking  to  and  fro  with  appa- 
rent disregard  of  the  china  gods  and  Delft  cows.  She 
reminded  me  once  more  of  my  father  in  his  better 
days.  Her  hands  were  clasped  behind  her,  which  is, 
I  think,  a  rai*e  attitude  with  women.  Her  large  head, 
crowned  with  a  great  coU  of  gray  hair  which  seemed 
to  suit  its  massive  biuld,  was  bent  forward  as  if  in 
thought. 

"  What  is  it,  Aunt  Gainor  T " 

She  did  not  pause  in  her  walk  or  look  up,  and  only 
motioned  me  to  a  seat,  saying,  "  Sit  down.  I  must 
think ;  I  must  think." 

It  was  unlike  her.  Generally,  no  matter  how  seri- 
ous the  thing  on  her  mind,  she  was  apt  to  come  at 
it  through  some  trivial  chat ;  but  now  her  long  ab- 
sence of  speech  troubled  me. 

I  sat  at  least  ten  muiut'Cs,  and  then,  luieasy,  said, 
"Aunt  Gainor,  is  it  DartlieaT" 

"  No,  you  fool !  "  And  slie  went  on  her  wandering 
way  among  the  crackled  gods.  "Now  I  will  talk, 
Hngh,  and  do  not  interrupt  me.  You  always  do;" 
but,  as  Jack  Warder  says,  no  one  over  did  success- 
fidly  inteiTujit  Miss  Wynne  except  Miss  Wynne. 

She  sat  down,  cro.ssed  one  leg  over  the  other,  as 
men  do  when  alone  with  men,  and  went  on,  as  I  re- 


•"'•'"'fr »  r  r«  r  »»T 


410      Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker 


call  it,  to  this  eflPect,  and  quite  in  her  ordinarj'  man- 
ner :  "  When  the  British  were  still  here,  late  in  May 
I  had  a  note  tlirough  the  lines  from  Mr.  Warder  as 
to  the  confusion  in  my  bouse,  and  some  other  matters. 
He  got  for  me  a  pass  to  come  in  and  attend  to  these 
things.    I  stayed  three  days  with  Mrs.  Pemston  and 
Darthea.     While  here  the  second  day  I  was  bid  to^^ 
sup  at  Parson  Duchy's,  and  though  I  hated  the  lot  of^| 
them,  I  had  had  no  news  nor  so  much  as  a  game  of 
cards  for  an  age,  and  so  I  went.    Now  don't  grin^— 
at  me.  ^M 

"Wlien  I  was  t«  leave  no  coach  came,  as  I  had 
ordered,  and  no  chair,  either.  There  was  Mrs.  Fer- 
guson had  set  up  a  chaise.  She  must  offer  me  to  be 
set  down  at  home.  I  said  my  two  legs  were  as  good 
as  her  horses',  and  one  of  them— I  mean  of  hers— 
has  a  fine  spavin ;  as  to  Mrs.  Mischiefs  own  legs,  they 
are  so  tliin  hor  garters  will  not  stay  above  her  aukles. 

"I  walked  from  Third  street  over  S<X!iety  Hill, 
thinking  to  see  your  father,  and  to  find  a  big  stick] 
for  company  across  the  bridges." 

She  was  given  to  going  at  night  where  she  had 
need  to  go,  with  a  great  stick  for  privateersmen,  the  I 
vagabond,  drunken  Hessians,  and  other  street  pirates. 
I  can  see  her  now,  shod  with  goloe-shoes  against  mud 
or  snow,  with  her  manlike  walk  and  independent  air,  , 
quit*  too  formidable  to  suggest  attack. 

"  I  went  in  at  the  back  way,"  she  continued ;  "not  J 
a  servant  about  but  Torn,  sound  asleep  at  the  kitchen 
ftre.     I  went  by  him,  and  from  the  hall  saw  your 
father,  also  in  deep  slumber  in  his  arm-chair.    I  got 
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me  a  oaudle  and  went  upstairs  t«  look  how  tLings 
were.  The  house  was  in  vile  disorder,  and  dirty  past 
belief.  As  to  your  own  cJiamber,  where  that  scamp 
Arthur  slept,  it  was— well,  no  matter. 

"  As  I  went  downstairs  and  into  the  back  dining- 
room  I  heard  the  latch  of  the  hiill  door  rattle.  '  Is 
it  Arthur!'  thought  I ;  and  of  no  mind  to  see  him,  I 
sat  down  and  put  out  my  candle,  meaning  to  wait  till 
he  was  come  in,  and  then  to  slip  out  the  back  way. 
The  next  moment  I  heard  Arthur's  voice  and  your 
father's.  Both  doors  into  the  front  room  were  wide 
open,  and  down  I  sat  quietly,  with  a  good  mind  to 
hear.  It  is  well  I  did.  I  suppose  you  would  have 
marched  in  and  said, '  Take  care  how  yon  talk ;  I  am 
listening.'  Very  fine,  sir.  But  this  was  an  enemy. 
You  lie,  cheat,  spy,  steal,  and  murder  in  war.  How 
was  I  worse  than  youT" 

"  But,  dear  Aunt  Qainor— " 

"  Don't  interrupt  me,  sir.  I  sat  still  as  a  mouse." 
My  aunt  as  a  mouse  tickled  my  fancy.  There  may 
be  such  in  my  friend  Mr.  Swift's  Brobdingnag. 

"  I  listened.  Master  WvTine  is  pleasant,  and  has 
had  a  trifle  too  much  of  Mr.  Somebody's  Madeira. 
He  is  affectionate,  and  your  father  sits  up,  and,  as 
Dr.  Rush  tells  me,  is  dear  of  head  after  his  sleep, 
or  at  least  for  a  time. 

"My  gentleman  s&ys,  'I  may  have  to  leave  yon 
soon,  my  dear  cousin.  I  want  to  talk  to  yon  a  httle. 
Is  there  any  one  in  the  back  room  T '  As  there  is  no 
one,  he  goes  on,  and  asks  his  cousin  to  tell  him  about 
the  title  to  Wyncote  as  he  had  promised.   Hin  brother 
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was  ill  and  nneasy,  and  it  was  all  they  had,  and  it 
was  a  poor  tiling  after  all.  Your  fatlier  roased  upy 
and  seemed  to  me  to  fnlly  understand  all  that  fol- 
lowed. He  said  how  fond  be  was  of  Arthur,  and 
how  much  he  wished  it  was  he  who  was  to  have  the 
old  place.  Arthur  replied  that  it  was  only  in  his 
father's  interest  he  spoke. 

"  Then  they  talked  on,  and  the  amount  of  it  was 
pretty  much  this.  How  many  lies  Arthur  got  into  the 
talk  the  Lord— or  the  devil— knows!  This  was 
what  I  gathered:  Your  grandfather  Hiigli,  tinder 
stress  of  circumstances,  as  you  know,  was  let  out  of 
Shrewsbury  jail  with  some  understanding  tliat  he  was 
to  sell  bis  estate  to  his  brother,  who  had  no  scruples 
as  to  tithes,  and  to  go  away  to  Pennsylvania,  This 
I  knew,  but  it  seems  that  this  brother  William  was 
a  Wynne  of  the  best,  and,  as  is  supposed,  sold  back 
the  estate  privately  to  Hugh  for  a  trifle,  so  that  at 
any  time  the  elder  brother  conld  reclaim  his  home. 
What  became  of  the  second  deed  thus  made  was 
what  Artliur  wanted  to  know. 

"Your  father  must  have  it  somewhere,  Hngh 
Now  says  Arthur,  '  We  are  poor,  cousin :  the  plac 
is  heavily  encumbered ;  some  coal  has  been  found 
It  is  desirable  to  sell  parts  of  the  estate ;  how  hou 
estly  can  my  father  make  a  title  t '  Your  great-uncl 
William  died,  as  wo  know,  Hugh,  and  the  next  bro- 
ther's son,  who  was  Owen  and  is  Arthur's  father, 
had  a  long  minority.  When  be  got  the  place,  being 
come  of  age,  some  memoranda  of  the  transaotifi 
turned  up.    It  was  not  a  rare  one  in  older  Ronnd-^ 
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head  Jays.  Nothing  was  done,  and  time  ran  on.  Now 
tb»  ocrrupant  is  getting  on  in  years,  and  iis  his  sec- 
ond son  Arthur  is  ordered  hither  on  service,  it  waa 
thought  as  well  that  he  should  make  inquiry.  Tlie 
older  squii'es  had  some  vaguo  ti-mlition  about  it.  It 
was  become  worth  while,,  as  I  infen-ed,  to  clear  the 
business,  or  at  need  to  effect  a  eonipromise.  Half 
of  this  I  heard,  and  the  rest  I  got  by  tliiiiking  it  over. 
Am  I  plain,  Hught"  She  was,  as  usual.  "Your 
fatJier  surpi-ised  me.  He  spoke  out  in  his  old  dehb- 
erate  way.  He  said  the  deed— some  such  deed— was 
among  his  father's  papers ;  he  had  seen  it  long  ago. 
He  did  not  want  the  place.  He  was  old  and  had 
enough,  and  it  should  be  settled  to  Master  Ai'thur's 
liking. 

"  Your  cousin  then  said  some  few  words  about  yon. 
I  did  not  hear  what,  but  yoiu-  father  at  once  broke 
out  in  a  fierce  voice,  and  cried, '  It  is  too  true ! '  Well, 
Hugh,"  she  went  on,  "  it  is  of  no  use  to  make  things 
worse  between  you." 

"  No,"  I  said ;  "  do  not  tell  me.     Was  that  all  T " 

"Not  quite.  Master  Ai-thiur  is  to  have  the  deed 
if  ever  it  be  found,  an<l  with  yoiu-  father's  and  your 
grandfather's  methodical  ways,  that  is  pretty  siu^  to 
happen." 

"  I  do  not  care  much.  Aunt  Gainor,  except  that—" 

"I  know,"  she  cried;  "anybody  else  might  have 
it,  but  not  Arthur." 

"Yes;  unless  Dnrthea— " 

"  I  understand,  sir ;  and  now  I  see  it  all.  The  elder 
brother  will  die.     The  father  Ib  old,  the  estate  valu- 
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able,  and  tlus  lying  scamp  with  his  winning 
will  be  master  of  Wyneote,  and  with  a  dear  title  \1 
your  father  is  able  to  bring  it  about.  He  can,  Hu^ 
unless—" 

"What,  aunt T" 

"  Unless  you  intervene  on  account  of  my  brot 
mental  state." 

"  That  I  will  never  do !     Never  1 " 

"  Then  you  will  lose  it." 

"  Yes ;  it  must  go.     I  care  but  little,  aunt." 

"  But  I  do,  sir.     You  are  Wynne  of  Wyneote,^ 

I  smiled,  and  made  no  reply. 

"The  man  stayed  awhile  longer,  but  your 
after  that  soon  ttdked  at  random,  and  addressed 
Artliur  as  Mr.  Montresor.  I  doubt  if  he  remcmbend 
a  word  of  it  the  day  after.  When  he  left  and  went 
upstairs  your  father  fell  into  sleep  again.  I  went 
away  home  alone,  and  the  day  after  to  the  Hill  Farm.' 

"  It  is  a  strange  storj',"  I  said.  "  And  did  he  gd 
the  deed  before  the  army  left  T " 

My  aiuat  thought  not.  "  Ma^on  says  all  the  papen 
are  at  the  coimtiug-house,  and  that  up  to  this  time 
your  father  has  made  no  special  search.  It  was  bal 
two  weeks  or  less  before  they  left  town." 

It  was  a  simple  way  to  trap  an  over-cunning  i 
and  it  much  amused  me,  who  did  not  take  the  deoiJ 
and  estate  matter  to  heart  as  did  my  aunt.  Wlai 
she  said,  "  We  must  find  it,"  I  could  but  say  that  it 
was  my  father's  business,  and  coidd  wait ;  so  far,  «t 
least,  as  I  was  concerned,  I  would  do  nothing.  Of 
course  I  told  it  all  to  Jack  when  next  we  met. 


XXIII 


|N  Sunday,  the  2l8t  of  June,  while  our 
chief  was  crossing  into  the  Jerseys,  I  was 
hearing  at  Christ  C'hureli,  for  the  first 
tinie,  the  words  of  prayer  in  whir-h  Wil- 
liam Wliite  commended  Congress  and  our 
armies  and  theu*  great  leader  to  the  protecting  mercy 
of  Almighty  Ood.  Genei'al  i\a"nold  was  already  busy 
with  the  great  household  and  equipage  which  soon 
did  so  much  to  involve  him  iu  tempUitions  gi'owing 
out  of  his  fondness  for  display.  The  militia  were 
unwilling  to  act  as  a  body-guard,  or  to  stand  sen- 
tries beside  the  great  lamp-posts  at  his  door.  Nor 
did  McLane  and  the  rest  of  us  fancy  the  social  and 
guard  duties  which  the  general  exacted ;  but  we  had 
to  obey  orders,  and  were  likely,  I  feared,  to  remain 
long  in  this  ungrateful  .ser>nce. 

On  June  30  we  heard  of  the  glorious  battle  at 
Monmouth,  and  with  surprise  of  General  Lee's  dis- 
grace. On  the  3d  of  July  came  Jack  with  a  bayonet- 
thrust  in  his  right  shoulder  and  a  nasty  cut  over 
the  left  temple.  He  was  able  to  be  afoot,  but  was 
quite  uufit  for  service.  I  heard  from  lum  of  the 
spleudid  courage  and  judgment  shown  by  his  Excel- 
lency, and  of  the  profane  and  terrible  language  he 
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had  used  to  that  traitor  Lee.  Jack  said :  "  I  was  in 
the  midst  of  a  lot  of  scared  men,  with  a  leader  who 
wanted  only  to  get  away.  And  then  the  general 
rode  up,  and  all  was  changed.  I  think,  Hugh,  he 
was  like  an  angiy  god  of  war.  I  should  have  died 
of  the  things  ho  said  to  Mr.  Lee." 

When,  long  after  this,  in  July,  '79,  his  Elxcelleni 
issued  that  severe  order  about  swearing,  how  it 
against  all  religion,  decency,  and  order,  Jack 
much  amused.  Like  the  army  in  Flandere,  our  own 
army  solaced  their  empty  stomachs  with  much  bad 
language.  But,  as  Jack  observed,  "  There  is  a  time 
for  everything ;  Mr.  Lee  did  catch  it  hot." 

McLane  soon  left  us,  glad  to  get  away.  Had  he 
stayed  much  longer  there  would  have  been  one 
more  sad  moth  in  the  pretty  net  into  which  fell  all 
who  were  long  in  the  company  of  our  fatal  Darthea 
I  too  applied  for  active  duty,  but  some  influence, 
probably  tliat  of  General  Arnold,  came  in  the  way 
and  kept  me  in  the  city. 

Vet7  soon,  to  my  pleasure,  I  received  a  lett<r 
from  Mr.  Hamilton,  inclosing  my  commission  as 
captain  in  the  Tliird  Regiment  of  the  Pennsylvania 
line,  and  with  it,  not  to  my  pleasure,  an  order  to  re- 
cruit in  and  near  the  city.  Rather  later  the  general 
asked  me,  as  I  was  but  little  occupied,  to  act  as  an 
extra  aide  on  his  staff,  a  position  which  might  have 
been  my  ruin,  as  I  shall  by  and  by  relate.  i 

Ja«^'k's  hurts  turning  out  worse  than  was  antici- 
pated, he  was  of  no  use  m  cjunp,  and  remained  at  home 
to  be  petted  and  fussed  over  by  my  Aunt  Qamor. 
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After  a  month  or  two  he  was  able  to  po  about  with 
liis  ann  in  a  sling,  and  to  be  greatly  noticed  by  the 
Whig  women.  Vei-y  soon  he  was  caught,  like  me, 
in  a  ceaseless  round  of  all  manner  of  gaieties.  He 
shortly  grew  weary  of  it,  and  foil  back  on  his  books 
and  the  society  of  the  many  who  loved  him— above 
all,  that  of  my  aimt  and  Darthea.  For  me  there  was 
no  escape,  as  my  own  dissipations  were  chiefly  those 
of  oflBeial  duty,  and  in  company  with  my  chief. 

Congress  wa.s  still  in  ses.sion,  but  from  it  were  miss- . 
ing  Adams,  Franklin,  Henry,  Jay,  and  Rutledge,  who 
were  elsewhere  filling  posts  of  importance.  It  had 
no  fully  recognised  powers,  and  the  want  of  more 
distinct  union  was  beginning  to  be  sadly  felt.  Had 
not  the  ruiu  of  the  Conway  cabal  and  the  profound 
trust  of  tlie  people  lifted  Washington  into  a  pcsition 
of  authority,  the  fears  and  preilictious  of  men  like 
my  friend  Wilson  would  have  been  ftdly  justified. 
Intrigues,  ruinous  methods  of  finance,  appointments 
given  to  untried  foreign  officers  who  were  mere  ad- 
venturers—all these  and  baser  influences  were  work- 
ing toward  the  ruin  of  our  cause. 

Our  own  city  went  wild  that  winter.  The  Tories 
were  shai-ply  dealt  with  at  first,  bnt,  as  many  of 
them  were  favoured  by  the  general  in  command, 
they  soon  came  back  in  mischievous  numbers.  The 
more  moderate  neutrals  opeuetl  their  doors  to  all 
parties.  The  general  began  to  be  at  ease  in  the 
homes  of  the  proprietary'  set,  and,  buying  the  great 
house  of  Mount  Plensjvnt,  made  court  to  the  lovely 
Margaret  Shippen,  and  was  foremost  in  a  display  of 
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excess  and  luxury  such  as  annoyed  and  troubled 
those  who  saw  him  hand  and  glove  with  the  Tory 
gentlemen,  and  extravagant  beyond  anything  hith- 
erto seen  in  the  quiet  old  city  of  Penn. 

At  this  time  the  Congress  often  sat  with  but  a 
dozen  members.  It  was  no  longer  the  dignified  body 
of  seventy-six.  OflBcers  came  and  went.  Men  like 
Robert  Morris  and  Dr.  Rush  shook  their  heads. 
Clinton  lay  in  New  York,  watched  by  Washington, 
and  in  the  South  there  was  disaster  after  disaster, 
while  even  our  best  men  wearied  of  the  war,  and 
asked  anxiously  how  it  was  to  end. 

Recruiting  in  the  face  of  such  a  state  of  things 
was  slow  indeed.  I  had  little  to  do  but  wait  on  the 
general,  read  to  my  aunt,  ride  with  her  and  Darthea, 
or  shoot  ducks  with  Jack  when  weather  permitted; 
and  so  the  long  winter  wore  on. 

With  Darthea  I  restrained  my  useless  passion,  and 
contented  myself  with  knowing  that  we  were  day  by 
day  becoming  closer  friends.  If  Arthur  wrote  to  her 
or  not,  I  could  not  toll.  She  avoided  mentioning 
him,  and  I  asked  no  questions. 

I  shaU  let  Jack's  diary  tell— at  this  time  it  was 
very  foil— what  chanced  in  midwinter.  Alas,  my 
dear  Jack ! 

"  It  has,"  he  wrote,  "  been  a  season  of  foolish  dis- 
sipation. Wliilc  the  army  suffers  for  everything, 
these  fools  are  dancing  and  gambling,  and  General 

A the  worst  of  all,  which  seems  a  pity  in  bo  good 

a  soldier.     He  is  doing  us  a  mighty  harm. 

"  To-day  has  been  for  me  a  sad  one.    I  shall 
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ever  of  my  folly  with  remorse.  I  set  it  down  as  a 
lesson  to  be  read.  We  had  a  great  sleighing-frolio 
to  Cliveden.  There  were  all  the  Tories,  and  few 
else— the  general  driving  Peggy  Shippen,  and  I  Dar- 
thea.  Mistress  Wynne  would  have  none  of  it.  '  We 
were  no  worse  oflP  under  Howe,'  she  says ; '  Mr.  Arnold 
has  no  sense  and  no  judgment.'  It  is  trne,  I  fear. 
Mrs.  Peniston,  half  froze,  went  along  in  our  old 
sleigh.  We  drove  up  to  the  stone  steps  of  Cliveden 
about  seven  at  night— a  fine  moonlight,  so  that  the 
stone  vases  on  the  roof,  crowned  with  their  carved 
pineapples,  stood  out  against  the  sky.  The  windows 
were  all  aglow,  and  neither  doors  nor  shutters  were 
as  yet  fully  repaired. 

"We  had  a  warm  welcome,  and  stood  about  the 
ample  fires  while  the  ladies  went  merrily  upstairs 
to  leave  their  cloaks.  I  looked  about  me  curi- 
ously, for  there  were  dozens  of  bullet-marks  on  the 
plaster  and  the  woodwork.  It  bad  been  a  gallant 
defence,  and  cleverly  contrived.  Soon  came  down 
the  stairs  a  be^y  of  laughing  girls  to  look,  with 
hushed  voices,  at  the  blood-stains  on  the  floor  and  the 
dents  the  muskets  had  made.  They  did  think  to 
tease  me  by  pi-aisiug  Colonel  Musgrave,  who  had 
commanded  the  British ;  but  I,  not  to  be  outdone, 
declared  him  the  bravest  man  alive.  Darthea  smiled, 
but  stud  nothing,  and  for  that  I  loved  her  better  than 
ever. 

"  Then  we  fell  to  chatting,  and  presently  she  said, 
'Madam  Chew,  Mr.  Wai-der  is  to  show  me  where  the 
troops  lay,  and  Mr.  Wayne's  brigade ;  and  who  will 
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come  ton  f '    There  were  volunteers,  bat  once  outsi 
they  found  it  cold,  and  Dartheu,  saying,  '  We  shall 
be  gone  bat  a  minute/  walked  with  me  around  the 
stone   outboilding    to   northwest.     She    was    v«^H 
thoughtful  and  quiet  this  night,  looking  as  sweet  S^ 
ever  a  woman  could  in  a  gray  fur  coat  against  the 
moon-lit  drifts  of  snow.    '  Over  there,'  I  said, '  across 
the  road,  were  our  poor  little  four-pounders;  and 
yond  yonder  wall  our  chief  held  a  brief  cooucil 
war;  and  just  there  in  the  garden  lay  my  own  men 
and  Hugh,  and  some  Marj-laud  troops,  among 
box  where  we  used  to  play  hide-and-flnd.' 

"  On  this  Darthea  said, '  Let  me  see  the  place,' 
we  walked  down  tlie  garden,  a  gentle  exciteni( 
showing  in  her  ways  and  talk;  and  I— ah  me, 
night ! 

"  '  I  must  see,'  she  said,  '  where  the  dead  lie ; 
the  garden  wall,  is  itT' 

" '  Here,'  said  I—'  ours  and  theirs.' 

" '  In  the  peace  which  is  past  understanding,'  said 
Darthea.  Then,  deep  in  thought,  slie  tamed  from 
the  house  and  into  the  woods  a  little  beyond,  not 
sajing  a  word.  Indeed,  not  a  sound  was  to  be  heard, 
except  the  creak  and  crannch  of  the  dry  snow  wada 
our  feet.  A  few  paces  farther  we  came  to  the  sum- 
mer-house, set  on  circular  stone  steps,  and  big  enough 
to  dine  in.  There  she  stood,  saying,  '  I  cannot  go 
back  yet;  oh,  those  still,  still  dead !  Don't  speak  to 
me— not  for  a  little  while.'  She  stayed  thus,  looking 
up  at  the  great  white  moon,  while  I  stood  by,  and 
none  other  near. 
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** '  I  am  better  now,  Jack^  and  you  will  not  tell  of 
how  foolish  I  was— but— ' 

"  I  said  there  was  some  sweet  folly,  if  she  liked 
BO  to  caU  it,  which  was  better  than  wisdom.  And 
then  how  it  was  I  know  not,  nor  ever  shall.  I  felt 
myself  flush  and  tremble.  It  is  my  foolish  way  when 
iu  danger,  being  by  nature  timid,  and  forced  to  exer- 
cise rule  over  myself  at  such  seasons. 

"  She  said,  '  What  is  it.  Jack  T '  for  so  she  often 
called  me  when  we  were  alone,  although  Hugh  was 
Mr.  WjTine.     The  ways  of  women  are  strange. 

"  I  could  not  help  it,  and  yet  I  knew  Hugh  loved 
her.  I  knew  also  that  she  was  surely  to  marry  Mr. 
Arthur  Wyuue.  I  was  wrong,  but,  God  help  us! 
who  is  not  wrong  at  times  f  I  said :  '  Darthea,  I  love 
you.  If  it  were  to  be  Hugh  I  shoidd  never  say  so.' 
I  cared  nothing  about  the  other  man;  he  hates  my 
Hugh. 

" '  Oh,  Jack,  Jack !  you  hurt  me ! '  Never  was  any- 
thing so  sweet  and  tender.  Her  great  eyes— like 
Madam  Wynne's  that  were— Med  and  ran  over. 
*  Ob,  Jack ! '  she  cried, '  must  I  hurt  you  too,  and  is  it 
my  fault  T  Oh,  my  dear  Jack,  whom  I  love  and 
honour,  I  can't  love  you  this  way.  I  can't— I  can't 
And  I  am  sorry.  I  must  marry  Artluu"  WjTine ;  I 
have  promiwid.  You  men  thiuk  we  women  give  our 
hi;art8  lightly,  and  take  tliem  again,  as  if  they  were 
mere  counters ;  and  I  am  troubled,  Jack,  and  no  one 
knows  it.  I  must  not  talk  of  that.  I  wish  you  would 
all  go  away.  I  can't  miirry  you  all.'  And  she  began 
to  be  agitated,  and  to  laugh  in  a  way  that  seemed  to 
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me  quite  strange  and  out  of  iJaoe ;  bat  Umi  I 

little  about  women. 

"I  could  bat  say:  'Forgive  me;  I  have  bnrt  ytm 
whom  I  love.  I  wiU  never  do  it  more— never.  But, 
dear  Darthea,  yon  will  let  me  love  yon,  because  I  can- 
not help  it,  and  this  will  all  be  as  if  it  had  never  been. 
To  hurt  yon— to  hurt  you  of  all  the  world !  I  had 
no  right  to  ask  you.' 

" '  Don't,'  she  said,  with  a  great  sob,  which  seemed 
to  break  my  heart  ^H 

"'Darthea,'  I  said— 'Darthea,  do  not  marry  thaW 
man !     He  is  cruel ;  he  is  hard ;  be  does  not  love  you 
as  my  Hugh  loves  you.' 

" '  Sir,'  she  said,  with  such  sudden  dignity-  that  I 
was  overcome,  and  fell  back  a  pace,  *  I  am  promised ; 
let  that  suffice.  It  is  cold ;  let  us  go  in.  It  is  cold- 
it  is  cold ! ' 

"I  had  never  seen  her  like  this.    I  said 
tainly ;  I  should  not  have  kept  you.    I  was  thon{ 
less.'    And  as  she  said  nothing  in  reply,  I  went 
her,  ha\'ing  said  my  say  as  I  never  intended,  and 
more  than  was  perhaps  wise.    At  the  door  she  turned 
about,  and,  facing  me,  said  abruptly,  with  h&r  d< 
face  all  of  a  flush: '  Do  not  let  this  trouble  yon. 
am  not  good  enough  to  moke  it  worth  while.     I  ha' 
been  a  foolish  girl,  discontented  with  oar  aim 
ways,  wanting  what  I  have  not     I  have  cried  for 
toys,  and  have  got  them,  and  now  I  don't  care  for 
them ;  but  I  have  promised.     Do  yon  hear, 
have  promised— I  have  promised.' 

"  She  stayed  for  no  answer,  but  went  in.   It 
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to  me  a  singnlar  speech,  and  to  mean  more  than  was 
said.  The  repeating  of  one  phrase  over  and  over 
appeared  meant  to  reinforce  a  doubtful  purpose.  I 
think  she  cares  little  for  Mr.  Ailhur  Wynne,  but 
who  can  say  f    Darthea  is  full  of  surprises. 

"  Can  it  be  that  she  loves  Hugh  and  knows  it  not, 
or  that  she  has  such  a  strong  sense  of  honour  that  it 
is  hai"d  for  her  to  break  Ler  word  T  She  does  not  be- 
lieve this  man  to  be  bad.  That  is  sure.  K  ever  I 
can  make  her  see  him  as  I  see  him,  he  will  hold  her 
not  an  hour.  I  shall  distxrrb  her  life  no  more.  Had 
she  taken  me  to-day,  I  know  not  what  would  have 
come  of  it.  I  am  not  strong  of  will,  like  Hugh. 
God  knows  best.     I  wUI  ask  no  more." 

I  was  an  old  man  when  I,  Hugh  WjTme,  read 
these  pages,  and  I  am  not  ashamed  to  say  they  cost 
me  some  tears. 

So  far  as  I  remember,  neither  Jack  nor  Darthea 
betrayed  by  their  manner  what  I  learned  naught  of 
for  so  many  years.  Neither  did  my  Aunt  Gainor's 
shrewdness  get  any  hint  of  what  passed  at  Cliveden. 
I  recall,  however,  that  Jac^k  became  more  and  more 
eager  to  rejoin  his  regiment,  and  this  he  did  some 
two  weeks  later. 

My  father's  condition  was  such  as  at  times  to 
alarm  me,  and  at  last  I  proposed  to  him  to  see  Dr. 
Rush.  To  my  surprise,  he  consented.  I  say  to  my 
surprise,  for  he  had  a  vast  distrust  of  doctors,  and, 
to  tell  the  truth,  had  never  needed  their  help.  The 
day  after  the  doctor's  visit  I  saw  our  great  physician, 
whom  now  all  the  world  has  learned  to  revere,  and 
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who  was  ever  more  wise  in  matters  of  medicine  than 
in  matters  of  state. 

He  told  me  that  my  father  was  beginning  to  ha^ 
some  failui-e  of  brain  because  of  his  ai-teries  being 
older  than  the  rest  of  him,  which  I  did  not  quite  uom 
prehend.  He  had,  he  said,  losses  of  memory  which 
were  not  constant.  Especially  was  he  affected  wi( 
forgetfulness  as  to  people,  and  for  a  time  mist^X)! 
them,  80  that  for  a  while  he  had  Uiken  Dr.  Rush  for 
his  old  clerk  Mason.  The  doctor  said  it  was  more 
common  to  lai-k  remembrance  of  places.  In  my 
father's  condition  he  might  take  one  man  for  an- 
other, and  to-morrow  be  as  clear  as  to  his  acquain- 
tance as  ever  he  had  been ;  but  that  as  to  business, 
as  was  in  such  cases  rare,  his  mind  continued  to  l>e 
lucid,  except  at  times,  when  his  memory  would  sud- 
denly fail  him  for  a  few  minutes.  The  doctor  saw 
no  remedy  for  his  condition,  and  I  nurution  it  only 
because  my  father's  varying  peculiarities  came  in  a 
measiu-e  U)  aflfect  me  and  others  in  a  way  of  which 
I  shall  have  occasion  to  speak. 

My  sense  of  his  state  did  much  to  make  me  more 
tender  and  more  able  to  endure  the  sad  outbreaks  of 
passion  which  Dr.  Rush  taught  me  were  to  be  looked 
for.  Nor  was  my  aunt  less  troubled  than  I.  Indeed, 
from  this  time  she  showed  as  regarded  my  father 
of  that  gentleness  which  lay  beneath  the  exteri 
roughness  of  her  masculine  nature.  I  observed  that 
she  looked  after  his  house,  paving  him  freque 
visits,  and  in  all  ways  was  solicitous  that  he  sLoulJ 
be  made  comfortable. 
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Near  about  the  1st  of  March  —  I  am  not  quite 
Bure  of  the  date  —  I  was  asked  in  the  absence  of 
Major  Clarkson,  chief  of  the  staff,  to  take  hie  duties 
for  a  few  days.  I  then  saw  how  needlessly  the  general 
was  creating  enmities.  His  worst  foe,  Mr.  Joseph 
Reed,  had  become  in  December  presidentof  the  Coun- 
cil of  State,  and  we  —  I  say  we  —  were  thenceforward 
forever  at  outs  with  the  body  over  which  he  presided. 
When  at  last,  thoroughly  disgusted.  General  Arnold 
was  about  to  resign  from  the  army,  those  unpleasant 
charges  were  made  against  him  which  came  to  little 
or  nothing,  but  which  embittered  a  life  already 
harassed  by  disappointed  ambition  and  want  of 
means,  and  now  also  by  the  need  to  show  a  fair  face  to 
Mr.  Hhippen,  whose  daughter's  hand  he  had  asked. 

General  Arnold's  indifference  as  to  privacy  in  his 
affairs  amazed  me,  and  I  saw  enough  to  make  me 
both  wonder  and  grieve.  The  friend  of  Schuyler  and 
of  WaiTcn,  the  soldier  whom  Washington  at  one  time 
absolutely  trusted,  attached  me  to  him  by  his  kind- 
ness and  lavish  generosity,  and  as  an  officer  he  had 
roy  unbounded  admiration.  Surely  his  place  was  in 
the  field,  and  not  at  the  dinner  tables  of  Tories, 
whose  society,  as  I  have  said,  he  much  affected.  It 
WHS  a  sign  of  weakness  that  he  overesteemed  the 
homage  of  a  merely  gay  and  fashionable  set,  and 
t(H>k  with  avidity  the  dangerous  flattery  of  the  Tory 
ditmes. 

He  was  withal  a  somewhat  coarse  man,  with  a  vast 
amount  of  vanity.  It  was  a  blow  to  his  self -estimate 
when  he  was  unjustly  passed  over  in  the  promotions 
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to  major-general  He  felt  it  deeply,  and  was  at  no 
pains  to  hide  his  disgost.  I  did  not  wonder  that  the 
Shippens  did  all  they  conld  to  break  off  this  strange 
love-affair.  They  failed ;  for  when  a  delicate-minded, 
sensitive,  well-bred  woman  falls  in  love  with  a 
strong,  coarse,  passionate  man,  there  is  no  more  to 
be  said  except,  "  Take  her." 


•^ 


XXIV 


|S  the  spring  came  on  my  father's  condi- 
tion seemed  t«  me  to  grow  worse.  At 
times  he  had  great  gusts  of  passion  or  of 
tetirs,  quite  unlike  liimself ;  for  a  day  he 
would  think  I  was  my  cousin,  and  be 
niuro  afftiutiouate  than  I  had  ever  seen  him.  Once 
or  twice  he  talked  in  a  confused  way  of  our  estate  in 
Wales,  and  so,  what  with  this  and  my  annoyance 
over  the  irregularities  at  our  headquarters,  I  had 
enough  to  trouble  me. 

The  ofBce  duties  were,  as  I  have  said,  not  much  to 
my  taste,  but  I  learned  a  good  deal  which  was  of 
future  use  to  me.  It  was  a  dull  life,  and  but  once 
did  I  come  upon  anything  wortJi  narrating.  This,  in 
fact,  seemed  to  me  at  the  time  of  less  moment  than 
it  grew  to  be  thereafter. 

Neither  I  nor  Major  Clarkfion,  his  chief  of  staff, 
had  all  of  the  general's  coufldeuce.  Men  came  and 
went  now  and  then  with  letters,  or  what  not,  of 
which  naturally  1  learned  nothing.  One— a  lean, 
small  man,  ill  disguised  as  a  Quaker— I  saw  twice. 
The  last  time  he  found  the  general  absent.  I  offered 
to  take  charge  of  a  letter  he  said  he  had,  but  he  de- 
clined, saying  he  would  return,  and  on  this  put  it 
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back  in  his  pocket,  or  tried  tfl ;  for  he  let  it  fall,  and 
in  quick  haste  secun-d  it,  although  not  before  I 
thought  I  had  recognised  Arthur  Wynne's  peculiar 
handwriting.  This  nstounded  me,  as  you  may  inj»- 
giue.  But  how  could  1  dream  of  what  it  meant  T  I 
concluded  at  last  that  I  must  have  been  mistaken, 
and  I  did  not  feel  at  liberty  to  ask  the  general  It 
was  none  of  my  business,  after  all. 

The  fellow— I  had  always  supposed  him  one  of  our 
spies— came  again  in  an  hour,  and  s»iw  the  general 
I  heard  the  man  say,  "  From  Mr.  Anderson,  sir,"  and 
then  the  door  was  closed,  and  the  matter  passed  from 
my  mind  for  many  a  day. 

Jack  very  soon  after  left  us,  and  Darthea  became 
more  and  more  reserved,  and  unlike  her  merry, 
changeful  self. 

On  March  25,  79, 1  came  in  late  in  the  aftemo«n_ 
and  sat  down  to  read.    My  father,  seated  at  the  tab! 
was  tying  up  or  untying  bundles  of  old  paper 
Looking  up,  he  said  abraptly,  "  Your  cousin  has  1 
here  to-day."    It  was  said  so  natundly  as  for  a 
ment  to  surprise   me.     I  made  no  reply.     A  fo 
minutes  later  he  looked  up  again. 

"Arthur,  Ailhiir— " 

I  turned  from  a  book  on  tactics  issned  by 
Steuben.     "  I  am  not  Arthur,  father." 

He  took  no  notice  of  this,  but  went  on  to  say  1 
I  ought  tx)  have  come  long  ago.    And  what  would ' 
do  with  it  T 

I  asked  what  he  meant  by  it,  and  if  I  could  help 
him  with  his  papers. 
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No,  no ;  he  needed  no  help.  Did  I  ever  hear  from 
Wyneote,  and  how  was  William  1  I  made  siire  he 
had  once  again  taken  me  for  my  cousin.  I  found  it 
was  vain  to  insist  upon  my  being  his  son.  For  a 
moment  he  would  seem  puzzled,  and  would  then  call 
me  Arthur.  At  last,  when  he  became  vexed,  and  said 
augi'ily  that  I  was  behaving  worse  than  Hugh,  I  re- 
called Dr.  Rush's  advice,  and  humouring  his  delusion, 
said,  "  Uncle,  let  me  help  you."  Meanwhile  ho  was 
fumbling  nervously  at  the  papers,  tjing  and  untj-iug 
the  same  bundle,  which  seemed  to  be  chiefly  old  bills 
and  invoices. 

"  Here  it  is,"  he  went  on.  "  Take  it,  and  have  a 
care  that  thou  hast  it  duly  considered  by  James  Wil- 
son, or  another  as  good.    Then  we  will  see." 

"What  is  it,  uncle t"  I  returned. 

He  said  it  was  the  reconveyance  of  Wyneote  to  my 
grandfather ;  and  witli  entirely  clear  language,  and 
no  fault  of  thought  that  I  could  observe,  he  stated 
that  at  need  he  would  execute  a  proper  title  to  God- 
frey, the  present  man. 

I  was  struck  dumb  with  astonishment  and  pity. 
Here  was  a  man  acting  within  a  world  of  delusion  as 
to  who  I  was,  and  with  as  much  competence  as  ever 
in  his  best  days.  I  did  not  know  what  to  say,  nor 
even  what  tx>  do.  At  last  I  ros.e,  and  put  the  old 
yellow  parchment  in  my  coat  pocket,  saying  I  was 
greatly  obliged  by  his  kindness. 

Then,  liis  business  luibits  acting  as  was  their  wont, 
he  said,  "  But  it  will  be  proper  for  thee  to  give  me  a 
receipt" 
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I  said  it  was  not  needed,  bnt  he  insisted ;  and  at 
this  I  was  pozzled.     I  did  not  want  the  de««l,  still  leas 
did  I  want  it  to  pass  into  Arthor's  hands.     I 
"  Very  good,  sir,"  and  sitting  down  again,  wrote  i 
receipt,  and,  calmly  signing  my  own  name,  gave 
to  him.    He  did  not  look  at  it,  but  folded  and  in" 
dorsed  it,  and  threw  it  into  the  little  red  leather 
trank  on  the  table. 

I  went  away  to  my  aunt's  without  more  delay,  a 
much-astounded  man.     The  good  lady  was  no  les^_ 
astonished.    We  read  the  deed  over  with  care,  bi^| 
its  legal  turns  and  its  great  length  puzzled  us  both, 
and  at  last  my  aunt  said : 

"Let  me  keep  it,  Hugh.  It  is  a  qneer  tangle. 
Just  now  we  can  do  nothing,  and  later  we  shall  see. 
There  will  be  needed  some  wiser  legal  head  than 
mine  or  yours,  and  what  wiU  come  of  it  who  can 
say  T  At  all  events,  Mr.  Arthur  has  it  not^  and  in 
your  father's  condition  he  himself  will  hardly  be  able 
to  make  a  competent  conveyance.  Indeed,  I  think  he 
wUl  forget  the  whole  business.  I  presume  Master 
WjTine  is  not  likely  to  return  in  a  liurry." 

In  the  beginning  of  April  General  Arnold  married 
our  beautiful  Margaret  Shippen,  and  took  her  to  the 
new  home,  Mount  Plea.sant,  above  the  shaded  waters 
of  the  qniet  Schuylkill.  Tea-parties  and  ponch- 
drinking  followed,  as  was  the  custom. 

Mr.  Arnold,  as  my  aunt  called  him,  after  a  fashion 
learned  in  London,  and  also  common  in  the  colonies, 
gave  his  bride  Mount  Pleasant  as  a  dowry,  and  noc 
knew — not  even  the  fair  Mai-garet — that  it  was  hoL 
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lessly  mortgaged.  Hither  came  guests  in  scores  for 
a  week  after  the  marriage  to  driiik  tea  with  matiain, 
the  men  taking  puncli  upstairs  with  the  groom,  while 
the  women  waited  below,  and  Lad  cakes  and  gossip, 
in  whieh  this  winter  was  rich  enough  to  satisfy  those 
of  all  parties. 

It  was  a  year  of  defeat,  and  ngain  the  weaker  folk, 
like  Joseph  Warder  and  some  much  better  known,— I 
mention  no  names,  — were  talking  of  terms,  or,  by 
their  firesides  with  a  jug  of  Hollands,  were  criticising 
our  leader,  and  asking  why  he  did  not  move.  Mean- 
while the  army  was  as  ill  oflf  as  ever  it  had  been  since 
the  camping  at  Valley  Forge,  while  the  air  here  in 
the  city  was  full  of  vague  nimoiirs  of  defection  and 
what  not.  I  was  of  necessity  caught  in  the  vortex  of 
gaiety  which  my  chief  loved  and  did  much  to  keep 
up.  He  liked  to  see  his  aides  at  his  table,  and  used 
them  as  a  part  of  the  excessive  state  we  thought  at 
this  time  most  unseemly. 

I  remember  weU  an  afternoon  in  April  of  this 
year,  when,  the  spring  being  early,  all  manner  of 
green  things  were  peeping  forth,  while  I  walked  to 
and  fro  in  the  hall  at  Mount  Pleasant,  that  I  might 
receive  tliose  who  called  and  excuse  the  absence  of 
the  host.  I  wandered  out,  for  as  yet  none  came  to 
call.  The  air  was  soft  like  summer,  and,  sweeter 
than  birds  overhead  or  the  fragrant  arbutus  on  the 
upland  slopes,  came  Darthea  in  virgin  white,  and  a 
great  hat  tied  under  her  chin  witli  long  breadths  of 
blue  ribbon.  My  annt  walked  with  her  from  her 
coach,  and  close  after  them  came  a  laughing  throng 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker 

of  men  and  women,  for  the  most  part  of  the  go 
Dor's  set.  Tliere  was  bad  news  from  the  Soatli,  wi 
was  by  no  means  unwelcome  to  these  pi«ople,  if  I 
might  judge  from  their  comments.  My  aimt  walked 
with  them  in  silent  wrath,  and  after  I  had  met  them 
at  the  door,  tui-ned  aside  with  me  and  bade  me  go 
Mrith  her  on  the  lawn,  where  the  grass  was  already 
green. 

"  I  have  held  my  tongue,"  she  said.  "  These  i>eople 
have  neither  manners  nor  heart*.  I  told  Mr.  Shippen 
as  much.  And  where  does  your  general  get  all  his 
money  T  It  is  vulgar,  tins  waste.  Look !  "  she  said ; 
"  look  there !  It  is  well  to  feed  the  poor  after 
wedding ;  I  like  the  old  custom ;  but  this  is  m^ 
ostentation."  It  Was  true;  there  was  a  crowd 
the  neighbouring  farm  people  about  the  detacb< 
kitchen,  eager  for  the  food  and  'mm  which  I  saw 
given  daily  in  absurd  profusion.  My  Aunt  Gainer 
shook  her  head. 

"  It  will  turn  out  badly,  Hugh.  This  comes  of  s 
woman  marrjiug  beneath  her.  The  man  may  be 
a  good  soldier,— oh,  no  doubt  he  is,— but  he  is  not  a 
gentleman.  You  must  get  away,  Hugh."  Indivd. 
I  much  desired  to  do  so,  but  until  now  had  been 
tained,  despite  repeated  applications  to  my  chief. 

My  aunt  said  no  more,  but  went  into  the  hoi 
leaving  me  to  await  the  coming  of  the  many  gueste, 
men  and  women,  gentlemen  of  the  Congress,  witL 
officers  in  uuifonu,  who  flocked  to  this  too  hospitAble 
mansion.  I  hiwl  just  heard  from  Jack,  and  the  con- 
trast shown  by  his  account  of  the  want  of  arms, 
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clothing,  and  food  seemed  to  me  most  sad  when  I  re- 
tlected  upon  the  extravagance  and  useless  excess  I 
hud  seen  throughout  the  winter  now  at  an  end.  I 
did  not  wonder  at  my  aunt's  anger.  Her  fears  were 
but  the  vague  anticipations  of  a  wise  old  woman 
who  had  seen  the  world  and  used  good  eyes  and  a 
sagacious  hrain.  How  littJe  did  she  or  I  dream  of 
the  tragedy  of  dishonour  into  which  the  mad  waste, 
the  growing  debts,  the  bitterness  of  an  insulted  and 
ambitious  spirit,  were  to  lead  the  host  of  this  gay 
house ! 

As  I  turned  in  my  walk  I  saw  the  general  dis- 
mount, and  went  to  meet  him.  He  said:  "I  shall 
want  you  at  nine  to-night  at  my  quarters  in  town— 
an  errand  of  moment  into  the  Jerseys.  You  must 
leave  early  to-morrow.     Are  you  well  horsed T" 

I  said  yes,  and  was,  in  fact,  glad  of  any  more  ac- 
tive life.  Before  nine  that  night  I  went  to  head- 
quarters, and  found  a  number  of  invitations  to  dine 
or  sup.  It  may  amuse  those  for  whom  I  write  to 
know  that  nearly  all  were  writ  on  the  white  backs 
of  plajing-canls ;  but  one  from  Madam  Arnold  was 
printed.  I  sat  down,  facing  the  open  doorway  into 
the  general's  room,  and  began  to  write  refusals,  not 
knowing  liow  long  I  might  be  absent. 

Presently  looking  up,  I  saw  the  general  at  his 
desk.  I  had  not  heai-d  him  enter.  Two  candles  were 
in  front  of  him.  He  was  sitting  with  his  cheeks  rest- 
ing on  his  hands  and  his  elbows  on  the  desk,  facing 
mc,  and  so  deep  in  tlionght  that  I  did  not  think  fit  to 
interrupt  him.    His  large,  ruddy  features  now  were 
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pale  and  sombre,  and  twice  I  saw  him  use  bis  kerchief 
to  mop  his  brow  as  if  it  were  moist  from  overbeating. 

At  last  he  called  me,  and  I  went  in.  His  forehead 
and  the  powdered  hair  about  it  were  in  fact  wet,  like 
tliose  of  a  man  who  is  coming  out  of  an  a^e.  In- 
d<»etl,  he  looked  so  iU  that  I  ventured  to  ask  after  his 
health.  He  rcphed  that  he  was  well.  That  infamous 
court-martial  business  aunoyed  him,  and  as  to  Mr. 
Beed,  if  there  were  any  fight  in  the  man,  he  would 
have  him  out  and  get  done  with  him — which  seemed^ 
imprudent  talk,  to  say  no  more.  ^M 

"Captain  Wynne,"  he  went  on,  "early  to-morrow 
you  will  rido  tlirough  Bristol  to  the  ferry  below 
Trenton.  Cross  and  proceed  with  all  haste  to  South 
Amboy.  At  the  Lamb  Tavern  you  will  meet  an 
oflflcer  from  Sir  Henrj'  Clinton.  Deliver  to  him  this 
despatch  in  regard  to  exchange  of  prisoners.  He 
may  or  may  not  have  a  letter  for  yon  to  bring  back. 
In  this  package  are  passes  from  me,  and  one  from 
Sir  Henry  Clinton,  in  case  you  meet  with  any  Tory 
parties." 

"I  shall  be  sure  to  meet  them  in  west  Jersey. 
Pardon  me,  sir,  bTit  would  it  not  be  easier  to  pass 
tlirough  our  own  liues  in  the  middle  Jerseys  t" 

"  You  have  your  orders,  Mr.  Wynne,"  he  replie 
severely. 

I  l)owed. 

Then  he  seemed  to  hesitate,  and  I  stood  waiting 
his  will.  "  The  despatch,"  ho  said,  "  is  open  in  case 
it  becomes  needfiU  to  show  it  Perhaps  you  had 
better  read  iL" 
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This  aoTinded  imiisiial,  but  1  opened  it,  and  read 
to  the  effect  that  the  exchanges  would  go  on  if  Sir 
Henry  did  not  see  fit  to  alter  his  former  proposal,  but 
that  some  time  might  elapse  before  the  lists  on  our 
side  were  made  out.  ''  The  oflBcer  charged  with  this 
letter  will  be  imable  to  give  any  further  information, 
as  he  has  no  powers  to  act  for  me. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be 

"  Your  obedient,  humble  servant, 
"  Be»iedict  Arnold, 
"  Miijor-Oeneral  in  command  of 
Philadelphia  and  the  icestem  Jerseys." 

I  looked  op.     "Is  that  all T" 

"  Not  quite.  If  it  chance  that  no  ofiflcer  appears  to 
meet  you  at  Amboy,  you  will  return  at  once." 

Very  glad  of  relief  from  tlie  routine  of  rather  dis- 
tasteful duties,  I  rode  away  at  dawn  the  next  day  up 
the  Bnstol  road.  I  was  stopped,  as  I  supposed  I 
should  be,  by  a  small  band  of  Tory  partisans,  but 
aft«r  exlubiting  my  British  pass  I  was  permitted  to 
proceed.  Between  Trenton  and  Amboy  I  met  a  party 
of  our  own  horse,  and  had  some  trouble  until  I 
allowed  their  leader,  a  stupid  lout,  to  read  my  open 
despatch,  when  he  seemed  satisfied,  and  sent  on  two 
troopers  with  me,  whom  I  left  near  Amboy. 

At  the  inn  I  waited  a  daj',  when  a  ketch  appeared, 
and  an  oflQcer,  stepping  ashore,  came  up  from  the 
beach  to  meet  me.  I  saw,  as  he  drew  near,  that  it 
was  Arthur  Wynne. 

"  Glad  to  see  you,"  he  cried,  in  a  quite  hearty  way. 
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"  It  is  an  tmexpected  pleasure.  Aiidr6  was  to 
come,  but  he  is  ill.  He  desires  his  regards  and 
ticular  compliments." 

Was  I  always  to  meet  this  man  when  I  was  so 
hampered  that  to  have  my  will  of  him  was  out  of  the 
question  f  I  said  the  meeting  could  not  be  unex- 
pected, or  how  could  Andre  have  known  t  At  this  I 
saw  him  look  a  bit  queer,  and  I  went  on  to  add  that 
the  pleasure  was  all  on  his  side. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  he  returned. 

Not  caring  to  hear  further,  I  said  abruptly 
us  proceed  to  business.     Here  is  a  despatdi  for  Sir 
Henry.    Have  you  any  letter  for  me  t " 

"  None,"  he  replied. 

"  Then  I  am  free  to  go." 

"Pardon  me;  not  yet,"  he  said.    "I  beg  that  for 
once  you  will  hear  what  I  in  person  have  to  say, 
have  been  greatly  misrepresented." 

"Indeed!" 

"  Yes.    Pray  be  patient.    I  meant  to  write  to 
but  that  has  been  difQcult,  as  you  know."  . 

"Of  course.    And  what  have  you  to  say,  sirf '  ^H 

"You  have  misunderstood  me.  There  have  bee^^ 
reasons  of  difference  between  us  which,  I  am  happy 
to  say,  are  at  an  end  for  me."  He  meant  as  \a 
Dartliea.  "  I  made  a  mistake  in  the  prison  such  as 
any  man  might  have  made.  I  have  been  sorry  ever 
since.  I  made  an  effort  to  arrest  you  in  the  ga^en; 
I  did  my  duty,  and  was  glad  you  escaped.  If  yon 
are  not  satisfied,  a  time  may  come  when  I  can  put  my- 
self at  your  disposal.    Our  present  serxace  and  our 
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rcIatioTiship  make  me  hope  that  yon  may  never 
desire  it." 

He  was  qmet,  cool,  and  perfectly  master  of  himself. 
It  did  not  suit  him  to  have  a  break  with  me,  and  1 
well  knew  why.  It  would  end  all  chance  of  his  future 
intercourse  with  my  fatJier,  and  why  he  did  not  wish 
this  to  happen  I  now  knew  pretty  well. 

I  said,  "  Mr.  Wynne,  the  arrest  is  a  smaU  matter. 
Thanks  to  Miss  Peniston  and  to  Major  Andrt,  it 
came  to  nothing."  At  my  use  of  Darthea's  name  I 
saw  him  frown,  and  I  went  on : 

"You  have  lied  about  the  prison,  air,  If  Mr. 
Delaney,  who  heard  you  ask  my  name,  were  here,  I 
should  long  ago  have  exposed  you  and  your  conduct 
to  all  who  cared  to  hear.  You  were  shrewd  enough 
to  provide  against  the  possibility  of  my  telling  my 
own  story.  I  can  only  hope,  at  no  distant  day,  to 
have  the  means  of  unmasking  a  man  who- -why,  I 
know  not— has  made  himself  my  enemy.  Then,  sir, 
and  always  I  shall  hope  to  ask  of  you  another  form 
of  satisfaction." 

"  Cousin  Hugh,"  he  returned,  "  I  shall  be  able  to 
prove  to  you  and  to  Mr.  Delaney,  when  he  can  be 
found,  that  you  are  both  mistaken.  I  trust  that  you 
will  not  for  so  slight  a  reason  see  fit  to  disturb  my 
pleasant  relations  with  your  father."  They  were,  I 
thought,  profitable  as  well  as  pleasant. 

"  I  shall  use  my  judgment,"  said  I. 

"  I  am  sorry.  I  hoped  for  a  more  agreeable  end- 
ing to  our  talk.  Good-evening."  And  he  walked 
away. 
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Before  nightfall  of  the  day  after  I  was  agam 
home,  and  had  made  nij  report,  little  dreaming  of  I 
innocent  part  I  had  played  in  a  sorrowful  drama,  nor 
how  great  was  the  risk  I  had  mn.  Concerning  thk 
I  was  not  made  clear  for  many  a  day.  I  had  earned 
a  letter  which  was  not  what  it  seemed  to  be,  bat  ww 
really  a  means  of  satisfying  Clinton  that  Arnold  in- 
tended to  betray  ns,  and  had  accepted  his  terms.  Had 
this  been  known  when  the  great  treaeon  came.  I 
ahould  no  donbt  have  got  into  serious  diffiealties.  Tiie 
unreasoning  storm  of  anger  which  followed  Genenl 
Arnold's  treachery  spfued  no  one  who  was  in  any 
way  involved,  and  no  appearanee  of  innoeeiwe  would 
have  saved  even  so  loyal  and  UamdesB  a  tiniMtfrm 
I  from  certain  disgrao& 

I  have  at  times  wondered  that  a  man  to  ( 
seeming  so  kindly  and  so  plainly  attadked  to  : 
Arnold  aj^tarently  was  should  have  used  me  for  such 
an  errand ;  but  he  who  eonld  value  l^litiy  the  rcapBet 
and  f^endship  of  Washington  and  Sdhnjier  nuy 
have  had  few  scruples  as  to  the  perils  to  wfaidi  1» 
mi^it  expose  a  simple  officer  like  myself.  Whobon 
his  later  misaves  no  one  knows.  I  have  acrrtr 
thooght,  aa  amne  do,  that  any  Eve  was  acdve  in  tfe 
tan^tetaon  which  led  to  the  dark  treaeheiy  of  tfe 
wddfi  hour  of  that  weary  war.  Arnold^  fint 
downward  step  was  taken  moatiia  befiora  he 
Margarel  Shippea,  w  Sir  Bmrj  Ointo^ 
hara  now  Boat  deaily  sbowa. 

Of  my  peraonal  ragrat  aa  to  AnolA  ^ggiat*  I 
haTaaaidfittfeintheaapage^andaba&Gaybot  littk 
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more.  His  generosity  may  have  been  but  a  part  of 
his  lavishness  in  all  directions ;  but  this  was  he  who 
for  years  cared  liberally  for  the  destitute  children  of 
his  friend  Warren  after  his  death  at  Bunker  Hill ; 
and  this  was  ho  who,  as  Schujder  has  told  me,  saved 
the  life  of  the  soldier  who  had  just  shot  him  on  the 
field  at  Saratoga.  Surely  the  good  and  the  bad  are 
wonderfully  mingled  in  our  humanity ! 

Elarly  in  June  of  '79,  and  after  repeated  request* 
on  my  part  to  rejoin  my  regiment,  I  received  orders 
to  report  to  the  colonel  in  command  of  the  Third 
Pennsylvania  foot,  then  Ijing  at  Raniapo,  New 
York.  I  took  leave  of  my  people,  and,  alasl  of 
Darthea,  and  set  out  with  a  number  of  recruits.  I 
was  glad  indeed  to  be  away.  Darthea  was  clearly 
unhappy,  and  no  longer  the  gay  enchantress  of  un- 
nxmibered  moods ;  neither  did  my  home  life  offer  me 
comfort  or  affection. 

If,  however,  I  looked  for  activity  in  the  army,  I 
was  greatly  mistaken.  Sir  Henry  held  New  York ; 
our  own  people  had  the  Jerseys.  A  great  chain  of 
forts  limited  the  movements  of  the  British  on  the 
Hudson.  Our  general  seemed  to  me  to  have  a 
paralysing  influence  on  whatever  British  commander 
was  matched  against  him.  As  it  had  been  witli  Gage 
in  Boston  and  with  Howe  in  Phila<lelphia,  so  was  it 
now  with  Clinton  in  New  York.  From  Danbury  in 
Connecticut  to  Ellizabeth  in  New  Jersey,  a  thin  line 
watched  the  pent-up  enemy,  who  to  seaward  was 
guarded  by  a  great  fleet.  North  of  the  Potomac  he 
held  New  York  alone,  but  on  the  frontier  a  savage 
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oootoet  nged.  and  in  the  South  the  war  erervirbae 
went  against  ns. 

Oeeasional  ekimushes,  incessant  drill,  and  a  lifiB 
of  expedients  to  shelter,  clothe,  and  feed  mv 
filled  the  tedioas  winter  of  79  and  '80,  but  affoidsi 
nothing  of  interest  to  add  to  the  story  of  my  life. 
Angnst  Gf'ncml  Arnold  passed  throogfa  onr  forccsl 
take  eommand  of  the  foits  at  West  Point,  having  < 
cUned  a  eomnumd  in  the  field  on  anwant,  as  he  said, 
of  oontinned  suffering  from  his  wounded  1^.  I  fesr 
it  was  a  mere  pretence. 

We  were  lying  about  Hiddlebrook.  New  Jersejr, 
when,  a  few  days  later,  ColoDel  Alexander  HanuKoa 
earae  to  my  quarters,  evidently  much  amosed.  He 
said  the  videttes  had  esptured  a  batch  of  letters, 
moslly  of  no  moment,  but  some  too  mischievous  to 
be  let  to  pass. 

"Here,"  he  said,  "is  one  which  conoerns  yoo, 
Wynne.  Toa  need  have  no  scruple  as  to  the  read- 
ing of  it.  It  has  much  entertained  the  mess  of  the 
headquarters  guard.* 

He  sat  down  with  Jack  and  a  pipe  to  keep  off  the 
Tory  moeqnitos,  while  I  fell  to  raiding  the  letto-. 
The  same  buzzing  Tories  were  bu^  about  me  also 
with  boirle  and  beak,  but  when,  as  I  ^anced  at  th« 
letter,  I  caught  Darthea*s  name  on  the  second  page. 
I  forgot  them  and  hesitated.  "Still,"  thought  I 
"others  have  read  it,  and  it  may  be  weQ  that  I 
dioald  do  sa"  It  was  no  longer  private,  I  went  i 
to  learn  what  it  said.  It  was  from  Miss  Franks  i 
New  York  to  some  young  wvMuan  of  her  set 
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own  city,  but  to  whom  was  not  deer,  as  an  outer 
cover  seemed  to  liave  been  lost  or  cast  away. 

"  My  dear  Pussy,"  it  began :  "  I  hope  you  will 
get  this  despite  the  rebels,  else  you  wiU  lose  much 
that  is  useful  in  the  warfare  with  our  dear  enemy, 
the  unfair  sex."  After  this  was  an  amusing  record 
of  the  latest  modes  and  much  about  gowns,  pin- 
cushion hoops,  and  face-patches.  "  Also  the  gentle- 
men of  New  York  wear  two  watches,  which  with  you 
is  not  considered  genteel,  and  the  admiral  has  intro- 
duced the  faskion  of  dining  by  candle-light  at  four. 
It  is  very  becoming,  I  do  assure  you. 

"  How  is  the  pretty  boy-captain  T  Does  he  still 
blnsh  t "  This  was  clearly  Jack,  but  who  was  Pussy  t 
"And  Mr.  Wynne— not  Darthoa's  Mr.  Wynne,  but 
the  pen'erted  Quaker  with  the  blue  eyes  T "  It  was 
plain  who  this  was. 

"  Darthea's  captain— but  I  must  not  tell  tales  out 
of  school;— indeed  he  needs  to  be  dealt  with.  Tell 
the  witch  if  she  will  stay  among  the  R.  R.'s— which 
is  what  we  call  them— Ragged  Rebels  it  is— she 
must  look  to  suffer.  I  am  not  as  sure  she  does.  Oh, 
these  men.'     Between  us,  there  is  a  certain  Olivia 

L who  is  great  friends  with  Mr.  Wynne.     She 

hath  a  winning  air  of  artless  youth.  I  am  pleased  to 
hear  from  mif  colonel,  wliom  you  must  soon  know, 
that  we  shall  soon  be  with  you  in  our  dear  Philadel- 
phia, and  Mr.  G.  W.  hoeing  tobacco,  or  worse,  poor 
man.     Dear  me !  I  have  quite  lost  my  way,  and  must 


look  back. 


'  I  can  fancy  Darthea  weeping.    She  hath  small 
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need.  It  is  my  way  to  love  to  tease  whom  I  love,  and 
the  more  I  do  love  the  more  I  do  love  to  tease.  I  cau- 
not  believe  any  would  be  false  to  Darthe&  nor 
is  he,  I  am  sore ;  but  thou  dost  know  (as  Mistress 
Wynne's  Captain  Blushes  would  word  it.  'Thou' 
and '  thee '  ore  sweet  I  would  I  had  a  Quaker  lover^ 
— thou  dost  know  that  the  she  who  is  here  is  alway 
more  dangero\is  than  the  she  who  is  there.  That  is 
Darthea,  dear. 

"  I  forgot  to  say  stays  is  wore  looser,  which  is  a 
mercy;  also  the  garters  must  be  one  red  and  one 
blue." 

When,  amused,  I  read  a  bit  to  Jack,  he  declared 
we  ought  to  read  no  more,  and  if  he  had  been  of  the 
mess  which  did  read  it,  he  would  have  had  reason  out 
of  some  one.  Indeed,  he  was  angry-red,  and  begin- 
ning to  twitch  in  his  queer  way,  so  that  I  feared  he 
would  bring  about  a  quarrel  with  Mr.  Hamilton, 
who  knew  neither  woman  and  was  still  shaking  with 
laughter.  ^M 

I  liked  it  no  better  than  Jack  did,  but  ho  had  sai^' 
enough,  and  I  shook  my  head  at  Hamilton  as  I  lay 
on  the  floor  of  the  hut  behind  Jack.    Mr.  Hamilton 
who  was  a  very  model  of  good  breeding,  and  despitj 
his  vivacity  never  forgot  what  was  due  to  others,  i 
at  once :  "  I  ask  pardon,  Mr.  Warder.    I  did  not  kna 
either  of  the  Imlie.s  was  known  to  you.     Had  I 
aware,  no  one  should  have  read  the  letter." 

Then  Jack  said  be  had  been  hasty,  and  hoped  Mr. 
Hamilton  would  excuse  him. 

"  There  is  nothing  to  excuse,  Mr.  Warder  j  bat  I 
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must  tell  you  the  rest,  for  it  much  delighted  his  Ex- 
cellency. It  is  but  a  madcap  account  of  how  Miss 
Franks  tied  our  own  colours  all  over  Mr.  Andres 
black  poodle,  and  lot  liim  loose  at  a  ball  the  De 
Lanceys  had  in  honour  of  Sir  Henry  Clinton.  Our 
Excolleucy  says  it  is  a  pity  we  had  not  captured  the 
fair  widter.  That  is  as  near  to  a  jest  as  he  ever 
comes,  but  he  can  enjoy  our  staff  nonsense  for  all 
his  gravity.  I  leave  you  the  letter;  you  may  like 
some  day  to  deliver  it.  I  hope  we  shall  move  soon. 
This  camp  life  is  devilish  dull.  And  here  is  the 
British  mouse  in  a  hole  aud  won't  come  out,  and  our 
serious  old  cat  a-watching.  Lord,  the  patience  of  the 
man !  Come  over  and  see  us  soon,  Mr.  Warder,  and 
you  too,  Wynne." 

"I  wish  Miss  Dartliea  had  the  letter.  But  she 
never  can  have  it  now,"  said  I. 

"  Hardly,"  says  Jack,  blushing  sweetly.  I  think 
the  garters  were  on  liis  mind. 

Eai'ly  in  August  Jack's  command  was  sent  to  join 
the  army  on  the  Hudson,  and,  as  I  learned  later,  was 
camped  witli  the  Itidk  of  our  forces  about  the  former 
seat  of  the  Tappan  Indians,  among  the  old  Dutch 
farms.  These  changes  of  troops  from  place  to  place 
were  most  perplexing  to  us,  who  did  not  comprehend 
the  game,  and  were  now  at  Hartfoni,  and  a  month 
later  at  Elizabeth  in  the  Jerseys.  My  own  regiment 
had  seen  little  service  beyond  the  Jersey  line,  and  was 
willing  enough  to  get  out  of  reach  of  those  summer 
pests,  the  mosquitos.    We  were  soon  gratified. 


the  20th  of  September  I  was  desired  by 
my  colonel  to  conduct  two  compaiiiny 
from  Newark,  where  we  lay,  tJirough  to^^ 
gap  at  Ramapo,  New  York,  to  the  main 
army,  which  at  this  date  was  camped,  as 
I  have  said,  about  Tappan.  Being  stout  and  well,  I 
was  glad  to  move,  and  glad  of  a  chance  to  see  the 
great  river  Hudson.  We  were  assigned  camp-ground 
back  from  the  river,  on  a  hill  slope,  in  a  long-settled 
country,  where  since  early  in  the  seventeenth  century 
the  Dutch  had  possessed  the  land.  Having  no  tents, 
on  arriving  we  set  to  work  at  the  old  bnsiness  of  hnt- 
building,  so  that  it  was  not  until  the  26th  of  Septem- 
ber that  I  had  an  idle  hour  in  which  to  look  up  Jack, 
who  lay  somewhere  between  Tappan  and  the  river 
It  was,  as  usual,  a  joyous  meeting,  and  we  never 
did  less  lack  for  talk.  Jack  told  me  that  be 
ordered  on  an  unfjle^Jsant  bit  of  business,  and  asl 
if  I  could  not  get  leave  to  go  witli  him.  Orders  were 
come  from  West  Point  to  seize  and  destroy  all 
periaguas,  canoes,  and  boats  in  the  possession  of  the 
few  and  often  doubtfully  loyal  people  between  us 
and  King's  Ferry.    He  had  for  this  duty  two  sail- 
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rigged  dories  with  slide-keels,  and  would  take  two 
soldiers  in  each. 

Upon  his  representing  my  skill  as  a  sailor,  and  the 
need  for  two  oflBcers,  I  was  allowed  to  turn  over  my 
command  to  the  junior  captain  and  to  join  Jack. 

We  set  off  on  the  27th  of  September  with  prov- 
ender and  two  small  tents,  and  went  away  up  the 
river  with  a  flue  wiud.  The  water  was  a  dull  gray, 
and  the  heavens  clouded.  The  far  shore  of  Dobb's 
Ferry  and  Tarrjlown  was  already  gaily  tinted  with 
the  hues  of  the  autumn,  and  to  south  the  bleak  gray 
lines  of  the  Palisades  below  Sneedon's  Landing  lay 
sombre  and  st«rn  under  a  sunless  sky.  One  of  my 
men  was  a  good  sailor,  and  I  was  thus  enabled  to 
spend  most  of  the  day  in  Jack's  boat. 

I  mention  all  these  details  because  of  a  curious 
coincidence.  I  said  to  Jack— I  was  steering— that  I 
had  had  since  dawn  a  feeling  that  some  calamity 
was  about  to  happen.  Now  this  was,  as  I  recall  it, 
a  notion  quite  new  to  me,  and  far  more  like  Jack 
himself.  He  laughed  and  said  it  was  the  east  wind. 
Then  after  a  pause  he  added :  "  I  was  trying  to  recall 
something  I  once  heard,  and  now  I  have  it.  This 
waiting  for  an  idea  is  like  fishing  in  the  deep  waters 
of  the  mind :  sometimes  one  gets  only  a  nibble,  and 
sometimes  a  bite ;  but  I  have  my  fish.  It  was  Dr. 
Rush  who  told  me  that  the  liver  was  the  mother  of 
ghosts  and  presentiments.  When  I  told  him  I  was 
afflicted  with  these  latter,  he  put  on  his  glasses, 
looked  at  me,  and  said  I  was  of  a  presentimental 
temperameat," 
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"And  he  was  right,"  said  I,  laughing.  Then  Jac^H 
declared  the  weather  was  sorry  enough  fo  a<?coa^H 
for  my  notion.  I  made  answer,  as  I  remember,  that 
I  was  not  subject  to  the  rule  of  the  weather-cock, 
like  some  fellows  I  knew,  nor  to  thinking  I  was 
going  to  be  shot  This  shut  up  Jack  for  a  while,  and 
we  got  off  on  to  our  own  wise  plans  for  capturing 
Sir  Henry  and  all  his  host. 

At  last  we  ran  ashore  at  a  settled  point  called 
Nyack,  and  thence  we  went  to  and  fro  wherever  we     j 
saw  the  smoke  of  men's  homes.     We  broke  np  or     \ 
burned  many  boats  and  dugouts,  amid  the  lamenta- 
tions of  their  owners,  because  with  the  aid  of  th 
they  were  enabled  to  take  fish,  and  were  ill  off 
other  diet.    We  had  an  ugly  task,  and  conld  01 
regret  the  sad  but  inexorable  necessities  of  war. 

We  camped  ten  miles  above  Tappan,  and  next 
day,  near  to  dusk,  got  as  far  as  King's  Landing, 
having  pretty  thoroughly  attended  to  our  nngradoiis 
task. 

As  the  tall  promontory  of  Stony  Point  rose  before 
us,  dim  in  the  evening  hght,  we  talked  of  Wayne's 
gallant  storming  of  this  formidable  fort,  and  of  his 
affection  for  the  bayonet,  which,  he  said,  was  to  be 
preferred  to  the  musket  because  it  was  always  loaded 

"We  of  our  State  had  most  of  that  glory,"  said 
Jack ;  "  and  all  our  best  generals,  save  the  great  chief, 
are  men  of  the  North,"  which  was  true  and  strange 

We  had  at  this  place  a  strong  force  of  horse  ami 
foot,  and  here  we  meant  to  pass  the  nig^ht  with  some 
of  our  officers,  friends  of  Jack's. 
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It  was  quite  dark,  when,  ranniiig  in  with  a  tree 
sheet,  we  canie  close  to  11  large  barge  rowed  by 
six  men.  As  we  approached  I  heard  a  stem  order 
to  keep  off,  and  recognised  in  the  boat^  where  were 
also  armed  men.  Major  Tallmadge,  whom  I  knew.  I 
called  to  him,  but  as  he  only  repeated  his  order,  I 
answered,  "  Very  well,  sir ;"  and  we  drew  in  to  the 
shore  some  hundred  feet  away. 

Jack  said  it  was  queer ;  what  could  it  mean  t  We 
walked  toward  the  small  blockhouse  in  time  to  see 
Tallmadge  and  several  soldiers  conduct  a  cloaked 
prisoner  into  the  fort.  A  little  later  the  major  came 
out,  and  at  once  asked  me  to  excuse  his  abniptness, 
saying  that  he  had  in  charge  Sir  Henry  Clinton's 
adjutant-general,  who  had  been  caught  acting  as  a 
spy,  and  was  now  about  to  be  taken  to  Tappan.  I 
eiclabned,  "  Not  Major  Andr6 !  " 

"Yes,"  he  returned?  "Andrfi.  A  bad  business." 
And  I  was  hastily  tx)ld  the  miserable  story  of  Ar- 
nold's treason  and  flight.  I  turned  to  Jack.  "  There 
it  is,"  said  I.  "  What  of  my  presentiment  I "  He  was 
silent.  "  You  know,"  I  added,  "  that  to  this  man  I 
owed  my  life  at  tie  Mischianza  ball;  here  he  is  in 
the  same  trap  from  which  his  refu.sal  to  aid  my 
cousin  saved  me."  I  was  terribly  distressed,  and  at 
my  urgent  desire,  in  place  of  runmining  at  the  fort, 
we  set  out  after  supper,  and  pulled  down  the  river 
against  the  flood-tide,  while  my  unfortunate  friend 
An(lr6  was  hurried  away  to  Tappan,  guarded  by  a 
strong  escort  of  hght  horse. 

We  reached  Snecdon's  Landing  about  5  a.  m.,  and 
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I  went  up  with  Jaok  to  his  hat  Here  I  got  a  bit 
uneaKy  sleej),  and  thence  set  off  to  find  Hamilt 
for  the  whole  staff,  with  his  Excellency,  had  ni 
haste  to  reach  the  camp  at  Tappan  so  soon  as 
general  felt  reassured  as  to  the  safetj-  of  W( 
Point. 

I  walked  a  half-mUc  up  a  gentle  rise  of  ground 
the  main  road,  about  which  were  set,  close  to  the 
Dutch  church,  a  few  modest,  one-storj-  stone  houses, 
with  far  and  near  the  cantonments  of  the  ar: 
At  the  bridge  over  a  noisy  brook  I  was  stop] 
by  sentries  set  around  a  low  brick  building 
used  as  headquarters.  It  stood  amid  scatte; 
apple-trees  on  a  slight  rise  of  ground,  and  was,  as  I 
recall  it,  built  of  red  and  black  brick.  Behind  \he 
house  was  the  little  camp  of  the  mounted  guard,  and 
on  all  sides  were  stationed  sentinels,  who  kept  tlw 
immediate  groiuids  clear  from  intrusion.  For 
there  was  need;  soldiers  and  officers  were  con 
ally  coming  hither  in  hopes  to  gather  fresh  news 
of  the  great  treason,  or  ciuious  as  to  this  strange 
capture  of  Sir  Henry  Clinton's  adjutaut  Genei 
officers  came  and  went  with  grave  faces;  ai< 
mounted  and  rode  away  in  haste;  all  was  ex 
ment  and  anxious  interest,  every  one  asking  qm 
tions,  and  none  much  the  wiser.  With  difl[icultv  I 
succeeded  in  sending  in  a  note  to  Hamilton  alon; 
with  Jack's  report  This  was  nigh  to  nine  in  tli* 
morning,  but  it  was  after  midday  before  I  got  * 
chance  to  see  my  friend. 

Meanwhile  I  walked  up  and  down  in  a 
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such  agitation  and  distress  as  never  before  nor  since 
have  I  known.  When  I  hatl  seen  Major  Tallmadge, 
he  knew  but  Uttle  of  those  details  of  Arnold's  treason 
I  which  later  became  the  property  of  all  men  j  but  he 
did  teU  me  that  the  correspondence  had  been  carried 
on  for  Sir  Henry  by  Andr6  in  the  name  of  Ander- 
son, and  this  brought  to  my  mind  the  letter  which 
tlie  Quaker  farmer  declined  to  surrender  to  me  at  the 
time  I  was  serving  as  Arnold's  aide.  I  went  back 
at  last  to  Jack's  hut  in  the  valley  neai'  the  river  and 
waited.  I  leave  Jack  to  say  how  I  felt  and  acted  that 
day  and  evening,  as  I  lay  and  thought  of  Andr6 
and  of  poor  Margaret  Shippen,  Ai-nold's  wife: 

"  Never  have  I  seen  my  dear  Hugh  in  such  trouble. 
Here  was  a  broken-hearted  woman,  the  companion 
of  his  childhood ;  and  Andr6,  who,  at  a  moment  which 
must  have  called  upon  his  every  instinct  as  a  soldier, 
held  b^k  and  saved  my  friend  from  a  fate  but  too 
likely  to  be  his  own.  Hugh  all  that  evening  lay  in 
our  hut,  and  now  and  then  would  break  out  declar- 
ing he  must  do  something;  but  what  he  knew  not, 
nor  did  I.  He  was  even  so  mad  as  to  think  he  might 
plan  some  way  to  assist  Andr6  to  escape.  I  listened, 
but  said  nothing,  being  assured  from  long  knowledge 
that  his  judgment  would  correct  the  influence  of  the 
emotion  which  did  at  first  seem  to  disturb  it 

"Now  all  this  miserable  business  is  over,  I  ask 
myself  if  our  chief  would  have  tried  to  buy  an  Eng- 
lish general,  or  if  so,  would  I  or  Hugh  have  gone 
on  such  an  errand  as  Andre's.  To  be  a  spy  is  but 
a  simple  duty,  and  no  shame  in  it;  but  as  to  the 
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shape  this  other  matter  took,  I  do  not  feel  able  to 
decide." 

Still  later  he  adds : 

"  Nor  is  my  mind  more  fullj  settled  as  to  it  to-dtv ; 
some  think  one  way,  some  another.  I  had  rather 
Andr6  had  not  gone  on  this  errand  with  the  promise 
of  a  great  reward.  Yet  I  think  he  did  believe  be  was 
only  doing  his  dnty." 

After  an  hour  or  more  of  froitless  thinking,  m 
hearing  from  Mr.  Hamilton,  I  walked  back  to 
quarters.  Neither  in  the  joy  and  pride  of  glad  ne 
nor  when  disaster  on  disaster  fell  on  ns,  have  I  ev 
seen  anything  like  the  intensity  of  expectation  and  of 
anxiety  which  at  this  time  reigned  in  onr  camps.  The 
capture  of  the  adjutant-general  was  grave  enough; 
his  fate  hung  in  no  doubtful  balance ;  bat  the  feeling 
aroused  by  the  fall  of  a  great  soldier,  the  dishonour 
of  one  greatly  esteemed  in  the  ranks,  the  fear  of  whst 
else  might  come,  all  served  to  foster  onea^ness  and 
to  feed  suspicion.  As  the  great  chief  had  said,  whom 
now  could  he  trust,  or  could  we  T  The  men  talked  in 
half- whispers  about  the  camp-fires ;  an  hundred  wild 
rumours  were  afloat :  and  now  and  again  eager 
looked  toward  the  low  brick  church  whexe 
general  ofBcers  were  holding  the  court-martial 
was  to  decide  the  fate  of  my  friend. 

It  was  evening  before  the  decision  of  the  eonrt, 
martial  became  generally  known.    I  wandered 
all  that  day  in  the  utmost  depression  of 
About  two  in  the  afternoon  of  this  29th  of  SepI 
ber  I  met  Hamilton  near  the  creek.    He  said  he  had 
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been  busy  all  day,  and  was  free  for  an  hour  j  would 
I  come  and  dine  at  his  quarters  T  Wliat  was  the 
matter  with  me  t  I  was  glad  of  a  chance  to  speak 
freely.  We  had  a  long  and  a  sad  talk,  and  he  then 
learned  why  this  miserable  affair  affected  me  so 
deeply.  He  had  no  belief  that  the  court  could  do 
other  than  condemn  Mr.  Andr6  to  die.  I  asked  anx- 
iously if  the  chief  were  certain  to  approve  the  sen- 
tence. He  replied  gloomily,  "As  surely  as  there  is  a 
Qod  in  heaven." 

I  could  only  wait.  A  hundred  schemes  were  in 
my  mind,  each  as  useless  as  the  others.  In  fact,  I 
knew  not  what  to  do. 

On  the  30th  his  Excellency  signed  the  death-war- 
rant, and,  all  hope  being  at  an  end,  I  determined  to 
make  an  effort  to  see  the  man  to  whom  I  beheve  I 
owed  my  life.  When  I  represented  the  matter  to 
Mr.  Hamilton  and  to  the  Marquis  de  Lafayette,  I  put 
my  request  on  the  ground  that  Mr.  Andr6  had  here 
no  one  who  could  be  called  a  friend,  excepting  only 
myself,  and  that  to  refuse  me  an  interview  were 
needlessly  cruel.  I  wrote  my  application  with  care, 
the  marquis,  who  was  most  kind  throughout,  charg- 
ing himself  with  the  business  of  placing  it  favourably 
before  our  chief.  Tlie  execution  had  been  ordered 
for  October  1,  but,  upon  receipt  of  some  communicji- 
tion  from  Sir  Henry  Clinton,  it  was  postponed  until 
noon  on  October  2. 

On  the  30th  I  rode  out  into  the  hills  back  of  Tap- 
pap,  and  tried  to  compose  myself  by  my  usual  and 
effective  remedy  of  a  hard  ride.   It  was  uaeless  now. 
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I  came  ba«k  to  my  friend's  quarters  and  tried  to  read, 
finding  a  stray  volume  of  the  "  Rambler  "  on  his  table. 
It  was  as  vain  a  resort. 

Never  at  any  time  in  my  memory  have  I  spent  two 
diiys  of  such  unhappiness.  I  could  get  uo  rest  and 
uo  peace  of  mind.  To  be  thus  terribly  in  the  grip 
of  events  over  which  you  have  no  control  is  to  men 
of  my  temper  a  maddening  afUiction.  My  heart 
seemed  all  tlie  time  to  say,  "  Do  something,"  and  my 
reason  to  reply,  "There  is  nothing  to  do."  It  was 
thus  in  the  jail  when  my  cousin  was  on  my  mind; 


now  it  was  as  to  Andr6,  and  as  to  the  great  debt  I 
owed  him,  and  how  to  pay  it.     People  who  despaiH 
easily  do  not  fall  into  the  clutches  of  this  intense 
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owed  htm,  and  how  to  pay  it.     People  who  despair^! 

^nse     " 
craving  for  some  practical  means  of  relief  where 


none  can  he.  It  is  the  hopeful,  the  resolute,  and  suckfll 
as  are  educated  by  success  who  .suffer  thus.  But  why  " 
inflict  on  others  the  story  of  these  two  days,  except 
to  let  those  who  come  after  me  learn  how  one  of 
their  blood  looked  upon  a  noble  debt  which,  alas! 
like  many  debts,  must  go  to  be  settled  in  another 
world,  and  in  other  ways  than  ours.  ^H 

Hamilton,  who  saw  my  agitation,  begged  me  to 
prepare  for  dLsappointment.  I,  however,  could  see 
no  reason  to  deny  a  man  access  to  one  doomed,  when 
no  other  friend  was  near.  Nor  was  I  wrong.  About 
seven  in  the  evening  of  the  1st,  the  marquis  came  in 
haste  to  find  me.  He  had  asked  for  my  interview 
with  Mr.  Andr6  as  a  favour  to  himself.  His  Excel. 
lency  htwl  granted  the  request  in  the  face  of  objec- 
tions fi'om  two  general  of&cers,  whom  the  marquis 
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did  not  name.    As  I  tliEuiked  him  he  gave  me  this 
order: 

"  To  Major  TaUmttdge; 

"  The  bearer,  Hugh  Wynne,  Esq.,  Captain,  Second 
Company,  Third  Regiment  of  Pennsylvania  foot,  has 
herewith  permission  to  visit  Major  Andr^. 

"Geo'  WASHtNGTON.  • 

"  October  1,  1780." 


I  went  at  once— it  was  now  close  to  eight  in  the 

evening— to  the  small  house  of  one  Maby,  where  the 
prisoner  was  kept.  It  was  but  an  hundred  yanls 
from  his  Excellency's  quarters.  Six  sentries  marched 
to  and  fi'O  around  it,  and  within  the  room  two  officers 
remained  day  and  night  \vith  drawn  swords.  My 
rpass  was  taken  at  tlie  door  of  the  house,  while  I 
waited  on  the  road  without.  In  a  few  minutes  an 
officer  came  to  me  with  Major  Tallmadge's  compli- 
ments, and  would  I  be  pleased  to  enter  I 

I  sometimes  think  it  strange  how,  oven  in  partic- 
ulars, the  natural  and  other  scenery  of  tlus  dark 
drama  remains  distinct  in  my  memory,  unaffected  by 
the  obliterating  influence  of  the  years  which  have 
effaced  so  much  else  I  had  been  more  glad  to  keep. 

I  can  see  to-day  the  rising  moon,  the  yellowish 
road,  the  long,  gray  stone  fann-house  of  one  story, 
with  windows  set  in  an  irregidar  frame  of  brickwork. 
The  door  opens,  and  I  find  myself  in  a  short  hall, 
where  two  oflRocrs  salute  as  I  pass.  My  conductor 
says,  "This  way,  Captain  Wyrme,"  and  I  enter  a 


of  a  Dotdi 
within  At  tfce  6oarmwf,  i 
in^  me.  Hi  down  agaim.   Ii 
aboBtme.    A  bage  log  fire  ttwnd  oa  the  i 
ligtr^ing  the  room  that  I  mv  its  ^o»  natrb  the 
onet  tips  of  the  seatiiMla  ovicide  aa  they  weati 
'Came.    Tliete  were  a  faalf-doaeB  wooden  diairs^  J 
OD  a  pine  table  foor  eandln  bnnuB^.  a  hottlej 
HoOaada,  a  decanter  and  gii— "t^    In  a  hi^t-l 
chair  aat  a  man  with  his  fiux  to  the  Ar«.     It 
Andr6.    He  was  tnuufuillj  Ekeftdiing.  with  a 
pen,  a  likeneas  of  himself.'  He  did  not  tnm  or  1 
off  drawing  until  Captain  TomHnann,  one  of 
oflkers  in  charge,  seeing  me  paose,  said: 

"Tonr  pardon,  major.   Here  is  a  gentlemaa  < 
to  Tisit  yoo." 

As  he  spoke  the  prisoner  tnmed,  and  I 
struck  by  the  extreme  pallor  of  his  face  even 
in  the  red  light  of  the  fire.   HLs  death-like  wl 
St  this  time  brooght  ont  the  regular  bear?" 
features  as  his  usual  ruddiness  of  coioor  > 
I   have   fdnce  seen    strong  men   near    t<> 
death,  but  I  recall  no  one  who,  with  a  serene  and  i 
troubled  visage,  was  yet  as  white  as  was  this  i 
man. 

The  captain  did  not  present  me,  and  for  a  mot 
I  stood  with  a  kind  of  choking  in  the  throaty 
came,  I  suppose,  of  the  gn?at  shock  Andres  app 
ance  gave  me.     He  was  thn.i  the  first  to  ; 

'  My  acquaintonne,  CapUiui  Tomlinaon,  hsa  J 
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"Pardon  me,"  he  said,  as  he  rose;   "the  name 

escaped  me." 

"Mr.  Hugh  Wynne,"  I  said,  getting  myself  pulled 
together— it  was  much  needed. 

"  Oh,  Wynne !  "  he  cried  quite  joyously ;  "  I  did 
not  know  you.  How  delightful  to  see  a  friend ;  how 
good  of  you  to  come !  Sit  down.  Our  accommoda- 
tions are  slight.  Thauks  to  his  Excellency,  here  are 
Madeira  and  Hollands ;  may  I  offer  you  a  glass  t " 

"  No,  no,"  I  said,  as  we  took  chairs  by  the  fire,  on 
which  ho  cast  a  log,  remarking  how  cold  it  was. 
Then  he  added: 

"WeD,  WjTine,  what  can  I  do  for  youf  And 
then,  smiling,  "  Pshaw  !  what  a  thing  is  habit  1  Wliat 
can  I  do  for  you,  or,  indeed,  my  dear  Wynne,  for  any 
one  f    But,  Lord !  I  am  as  glad  as  a  child." 

It  was  all  so  sweet  and  natural  that  I  was  again 
quite  overcome.  "  My  God  I  "  I  cried,  "  I  am  so  sorry, 
Mr.  Andr6 !  I  came  down  from  King's  Ferry  in 
haste  when  I  heard  of  this,  and  have  been  three  days 
getting  leave  to  see  you.  I  have  never  forgotten 
your  great  kindness  at  the  Misehianza.  If  there 
be  any  service  I  can  render  you,  I  am  come  to 
offer  it." 

He  smiled  and  said:  "How  strange  is  fate,  Mr. 
WjTine !  Here  am  I  in  the  same  sad  trap  in  which 
you  might  have  been.  I  was  thmking  this  very 
evening  of  your  happier  escape."  Then  he  went  on 
to  tell  me  that  he  had  instantly  recognised  me  at  the 
ball,  and  also— what  in  my  eonfu.sion  at  the  time  I 
did  not  hear— that  Miss  Penistou  had  cried  out  as 


por- 
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she  was  about  to  faint,  "  No,  no,  Mr.  Andr6  ! "  Afl^H 
ward  he  had  wondered  at  what  seemed  an  appeal  ^^ 
him  rather  than  to  my  cousin. 

At  last  he  stud  it  would  be  a  relief  to  him  if  he 
might  speak  to  me  out  of  ear-shot  of  the  officers.  I 
said  as  much  to  these  gentlemen,  and  after  a  moment's 
hesitation  they  retired  outside  of  the  still  open  door 
way  of  the  i*oom,  leaving  us  freer  to  say  what 
pleased.  He  was  quiet  and,  as  always,  courteouj 
a  fault ;  but  I  did  not  fail  to  observe  that  at  timi 
as  we  talked  and  he  spoke  a  word  of  his  mother, 
eyes  filled  with  tears.  In  general  he  was  far  mor? 
composed  than  I. 

He  said :  "  Mr.  Wynne,  I  have  writ  a  letter,  which 
I  am  allowed  to  send  to  General  Washington.    WiH 
you  see  that  he  has  it  in  person !    It  asks  that  I  miy 
die  a  soldier's  death.     All  else  is  done.     My  mother 
— but  no  matter.  I  have  wound  up  my  earthl  v  aflfiuis. 
I  am  assured,  through  the  kindness  of  his  Exeellencv. 
that  my  letters  and  effects  will  reach  my  friends  ami 
those  who  are  still  closer  to  me.    I  had  hoped  to  see 
Mr.  HamOton  to-night,  that  I  might  ask  him  to 
liver  to  your  chief  the  letter  I  now  give  you. 
he  has  not  yet  returned,  aud  I  must  trust  it  to 
to  make  sure  that  it  does  not  fail  to  be  considei 
That  is  all,  I  think." 

I  said  I  would  do  my  best,  and  was  there  no  mow 
—  no  errand  of  confidence  —  nothing  else  T 

"  No,"  he  replied  thoughtfully ;  "  no,  I  think  not 
I  shall  uever  forget  your  kindness."  Then  he  smiM 
and    added,  "My  'never'  is  a  brief  day  for  id«, 
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Wynne,  unless  God  permits  us  to  remember  in  the 
world  where  I  shall  be  to-morrow." 

I  hardly  recall  what  answer  I  made.  I  was  ready 
to  cry  like  a  child.  He  went  on  to  bid  me  say  to  the 
good  Attorney-General  Chew  that  he  liad  not  for- 
gotten his  pleasant  ho.spitalities,  and  he  sent  also  some 
amiable  message  to  the  women  of  bis  house  and  to 
my  annt  and  to  the  Shippens,  speaking  with  the 
ease  and  unrestraint  of  a  man  who  looks  to  meet 
you  at  dinner  next  week,  and  merely  says  a  brief 
good-by. 

I  promised  to  charge  myself  with  his  messages, 
and  said  at  last  that  many  officors  desired  me  to  ex- 
press to  him  their  sorrrow  at  his  unhappy  situation, 
and  that  all  men  thought  it  hard  that  the  life  of  an 
honest  soldier  was  to  be  taken  in  place  of  that  of  a 
villain  and  coward  who,  if  he  had  an  atom  of  honour, 
would  give  himself  np. 

"  May  I  beg  of  yon,  sir,"  he  returned,  "  to  thank 
these  gentlemen  of  your  army  T  'Tis  all  I  can  do ; 
and  as  to  General  Arnold  —  no,  Wynne,  he  is  not  one 
to  do  that ;  I  could  not  expect  it." 

Before  I  rose  to  go  on  his  errand  I  .said, —  and  I  was 
a  little  embaiTasseil, —  "  May  I  be  pardoned,  sir,  if  I 
put  to  you  a  quite  personal  question  1" 

"  Assuredly,"  he  returned.  "  What  is  it,  and  how 
can  a  poor  devil  in  my  situation  oblige  you  t " 

I  said :  "  I  have  but  of  lat«  learned  that  the  ex- 
changes were  all  settled  when  I  met  my  cousin, 
Arthur  Wynne,  at  Amboy.  Could  it  have  been  that 
the  letter  I  bore  had  anything  to  do  with  this  treason 
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of  General  Arnold  t    Within  a  day   or   two  thii 
thought  has  come  to  me." 

Seeing  that  he  hesitated,  I  added,  "  Do  not  answe 
me  unless  you  see  fit ;  it  is  a  matter  quite  pereoa 
to  myself." 

"  No,"  he  replied ;  "  I  see  no  reason  why  I  shou 
not.    Yes,  it  was  the  first  of  the  letters  sent  to 
Henry  over  General  Arnold's  signature.   Your  cons 
suggested  you  as  a  messenger  whose  undoubted  posi*^ 
tion  and  name  would  insure  the  safe  carriage  of 
what  meant  more  to  us  than  its  mere  contents  seeme 
to  imply.     Other  messengers  had  become  unsafe ; 
was  needful  at  once  to  find  a  certain  way  to  reply  ' 
us.  The  letter  you  bore  was  such  as  an  officer  mipli 
carry,  as  it  dealt  seemingly  with  nothing  beyond 
questions  of  exchange  of  prisoners.     For  these 
sons,  on  a  hint  from  Captain  Wynne,  yon  were 
lected  as  a  person  beyond  suspicion.    I  was  ill  at  ihftj 
time,  as  I  believe  Mr.  Wynne  told  yon." 

"  It  is  only  too  plain,"  said  I.   "  It  must  have 
well  known  at  our  headquarters  in  Jersey  that 
exchange  business  was  long  since  settled.    Had  I 
been  overhauled  by  any  shrewd  or  suspicions  ofl5cer,j 
the  letter  might  well  have  excited  doubt  and 
led  to  inquiry." 

"  Probably ;  that  was  why  yon  were  chosen— I 
man  of  knowu  character.     By  the  way,  sir,  I  had 
share  in  the  selection,  nor  did  I  know  how  it  came 
about,  until  my  recovery.    I  had  no  part  In  it." 

I  thanked  him  for  thus  tolling  me  of  1: 
no  share  in  the  matter. 


Had  I 
)fiicer,^ 
hav^l 

ladnoV 
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"Yon  WBTf  ordered."  he  continued,  "  as  I  recall  it, 
to  avoid  your  niuiii  army  in  tlie  Jerseys;  you  can 
uow  see  why.  There  is  no  need  of  further  oonceal- 
nient." 

It  was  clear  enough.  "I  owe  you,"  I  said,  "my 
excuses  for  iutnidiiif;  a  business  so  personal." 

"  And  why  not  T  1  am  glad  to  serve  you.  It  is 
rather  a  relief,  sir,  to  talk  of  something  else  tlian  my 
own  hopeless  case.  Is  there  anything  else  T  Pray 
go  on ;  I  am  at  your  service." 

"  You  are  most  kind.  I  have  but  one  word  to  add ; 
Arthur  Wj-nne  was— nay,  must  have  been— deep  in 
this  business  f 

"  Ah,  now  you  have  asked  too  much,"  he  replied ; 
"but  it  is  I  who  ara  to  blame.  I  had  no  right  to 
name  Captain  Wynne." 

"  You  must  not  feel  uneasy.  I  owe  him  no  love, 
Mr.  Andr6j  but  I  will  take  care  that  you  do  not 
sufifer.  His  suggestion  that  I  should  be  made  use  of 
put  in  peril  not  my  life,  but  my  honour.  It  is  not 
to  my  interest  tliat  the  matter  should  ever  get  noised 
abroiid." 

"  I  see,"  he  said.  "  Your  cousin  must  be  a  strange 
person.  Do  with  what  I  have  said  as  seems  right  to 
you.  I  shall  bo— or  rather,"  and  ho  smiled  quite 
cheerfully,  "  I  mn  content.  One's  grammar  forgets 
to-morrow  sometimes." 

His  ease  and'quiet  seemed  to  me  amazing.  But 
it  was  getting  late,  and  I  said  I  must  go  at  once. 

As  I  was  in  act  to  leave,  he  took  my  hand  and  said : 
"  There  are  no  thanks  a  man  about  to  die  can  give 
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that  I  do  not  offer  you,  Mr.  Wynne.  Be 
your  visit  has  helped  mc.  It  is  much  to  see  the  taee 
of  a  friend.  All  men  have  been  good  to  me  and  kind, 
and  none  more  so  than  his  Excellency.  If  to-morrow 
I  could  see,  as  I  go  to  death,  one  face  I  have  known 
in  happier  hours— it  is  much  to  ask — I  may  count  on 
you,  I  am  sure.  Ah,  I  see  I  can !  And  my  letter— 
you  will  be  sure  to  do  your  bestt" 

"  Yes,"  I  said,  not  trusting  myself  to  speak  further, 
and  only  adding,  "Grood-by,"  as  I  wrung  his  hand. 
Then  I  went  out  into  the  cold  October  starlight. 

It  was  long  after  ten  when  I  found  Hamilton.  I 
told  him  briefly  of  my  inter>'icw,  and  asked  if  it 
would  be  possible  for  me  to  deliver  in  pierson  to  the 
general  Mr.  Andr6's  letter.  I  had,  in  fact,  that  on 
my  mind  which,  if  but  a  crude  product  of  despair,  I 
yet  did  wish  to  say  where  alone  it  might  help  or  be 
considered. 

Hamilton  shook  his  head.  "I  have  so  troubled 
his  Excellency  as  to  this  poor  fellow  that  I  fear  I  oaa 
do  no  more.  Men  who  do  not  know  ray  chief  cannot 
imagine  the  distress  of  heart  this  business  has  caused. 
I  do  not  moan,  Wynne,  that  he  has  or  had  the  least: 
indecision  concerning  the  sentence ;  but  lean  tell  vol 
this— the  signatui-e  of  approval  of  the  court's  finding 
is  tremulous  and  unlike  liis  usual  writing.  We  will 
talk  of  this  again.  Will  you  wait  at  my  quarters? 
I  will  do  my  best  for  you."  • 

I  said  I  would  take  a  pipe  and  walk  on  the  road 
at  the  foot  of  the  slope  below  the  house  in  whi( 
Washington  resided.     With  this  he  left  me. 


'I 

'J 
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The  night  was  clear  and  beautiful ;  from  the  low 
hills  far  and  near  the  eamp  bugle-calls  and  the  sound 
of  horses  neigliiug  filled  the  air.  Uneasy  and  restless, 
I  walked  to  and  fro  up  and  down  the  road  below 
the  little  farm-liouse.  Once  or  twice  I  fancied  I  saw 
the  tall  figtu'c  of  the  chief  pass  across  the  window- 
panes.  A  hundred  yards  away  was  the  house  I  had 
JQst  left.  There  sat  a  gallant  gentleman  awaiting 
death.  Here,  in  the  house  above  ine,  was  he  m  whose 
hands  lay  his  fate.  I  pitied  him  too,  and  wondered 
if  in  liis  place  I  coidd  be  sternly  Just.  At  my  feet 
the  little  brook  babbled  in  the  night,  while  the  camp 
noises  slowly  died  away.  Meantime,  intent  on  my 
purpose,  I  tried  to  an-ange  in  my  mind  what  I  would 
say  or  how  plead  a  lost  cause.  I  have  often  thus  pi-e- 
arranged  tlie  mode  of  saying  what  some  serious 
oeca.sion  made  needful.  I  always  get  ready,  but  when 
the  time  comes  I  am  apt.  to  say  things  altogether 
different,  and  to  find,  too,  that  the  wisdom  of  the 
minute  is  apt  to  be  tlie  better  wisdom. 

At  last  I  saw  Hamilton  approaching  me  through 
the  gloom.  "  Come,''  he  said.  "  His  ExceUeney  will 
see  you,  but  I  fear  it  wiU  be  of  no  use.  He  himself 
would  agree  to  a  cliange  in  the  fonu  of  death,  but 
Generals  Greene  and  Sullivan  are  strongly  of  opinion 
that  to  do  so  in  the  present  state  of  ejcasperation 
would  be  unwise  and  imjxilitic.  I  cannot  say  what 
I  should  do  were  I  he.  I  am  glad,  Wynne,  that  it  is 
not  I  who  have  to  decide.  I  lose  my  sense  of  the 
equities  of  life  in  the  fuce  of  so  sad  a  business.  At 
least  I  would  give  him  a  gentleman's  death.    The 
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aerals  who  tried  the  case  say  that  to  condemn  a 
man  as  a  spy,  and  not  ut  lost  to  detd  'nith  bim  as 
liale  was  dealt  with,  would  be  iiu(iolitie,  and  unfair 
to  men  who  were  as  gallant  as  the  poor  fellow  in 
yonder  farm-house."  ^m 

"  It  is  only  too  clear,"  I  said.  ^M 

"  Yes,  they  are  right,  I  suppose ;  but  it  is  a  horrible 
business." 

As  we  discussed,  I  went  with  him  past  the  sentinels 
around  the  old  stone  house  and  through  a  ball,  and 
to  left  into  a  large  room. 

"The  general  sleeps  here,"  Hamilton  said,  in  a 
lowered  voice.    "  We  have  but  these  two  apartments ; 
across  the  passage  is  his  dining-room,  which  he  uses 
as  his  office.     Wait  here,"  and  bo  sajing,  he  left  uie. 
The  room  was  large,  some  fifteen  by  eighteen  feet,  j 
but  so  low-ceiled  tliut  the  Dutch  builder  hml  need  to 
contrive  a  recess  iu  the  ceiling  to  permit  of  u  place 
for  the  tall  Dutch  clock  he  had  brought  from  Hol- 
lixud.     Arouud  the  chimney-piece  were  Dutch  tiles.  ^^ 
Black  Billy,  tlie  general's  scrs'aut,  sat  asleep  iu  the  ^M 
ct>rner,  and  two  aides  slimabered  on  the  floor,  tired 
out,  I  fancy.    I  walked  to  and  fro  over  the  creaking  ^^ 
boards,  and  watched  the  Dnt«h  clo<ik.     As  it  struck  ^M 
eleven  the  figure  of  Time,  seated  below  the  dial,  swung 
a  scythe  and  turned  a  tiny  hour-glass.   A  bell  rang ; 
an  orderly  came  in  and  woke  up  an  aide :  "  Desfiatch 
for  West  Point,  sir,  in  haste."    The  yonng  fellow 
groaned,  stuck  the  paper  in  his  belt,  and  went  out 
for  liis  long  night  ride. 

At  last  my  friend  returned.   "  The  general  will  see 
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you  presently,  Wynne,  but  it  is  a  useless  errand. 
Give  me  Andre's  letter."  With  this  he  left  me  again, 
and  I  continued  my  uupatient  walk.  In  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  he  came  back.  "  Come,"  said  he  j  "I  have 
done  my  best,  but  I  have  failed  as  I  expected  to  fail 
Speak  your  mind  freely ;  he  likes  frankness."  I  went 
after  liim,  and  in  a  moment  was  in  the  farther  room 
and  alone  with  the  chief. 

A  huge  fire  of  logs  blazed  on  the  great  kitchen 
hearth,  and  at  a  table  covered  with  maps  and  papers, 
neatly  set  in  ordci-,  the  trcneral  sat  writing. 

He  looked  up,  and  with  quiet  courtesy  said,  "  Take 
a  seat,  Captain  Wynne.  I  must  be  held  excused  for 
a  little."  I  bowed  and  sat  down,  while  he  continued 
to  write. 

His  pen  moved  slowly,  and  he  paused  at  times,  and 
then  went  on  apparently  with  the  utmost  deUbcra- 
tion.  I  was  favourably  placed  to  watch  him  without 
appearing  to  do  so,  his  face  being  strongly  hgfated 
by  the  candles  in  front  of  him.  He  was  dressed  with 
his  usual  care,  in  a  buff  waistcoat  and  a  blue-and-buff 
uniform,  with  powdered  hnir  drawn  back  to  a  queue 
and  carefuUy  tied  with  black  ribbon. 

The  face,  with  its  light-blue  eyes,  ruddy  cheeks, 
and  ratiier  heavy  nose  above  a  strong  jaw,  was  now 
grave  and,  I  thought,  stem.  At  least  a  half-hour 
went  by  before  he  pushed  back  his  chair  and  looked 
up. 

I  am  fortunate  as  regards  this  conversation,  since 
on  my  return  I  set  it  down  in  a  diary  which,  how- 
ever, has  many  gaps,  and  is  elsewhere  incomplete. 
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"  Captain  Wynne,*'  he  said, ''  I  have  r^iued  to  s« 
seTeral  gentlemen  in  regard  to  this  sad  hnian—i^ 
but  I  learn  that  Mr.  Andre  was  your  friend,  and  I 
have  not  forgotten  your  aunfs  timely  aid  at  a  mo- 
ment when  it  was  sorely  needed.  For  theee  reasons 
and  at  the  earnest  request  of  Captain  Hamilton  and 
the  marquis,  I  am  willing  to  listen  to  you.  May  I 
ask  you  to  be  brief  t  ^  He  spoke  slowly,  as  if  weigh- 
ing his  words. 

I  replied  that  I  was  most  grateful— that  I  owed  it 
to  Major  Andr^  that  I  had  not  long  ago  endured  the 
fate  which  was  now  to  be  his. 

"  Permit  me,  sir,"  he  said,  "  to  ask  when  this  oftt. 
curred."  1 

I  replied  that  it  was  when,  at  his  Excellency^ 
desire,  I  had  entered  Philadelphia  as  a  spy ;  and  then 
I  went  on  briefly  to  relate  what  had  happened. 

"  Sir,"  he  returned,  "  you  owed  your  danger  to 
folly,  not  to  what  your  duty  brought.  Yon  won 
false,  for  the  time,  to  that  duty.  But  this  does  not 
concern  us  now.  It  may  have  served  as  a  lesson, 
and  I  am  free  to  admit  that  you  did  yoor  country 
great  service.  What  now  can  I  do  for  yoa  f  As 
this  unhappy  gentleman,  his  fate  is  out  of  my  hi 
I  have  read  the  letter  which  Captain  Hamilton  gsi 
me."  As  he  spoke  he  took  it  from  the  table  and 
deliberately  read  it  again,  while  I  watched  him. 
Then  he  laid  it  down  and  looked  up.  I  saw 
big,  patient  eyes  were  overfull  as  he  spoke. 

"  I  regret,  sir,  to  have  to  refuse  this  most 
request ;  I  have  told  Mr.  Hamilton  that  it  i 
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be  thought  of.  Neither  shall  I  reply.  It  is  not  fit- 
ting that  I  shoiJd  do  so,  nor  is  it  necessary  or  even 
proper  that  I  assign  reasons  which  must  abeady  be 
plain  to  every  man  of  sense.    Is  that  alltj" 

I  said,  "  Tom-  Excellency,  may  I  ask  but  a  minote 
more  1 " 

"  I  am  at  your  disposal,  sir,  for  so  long.  What  is  it  t" 

I  hesitated,  and,  I  suspect,  showed  plainly  in  my 
face  my  doubt  as  to  the  propriety  of  what  was  most 
on  my  mind  when  I  sought  this  interview.  He  in- 
stantly guessed  that  I  was  embarrassed,  and  said, 
with  the  gentlest  manner  and  a  slight  smile : 

"Ah,  Mr.  Wynne,  there  is  nothing  which  can  be 
done  to  save  your  friend,  nor  indeed  to  alter  his 
fate ;  but  if  yon  desire  to  say  more  do  not  hesitate. 
You  have  suffered  much  for  the  cause  which  is  dear 
to  us  both.     Go  on,  sir." 

Thus  euconraged,  I  said,  "  If  on  any  pretext  the 
execution  can  be  delayed  a  week,  I  am  ready  to  go 
with  a  friend"— I  counted  on  Jack  — "to  enter  New 
York  in  disguise,  and  to  bring  out  General  Arnold. 
I  have  beeu  his  aide,  I  know  all  his  habits,  and  I  am 
cfmfident  that  we  shall  succeed  if  only  I  can  control 
near  New  York  a  detachment  of  tried  men.  I  have 
thought  over  my  plan,  and  am  willing  to  risk  my  life 
upon  it." 

"  You  propose  a  gallant  venture,  air,  but  it  would 
be  certain  to  fail;  the  service  would  lose  another 
brave  man,  and  I  should  seem  to  have  been  wanting 
in  decision  for  no  jilst  or  assignable  cause." 

I  was  profoundly  disappointed ;  and  in  the  grief 
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of  my  failure  I  forgot  for  a  momeut  the 
presi'uee  whieli   imposed  on  all    lueu    the   ki 
which  no  sovereign  could  have  inspired. 

"  My  God !  sir,"  I  exclaimed,  "  and   this 
must  hve  unpunished,  and  a  man  who  did  but  wl 
he  believed  to  be  his  duty  must  suffer  a  death  of 
shame ! "     Then,  half  scared,  I  looked  up,  feel 
thai  1  had  said  too  much.     He  had  risen  l>efi>r« 
spoke,  meaning,  no  doubt,  to  bring  my  \Tsit  to  an 
end,  and  was  standing  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  his 
admirable  liguru  giving  the  impression  of  gnaiet 
height  tlian  was  really  his. 

When,  after  my  passionate  speech,  I  looked 
having  of  course  also  risen,  his  face  wore  a  I 
that  was  mure  solemn  than  any  face  of  man  I  han 
ever  yet  seen  in  all  my  length  of  years. 

"  There  is  a  God,  Mr.  Wynne,"  he  said,  "  who  pun- 
ishes the  traitor.  Let  us  leave  this  man  to  the 
shame  which  eveiy  year  must  bring.  Your  scheme 
I  cannot  eonsi<ler.  I  have  no  wish  to  conceal  from 
you  or  from  any  gentleman  what  it  has  oost  me  to 
do  that  which,  as  God  lives,  I  believe  to  be  right 
You,  sir,  have  done  your  duty  to  your  friend.  And 
now  may  I  ask  of  you  not  to  prolong  a  too  painful 
interview  f " 

I  bowed,  saying,  "  I  cannot  thank  your  Elxcellency 
too  much  for  the  kindness  with  which  you  h»T» 
listened  to  a  rash  young  man." 

"You  have  said  nothing,  sir,  which  does  not  do 
you  honour.  Make  my  humble  oompliments  to 
Mistress  Wynne." 
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I  bowed,  and,  backing  a  pace  or  two,  was  abont 
to  leave,  when  lie  said,  '*  Permit  me  to  detain  you 
a  moment.  Ask  Mr.  Harrison— the  secretary— to 
come  to  me." 

I  obeyed,  and  then  in  some  wonder  stood  still, 
waiting. 

"  Mr.  Harrison,  fetch  me  Captain  Wynne's  papers." 
A  moment  later  he  sat  down  again,  wrote  the  free 
signature,  "Geo'  Washington,"  at  the  foot  of  a  parch- 
ment, and  gave  it  to  me,  saying,  "  That  boy  Hamilton 
has  been  troublingme  for  amonth  about  this  business. 
The  eonmiission  is  but  now  eome  to  hand  from 
Congress.  You  will  report,  at  your  early  conve- 
nience, as  major,  to  the  colonel  of  the  Third  Penn- 
sylvania foot ;  I  hope  it  will  gratify  your  aunt  Ah, 
Colonel  Hamilton,"  for  here  the  favourite  aide  en- 
tered, "  I  have  just  signed  BIi".  Wynne's  commission." 
Then  he  put  a  hand  affectionately  on  the  shoulder 
of  the  small,  slight  figure.  "You  will  see  that  the 
orders  are  all  given  for  tlie  execution  at  noon.  Not 
less  than  eighty  files  from  each  wing  must -attend. 
See  that  none  of  my  staff  be  present,  and  that  this 
house  be  kept  closed  to-morrow  until  night.  I  shall 
transact  no  business  that  is  not  such  as  to  ask  in- 
stant attention.  See,  in  any  ease,  that  I  am  alone 
from  eleven  until  one.  Good-evening,  Mr.  WjTine ; 
I  hope  that  you  will  shortly  honour  me  with  your 
company  at  dinner.  Pray,  remember  it,  Mr.  Ham- 
ilton." 

I  bowed  and  went  out,  overcome  with  the  kindli- 
ness of  this  great  and  noble  gentleman. 
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"He  likes  young  men,"  said  Hamilton  to  me  loag 
afterward  "An  old  oflScer  would  have  been  satt 
away  with  small  comfort." 

It  was  now  late  in  the  night,  and,  thinkmg  to  eom- 
pose  myself,  I  walked  up  and  down  the  road  and  it 
last  past  the  Dutch  church,  and  up  the  hill  between 
rows  of  huts  and  rarer  teats.  It  was  a  clear,  stailit 
night,  and  the  noises  of  the  great  camp  were  for  the 
most  part  stilled.  A  gentle  slope  carried  me  np  Uie 
hill,  back  of  Andre's  prison,  and  at  the  top  I  came  out 
on  a  space  clear  of  these  camp  homes,  and  stood 
awhile  under  the  quiet  of  the  star-peopled  aky.  I 
lighted  my  pipe  with  help  of  flint  and  steel,  and,  walk- 
ing to  and  fro,  set  myself  resolutely  to  calm  the  storm 
of  trouble  and  helpless  dismay  in  which  I  had  been 
for  two  weary  days.  At  last,  as  I  turned  in  my  walk. 
I  came  on  two  upright  posts  with  a  cross-beam  above. 
It  was  the  gallows.  I  moved  away  horror-etricken. 
and  with  swift  steps  went  down  the  hill  and  regained 
Jack's  quarters. 

Of  the  horrible  scene  at  noon  on  the  2d  of  October 
I  shall  say  very  little.  A  too  early  death  never 
from  earth  a  more  amiable  and  accomplished  soldii 
I  asked  and  bad  leave  to  stand  by  the  do<ir  as 
came  out  He  paused,  very  white  in  his  scarlet  eoat, 
smiled,  and  said,  "Thank  you,  Wynne;  God  bless 
you!"  and  went  on,  recognising  with  a  bow  the 
members  of  the  court.,  and  so  nith  n  firtn  step  to  bis 
ignoble  death.  As  I  had  promised,  I  fell  in  behmd 
the  sad  procession  to  the  top  of  the  bill,     2(0  tllHt 
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scene  cotild  a  man  look  upon  for  his  last  of  earth. 
The  green  range  of  the  Pieruiout  hills  rose  to  north. 
On  all  sides,  near  and  far,  was  the  splendour  of  the 
autumn-tinted  woods,  and  to  west  the  land  swept 
downward  past  the  headquarters  to  where  the  chffs 
rose  above  the  Hudson.  1  ean  see  it  all  now— the 
loveliness  of  nature,  the  waiting  thousands,  mute  and 
pitiful.  I  shut  my  eyes  and  prayed  for  this  passing 
soul.  A  deathful  stillness  came  upon  the  assembled 
multitude.  I  heard  Colonel  Scammel  read  the  sen- 
tence. Tlien  there  was  the  rumble  of  the  cart,  a  low 
murmur  broke  forth,  and  the  sound  of  moving  steps 
was  heai'd.  It  was  over.  The  great  assemblage  of 
farmers  and  soldiers  went  away  strangely  silent,  and 
many  in  tears. 

The  effort  I  so  earnestly  desired  to  make  for  the 
capture  of  Arnold  was  afterward  made  by  Sergeant 
Charape,  but  failed,  as  all  men  now  know.  Yet  I  am 
honestly  of  opinion  that  I  should  have  succeeded. 

Years  afterward  I  was  walking  along  the  Strand 
in  London,  when,  looking  up,  I  saw  a  man  and 
woman  approaching.  It  was  Arnold  with  his  wife. 
His  face  was  thin  and  wasted,  a  countenance  writ 
over  with  gloom  and  disappointment.  His  masculine 
vigour  was  gone.  Cain  could  have  borne  no  plainer 
marks  of  vain  remorse.  He  looked  straight  Ijcfore 
him.  As  I  crossed  the  way,  with  no  desire  to  meet 
him,  I  saw  the  woman  look  np  at  him,  a  strange, 
'  melancholy  sweetness  in  tlie  pale,  worn  face  of  our 
ouce  beautiful  Margaret.  Her  love  was  all  that  time 
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had  left  him  ;  poor,  broken,  shuuiu-d,  insulted,  he  \ 
fast  going  to  his  gi-ave.    Where  now  he  lies  I 
not.     Did  he  repent  with  bitter  tears  on  tliat  gentle 
breast!    God  only  knows.    I  walked  on  through  th 
crowded  street,  and  thought  of  the  w^rds  of  my  great^ 
chief,  "  There  is  a  irod  who  punishes  the  traitor." 


HE  long  winter  of  1780  and  1781,  *itb  its 
ciinngeful  fortunes  in  the  South,  went 
by  without  alteration  in  mine.  There 
were  constant  alarms,  and  leaves  of 
absence  were  not  to  be  had.  We  drilled 
our  men,  marched  hither  and  thither,  and  criticised 
our  leaders  over  the  winter  camp-fires,  envying  the 
men  who,  under  Williams,  Marion,  and  Morgan,  were 
keeping  my  Lord  Comwallis  uncomfortably  busy  in 
the  Carolinas.  By  the  end  of  January  we  knew  witli 
joy  of  the  thrashing  Tarleton  got  at  the  Cowpens, 
and  at  last,  in  April,  of  the  fight  at  Guilford.  It 
began  to  dawn  on  the  wiseacres  of  the  camp-fires  why 
we  were  now  here  and  now  there.  In  fact,  we  were 
no  sooner  hutted  tlian  we  were  on  the  march,  if  there 
were  but  the  least  excuse  in  the  way  of  a  bit  of  open 
weather,  or  a  Tory  raid. 

Sir  Henry  was  kept  in  doubt  as  to  whether  our 
chief  meant  for  New  York  from  the  north  or  from 
Jersey,  and  when  at  last  he  began  to  suspect  that  it 
was  not  a  city  but  an  army  which  he  intended  to 
strike,  it  was  too  late.  Our  brave  old  hawk,  so  long 
half  asleep,  as  it  looked,  had  begun  to  flutter  his 
wings,  and  to  contemplate  one  of  those  sudden  swoopa 
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upon  his  prey  which  (lid  to  me  attest  the  soldier  at 
genius  within  this  j>atient,  ceremonious  g<eutlenuuL 
He  was  fast  learning  the  art  of  war. 

At  lust,  as  I  have  said,  even  we  who  were  fast 
simple  pawns  in  the  game  of  empire  knew  in  a  bm^ 
sure  why  we  had  been  thus  used  to  bother  and  detain 
this  unlucky  Sir  Ht-nrj-,  who  had  failed  to  help  Bur- 
goyne,  and  was  now  being  well  fooled  again,  to  the 
rain  of  Lord  Comwallis. 

But  all  of  this  was  chiefly  in  the  spring.  The  winter 
up  to  February  was  sad  enough  in  oiu-  waiting  cam 
what  with  low  diet,  desertions,  matiuies,  and 
typhus  fever,  which  cost  us  many  more  men  than 
we  lost  in  battle.  It  brought  us  at  last  one  day  tl*' 
pleasure  of  a  visit  from  the  great  physician,  Benjamin 
Rush,  now  come  to  Morristown  to  see  after  the  sick, 
who  were  many. 

This  gentleman  wasaprime  favourite  with  my  Annt 
Gainor,  although  they  had  but  one  oj)inion  in  com- 
mon, and  fought  and  scratched  like  the  far-famed 
Irish  cats.  I  think,  too,  the  doctor  liked  your  hnmUe 
servant,  chiefly  because  I  admired  and  revera»ed 
him  for  his  learning  and  his  unflinching  love 
country. 

At  this  time  we  lay  abont  Morristown  in 
Jersey.  There  was  to  be  a  great  ball  on  the 
the  doctor's  arrival  And  jtist  now,  when  his  deli< 
features  appeared  at  the  door  of  our  hut,  Ja<:k  and 
—for  Jack  was  with  me  for  a  day — had  used 
last  of  our  flour  to  powder  oor  hair,  and  Jack  w» 
carefully  tying  my  queue. 
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"Good-evening,  Master  Hngh,  and  yon,  John 
Warder.     Can  I  bave  a  bitef" 

We  gave  a  shout  of  welcome,  and  offered  him  a 
herring— very  dried  it  was— and  one  of  Master  Baker 
Ludwiek's  hard  biscuits.  He  said  we  were  luxurious 
scainps  with  our  powder,  imtil  we  explained  it  to  be 
the  end  of  a  rather  mouldy  bag  of  meal.  He  thought 
powdering  a  fine  custom  for  young  doctors,  for  it 
gave  them  a  look  of  gray  hair  and  wisdom ;  and  he 
was,  as  usual,  amusing,  cynical,  and  at  times  bitter. 

When  we  were  seated  and  had  his  leave  for  a  pipe, 
he  told  us  there  was  now  constant  good  news  from 
the  South,  and  that  General  Greene  seemed  to  be 
somehow  doing  well,  lo.sing  fights  and  winning 
strategetic  victories.  Probably  it  was  more  by  luck 
than  genius.  By  and  by  Gates  would  be  heard  from, 
and  then  we  should  see.  On  which  my  uauglitj'  Jack 
winked  at  me  tlirough  the  fog  of  his  pipe  smoke. 

"  And  why,"  said  the  doctor,  "  does  your  general 
keep  so  quiet  T    Was  an  anny  made  to  sit  still  f " 

I  could  not  but  remind  him  that  the  only  lucky 
winter  campaign  of  the  war  hnd  been  made  by  his 
Excellency,  and  that  it  was  not  usually  possible  to 
fight  in  the  cold  season ;  not  even  Marlborough  could 

■do  that.  I  wiis  most  respectful,  you  may  he  sure. 
He  assured  me  that  (im-  geuend  would  never  end 
the  war;  for  in  revolutions  it  was  not  they  who  be- 
gan them  who  ever  did  bring  them  to  auspicious 
conclusions.  Our  general,  the  doctor  went  on  to  teU 
us,  was  a  weak  man,  and  soon  all  would  be  of  this 
■  opinion. 
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As  he  spoke  I  saw  Harailtou  in  tlie  doorway,  and 
I  made  haste  to  preseut  him  to  the  doctor. 

The  young  aide  said  modestly  that  he  must  ventui 
to  differ  as  to  our  chief.  He  was  a  man  dull  in 
not  entertaining,  given  to  cautious  silence,  but  supet 
not  weak,  only  slow  in  judgment,  although  most  d^-j 
cisive  in  action. 

"  No  great  soldier,  sir,"  said  the  doctor,  "  and 
will  be." 

"  He  is  learning  the  business,  like  the  rest 
Dr.  Rusli.  'T  is  a  hai-d  school,  sir,  but  it  is  cha: 
that  wins  at  last ;  may  I  venture  to  say  this  man  hat 
character,  and  can  restj-ain  both  his  tongue  and  his 
owu  nature,  which  is  quick  to  wrath." 

"  Nonsense !  "  cried  tlie  doctor.  "  The  whole  conn- 
try  is  discontented.  We  should  elect  a  comnmnder- 
iu-chief  once  a  year." 

In  fact,  many  were  of  this  strange  opinion.  Ham- 
ilton smiled,  but  ma<le  no  reply. 

I  saw  Jack  flush,  and  I  shook  my  head  at  him.  I 
thought  what  was  said  foolish  and  ignorant.,  but  it 
became  not  men  as  young  as  we  to  contradict  tlie 
doctor.  It  was  Rush  who,  in  '77,  with  Adams  and 
others,  sustained  Gates,  and  put  him  in  the  Board 
of  War,  to  the  bewilderment  of  affairs.  How  deep 
he  was  in  the  scheme  of  that  officer  and  Conwny 
and  Lee  to  displace  our  chief  none  know.  My  aiuit 
insists  he  had  naught  to  do  with  it  He  was  «ii 
honoiu^ble,  honest  man,  but  he  was  also  a  good, 
permanent  hater,  and  sustained  his  hatreds  with  a 
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fine  escort  of  rancorous  words,  where  Jack  or  I  would 

have  been  profane  and  brief. 

The  cabal  broke  up  witli  Lee's  trial,  and  when 
Cadwalader  shot  Conway  through  the  moutli,  aud, 

as  he  said,  stopped  one  d lying  tongue,  it  did  not 

change  our  doctor's  views.  When  ho  and  Dr.  Ship- 
pen,  who  was  no  Tory  like  the  rest  of  his  family, 
quarrelled,  as  all  doctors  do,  Rush  preferred  charges, 
ajid  was  disgusted  because  his  Excellency  approved 
the  acquittal  with  some  not  verj'  agreeable  comments. 
I  think  he  never  forgave  the  sUght,  but  yet  1  Uked 
him,  and  shall  ever  revere  his  memory  as  that  of  a 
man  who  desen'ed  well  of  his  coimtrj-,  and  had  the 
noble  courage  of  his  profession,  as  he  showed  amply 
in  the  great  yellow-fever  plague  of  '98. 

He  told  me  of  my  father  as  still  much  the  same, 
and  of  my  Aunt  Gainor,  and  of  Darthea,  who,  he 
thought,  was  trf>ubled  in  mind,  although  why  he 
knew  not.  She  had  long  shwe  ceased  answering  the 
messages  we  sent  her  through  my  aunt.  Mr.  Warder, 
he  told  me  later,  had  given  up  his  suit  to  Madam 
Peniston,  aud  was  now  an  outspoken  Whig.  The 
lady  waa  disposed  to  seek  refuge  again  with  her  De 
Lancey  cousins  in  New  York,  but  Darthea  was  ob- 
stinate, and  not  to  be  moved.  Aud  so  we  got  all  the 
gossip  of  our  old  town,  and  heard  of  Mrs.  Arnold's 
having  been  ordered  to  leave,  and  of  how  the  doctor, 
like  our  own  Wayne,  had  always  distrusted  her  hus- 
band. Indeed,  we  had  asked  a  thou.sand  questions 
before  we  let  the  doctor  get  to  my  bed,  and  we  our- 
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Belves,  pulling  on  oar  shem'-vallies,  a  kind  of  oti 
alls,  to  protect  oiir  silk  stockings  from  the  mad,  w* 
away  to  the  ball 

Despite  oar  many  cares  and  former  low  diet, 
danced  till  late  in  the  night;  the  good  people 
Morristowu  contriving,  I  know  not  how,  to  give 
Buch  a  supper  as  we  had  not  had  for  many  a  day.  I 
had  the  pleasure  to  converse,  in  their  own  tongue, 
with  Comte  de  Rodiambeau  and  the  Due  de  Laumn, 
who  made  me  many  compliments  on  my  accent,  aud 
brought  back  to  me,  in  this  bright  scene,  the  thougLt 
of  her  to  whom  I  owed  this  and  all  else  of  what  is 
best  in  me. 

It  was  indeed  a  gay  and  pleasant  evening.     Even 
our  general  seemed  to  forget  the  anxieties  of  war, 
and  walked  a  minuet  with  Lady  Stirling,  and 
with  Mrs.  Greene.    Very  quiet  and  coarteoiis  he 
but  not  greatly  interested,  or  so  it  seeniexl  to  me. 

Again  in  May  we  were  in  motion,  now  here,  now 
there ;  and,  with  a  skirmish  or  two,  the  summer  wi 
upon  us.    Meanwhile,  as  I  have  said,  things 
more  happily  in  the  South. 

Greene,  continually  beaten,  was  ever  a  better 
dier;  and  at  last,  early  in  this  summer  of  '81, 
Lord  Comwallis,  driven  to  despair  by  incessant  I 
who  led  him  a  wearisome  and  fruitless  chase  thro: 
States  not  rich  enough  to  feed  him,  tume<l  from 
"boy"  Lafayette  he  so  much  despised,  and  fii 
Bought  rest  and  supplies  on  the  seaboard  at  Yoi 
town,  while  the  "  boy  general,"  planted  in  a  positii 
to  command  the  peninsula  at  Malvern  Hill^  sat  down 
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to  intrench  and  watx;b  the  older  nobleman.  I  have  no 
wish  to  write  more  historj'  than  is  involved  in  my  own 
humble  fortunes,  and  I  must  leave  those  for  whom 
I  write  these  memoirs  to  read  the  story  of  the  war 
on  other  pages  than  mine.  Enough  to  say  that  when 
his  Excellency  was  sure  of  the  Frencli  fleet  and  knew 
of  his  lordship's  position,  he  made  one  of  those  swift 
decisions  which  contrasted  strangely  with  his  patient, 
and  even  elaborate,  businesslike  fashion  of  attending 
to  all  the  minor  affairs  of  life.  Nor  less  secret  and 
subtle  was  the  way  in  which  he  carried  out  his  plan 
of  ijction.  Leaving  a  force  at  West  Point,  he  swept 
in  haste  through  the  Jerseys. 

Even  the  generals  in  immediate  command  knew 
nothiu{5  of  his  real  intention  until  we  were  turned 
southward  and  humed  through  the  middle  colonies. 
Then  all  men  knew  and  wondered  at  the  daring,  and, 
as  some  thought,  the  rashne.sis  of  this  movement. 
Sir  Henry  had  been  well  fooled  to  the  end,  for  now 
it  was  far  on  in  August 

At  Trenton  I  received  an  appointment  which  much 
amazed  me.  The  army  of  our  allies  was  marcliiug 
with  ns.  De  Grasse,  with  a  great  fleet,  was  off  Chesa- 
peake Bay ;  despatches  were  coming  and  going  daily. 
Dis  Excellency  had  little  knowledge  of  the  French 
tongue,  and  had  suffered  for  it  in  his  youth.  Mr. 
Duponceau,  of  the  Marquis  de  Lafayette's  staff,  was 
competent  in  botli  French  and  English,  but,  save  one 
other  officer,  no  one  of  his  Excellency's  staff  spoke 
and  wrote  French  well  -,  and  this  aide  was,  as  a  con- 
sequence, much  overworked. 
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Seeing  this  difficnlty,  which  occasioned  mach  «v)n- 
fnsiun,  the  Duo  de  Laozon  suggested  that  I  be  ask<vi 
to  serve  as  a  special  aide-de^samp.  I  believe  I  owed, 
this  chance,  in  part,  to  Lafayette,  and  also  to  the  i 
stated  elsewhere,  that  I  had  had  the  fc»*tane  U) ' 
presented  to  the  duke  at  our  famous  ball  in  Mur 
town,  where  he  was  pleased  to  talk  with  me  in 
French. 

My  appointment  reached  me  on  August  29.    HJ8_ 
Excelleney  was  then  with  ns  at  Trenton,  despat 
couriers,  urging  haste,  and  filling  all  meu  with 
great  hope  which  his  audacious  action  excit«?d. 

I  was  ordered  to  turn  over  my  command,  to  jo 
his  Excellency's  headquarters  staff  at  Pluladelpl 
and  there  to  report  to  Colonel  Tilghnian  as  extra  aid 
de-camp  with  the  brevet  rank  of  heutcnautrcolou 
A  note  from  Hamilton,  now  with  his  rcgriiueut,  < 
gratulated  me,  and  related  the  cause  of  my  uulc 
for  promotion. 

Would  you  see  what  my  lifelong  friend  Ja 
to  sayt 

"I  thank  God  for  the  happy  fortune  which  has 
again  fallen  to  Hugh.  Had  it  not  been  for  his  as^ 
siduity  in  youth,  and  the  love  and  respect  he  b(iK_ 
his  motlier,  he  would  never  have  come  by  this  pr 
motion.  Thus  God  rewards  ns  for  that  we  do  withol 
thought  of  profit."  Alas !  my  dear  Jack,  those  Frenli 
lessons  were  sometimes  but  ungratefully  learned. 

Early  on  September  2,  ha\'ing  borrowed  a  hor 
from  one  of  the  staff,  I  was  ferried  over  the  Dela^ 
and,  once  across  the  river,  pushed  on  in  haste  to  mj 
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own  dear  dty.  I  fotuid  the  French  about  to  enter 
the  town. 

I  hiid  left  Lome  in  1777  a  raw  youth,  and  it  was 
not  without  a  sense  of  just  pride  that  I  returned  a 
lieutt'uaut-colonel  at  twenty-eight,  having,  as  I  felt, 
done  my  country  honest  service. 

Oiu-  allies  halted  in  the  suburbs  to  clean  off  the 
dust,  and  as  they  began  their  march  I  fell  in  beside 
De  Lauzun.  They  made  a  brilliant  show  in  neat 
white  uniforms,  colours  fl^'ing  and  bauds  playing. 
Front  street  was  densely  crowded,  and  at  Vine  tliey 
turned  westwai-d  to  ciunp  on  the  common  at  C'entre 
Square.  As  they  wlieelcd  I  bowed  to  the  French 
gentlemen,  and  kept  on. down  Front  street  to  Arch, 
soon  halting  before  my  aunt's  door.  The  house  was 
closed.  All  had  gone  forth  to  welcome  the  inarching 
troops.  I  mounted  again  aud  rode  down  Second 
street  to  my  own  home,  left  my  horse  at  the  stable, 
and,  seeing  no  one,  passed  into  the  sitting-room.  My 
father  was  seated  at  the  open  window,  but  to  see  him 
dismayed  me.  He  rtise  with  an  uneasy  Icmk  as  I 
went  toward  him.  He  wa-s  so  wasted  that  his  large 
features  stood  out  gaunt  and  prominent.  His  clothes 
hung  about  hira  in  folds,  and  his  vast,  bony  trame 
was  like  a  rack  from  which  they  seemed  ready  to  fall. 

I  caught  him  iu  my  ai-ms,  and  kissed  his  shninkcu 
cheeks,  utterly  overcome  at  the  sight  of  this  splendid 
body  in  ruins.  Meanwhile  he  stayed  quite  pttssive, 
aud  at  last  pushed  me  off  and  looked  at  me  steadily. 

"  It  is  Hugh,"  he  said.  "  Thy  mother  will  be  glad 
to  see  thee." 
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I  was  shocked.  This  delusion  of  my  motlici^ 
being  alive  greatly  increased  tJie  grief  I  had  in  aettBg 
this  WTi'ck  of  tt  strong,  masterful  man. 

I  said  something,  I  hardly  know  what.     He 
peated,  "Thy  mother  will  be  glad  to  see  thee. 
is  upstairs— upstairs.     She  is  with  thy  little 
Ellin  has  been  troublesome  in  the  night" 

After  this  he  sat  down  and  took  no  more 
of  me.  I  stood  watching  him.  The  dead  alone  i 
to  be  alive  to  him :  my  mother,  and  the  little  sister 
who  died  thirty'  years  Imok,  and  whose  name  I  h«*nl 
now  from  my  father  for  the  first  time  in  all  my  life. 
As  I  stood  amazed  and  disturbed  at  these  fle>^UJle^ 
tions,  he  sat  speechless,  either  lookinff  oat  of  ti« 
window  in  a  dull  way,  or  now  and  then  at  me  wiUi_ 
no  larger  interest.  At  last,  with  some  di£B4;ii 
as  to  finding  words,  he  said:  ''Thy  mother 
for  thy  letters.  Thoa  hast  been  remias  not 
mrite." 

I  said  I  had  written  him,  as  indeed  I  had,  and  ' 
regnlarity,  but  with  never  an  answer.  After  this  1 
was  long  silent,  and  then  said,  "  I  told  her  it  was  but 
for  a  week  thou  wert  to  be  away.  She  tliifths  it 
more."  The  long  years  of  war  were  lost  to 
as  though  they  had  not  been. 

I  made  a  vain  effort  to  recall  him  to  the 
and  the  living,  telling  him  of  the  army  and 
and  at  last  asked  news  of  my  aunt  He  soon  oeaac 
to  hear  me,  and  his  great  head  fell  forward,  the  gnf 
looks  dropping  over  his  forehead,  as  he  sat  I 
deeply  and  long. 
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I  foand  it  a  sorry  spectacle,  and  after  giving  some 
ordfi-s  to  Tom  I  went  away. 

I  learned  later  that  my  father  never  went  out, 
but  sat  at  the  window  all  day  with  his  pipe,  drawing 
on  it  as  if  it  were  lighted,  and  heeding  neither  the 
fi-iends  who  still  came  to  see  him  uor  the  vacant  days 
which  went  by.  I  Lad  lost  my  father,  even  that  little 
of  his  ti-ue  self  he  had  let  me  see. 

I  went  theneo  and  repoited  to  Colonel  Tilghman 
at  theCitaS«ivern,  where  his  ExeeEency  had  alighted, 
and  u^^^^•I•forming  that  duty  made  haste  to  see 
my  auufr."  '^ 

There  I  filjuud  the  love  and  tender  welcome  for 
which  I  so  much  yearned,  and  I  also  had  news  of 
Darthea.  She,  my  aunt  said,  was  well  and  stLU  in 
the  city,  but  out  of  spii'its ;  as  to  that  "  villain,''  my 
cousin,  my  Aunt  Gaiuor  knew  nothing,  nor  indeed 
Mistress  Peniston  much.  Letters  were  diffleult  to 
get  through  our  lines,  and  if  he  or  Darthea  still  wrote, 
my  aunt  knew  no  more  than  I.  When  I  told  her  in 
confidence  of  the  errand  on  which,  at  my  cousin's 
pr{>mptiug,  General  jVi'nold  had  sent  me,  she  ex- 
claimed : 

"  Could  he  have  wished  to  get  you  into  trouble  t 
It  seems  incredible,  Hugh.  1  hope  you  may  never 
meet." 

"  Aunt  Gainor,"  said  I,  "  to  meet  that  man  is  the 
dearest  wish  of  my  life." 

"The  dearest!" 

"  Not  (luite,"  said  I,  "  but  it  will  be  for  me  a  happy 
hour." 
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"Then  God  forbid  it,  Hugh ;  and  it  is  most  unHkelT. 
Yon  must  go  and  see  Oartbea.  1  sappose  yoa  nil 
hardly  tarry  here  long— and  get  your  epauleta,  sr. 
I  want  to  see  njy  boy  in  his  mxiform.  Bring  Xt. 
Hamilton  here,  and  the  French  gentlemen.  FMA 
some  of  them  to  dinner  to-morrow." 

Then  she  kissed  me  again,  and  told  me  how  stroBf 
and  well  I  looked,  uid  so  on,  with  all  the  kind  pret- 
tiness  of  affectionate  speech  women  keep  for  tboH 
they  love. 

As  I  knew  not  when  we  should  leave,  nor  bow 
busy  I  might  be  while  still  in  the  city,  I  thoo^  it 
well  to  talk  to  my  aont  of  my  father's  sad  oon^ 
tion,  and  of  some  other  matters  of  moment.  Of  tbt 
deed  so  strangely  come  into  my  possession  she  ■!■> 
spoke.  It  seemed  to  be  much  on  her  mind.  I  ctiB 
told  her  I  cared  little  for  the  Welsh  lands,  and  thii 
was  true.  Nevertheless  I  diseorered  in  m^-self  oc 
desire  to  be  pleasant  to  Hr.  Arthur  Wynne,  ami  I 
began  to  suspect  with  my  aont  that  more  than  D» 
thea,  or  stupid  jealonsy,  or  the  memory  of  a  Uoi| 
mi^t  be  at  the  bottom  of  his  disposition  to  injure  Bt 

It  may  seem  strange  to  thoee  who  nead  whatt 
quiet  old  fellow  writes,  that  I  should  so  frankly  eoft- 
fess  my  hatred  of  my  consin.  Nowadays  nun  ll 
about  one  another,  and  stab  with  words,  uid  no  OM 
resents  it.  Is  the  power  to  hate  to  the  death  Eadiaf 
out  t  and  are  we  the  better  for  this  T  It  may  be  ft- 
Think  of  the  weary  months  in  jail,  of  starvatida. 
insult,  and  the  miseries  of  cold,  raggedness,  filth,  uA 
fever.    Think,  too,  of  my  father  set  against 
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the  Misdiianza  business,— bnt  for  that  I  blame  Mm 
not,— and,  last,  of  his  involving  me  lq  the  vile  net  of 
Arnold's  treason.  I  could  as  soon  forgive  a  snake 
that  had  bit  me  as  this  reptile. 

"Mr.  James  Wilson  has  the  deed,"  said  my  aunt; 
"and  of  that  we  shall  learn  more  when  Mr.  Corn- 
wallis  is  t«)k,  and  you  come  home  a  general.  And 
now  go  and  see  Darthea,  and  let  me  hear  how  many 
will  be  to  dine,  and  send  me,  too,  a  half-dozen  of 
good  old  wine  from  my  brother's  eellai'— the  old 
Wynne  Madeira.  Decant  it  with  care,  and  don't 
trust  that  black  animal  Tom.     Mind,  sir ! " 

Dai-thea  lived  but  a  little  way  from  my  aunt's,  and 
with  my  heart  knocking  at  my  ribs  as  it  never  had 
done  at  sight  of  levelled  muskets,  I  found  my  way 
into  Mistress  Penistou's  parlour,  and  waited,  as  it 
seemed  to  me,  an  age. 

It  was  a  large  back  room  with  an  open  fireplace 
and  high-backed  chairs,  daw-toed  tables  bare  of 
books  or  china,  with  the  floor  polished  like  glass. 
Peuistous  and  De  Lanceys,  in  hoop  and  hood,  and 
liberal  of  neck  and  bosom,  looked  down  on  me.  It 
was  all  stiff  and  formal,  but  to  me  pleasantly  familiar. 
Would  she  never  come  t 

Then  I  heard  a  slow  step  on  the  stair,  and  the  rustle 
of  skirts,  and  here  was  Darthea,  pale  and  grave,  but 
more  full  in  bud,  and,  I  thought,  more  lovely  in  her 
matuiing  womanhood. 

She  paused  at  the  doorway,  and  made  as  it  were 
to  greet  mo  with  a  formal  curtsey,  but  then— how 
like  her  it  did  seem ! —ran  forward  and  gave  me  both 
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her  hands,  saying :  "  Ton  arc  welcome,  Mr.  Wvtuml 
I  am  most  glad  to  see  you.     You  are  all  for 
Soath,  I  hear.    Is  it  not  so  f " 

I  said  yes,  and  how  delightfol  it  was  to  be  hen\ 
bat  for  a  day  or  two ;  and  then,  being  pret^ ' 
must  tell  her  of  my  good  fortune. 

"  I  am  gbul  of  my  friend's  success,  but  I 
were  with  the  other  side.  Oh,  I  am  a  mighty 
yet,"  shaking  her  head.  "I  have  seen  joor  Mr 
Washington.  What  a  fine  man  I  and  favoon  Mr 
Arnold  a  trifle." 

"  Fie  for  shame !  "  said  I,  pleased  to  see  her  mrtrr; 
and  then  I  went  on  to  tell  her  the  sad  story  of  Andre, 
but  not  of  what  he  told  me  concerning  Artliar.  Th« 
tears  came  to  her  eyes,  although  of  coarse  it  was  ao 
new  tale,  and  she  went  white  again,  so  that  I  wooU 
have  turned  the  talk  aside,  but  she  stopped 
hesitating  a  little,  said : 

"Did  that  miserable  treachery  begin  whef 
Arnold  was  in  the  town?" 

I  said  it  was  thought  to  have  done  so.     For  nr 
own  part,  I  believed  it  began  here,  but  jost  when  1 
could  not  say.     "But  why  do  you  askt"  I 
being  for  a  reason  curious. 

For  a  little  she  sat  still,  her  hands,  in  delicate  1 
lace  mittens,  on  her  lap.    Then  she  spoke,  at  finti 
looking  up.    "  Men  are  strange  to  me,  Mr.  Wynw- 
I  suppose  in  war  they  must  do  things  which  in  pewt 
would  be  shameful." 

I  said  yes,  and  be^an  to  wonder  if  she  had  divio^ 
that  Arthur  had  been  deep  in  that  wretched  plot  1 
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do  not  know  to  this  day.  She  kept  her  ooonsel  if 
she  did.  Women  see  through  us  at  times  as  if  we 
were  glass,  and  then  again  are  caught  by  a  man-trap 
that  one  would  think  must  be  perfectly  visible. 

"And  was  poor  Peggy  Shippen  in  itt" 

"  Oh,  no !  no  1 "  I  replied. 

"  I  am  glad  of  that ;  but  had  I  been  she,  I  would 
never  have  seen  him  again— never !  never !  To  think 
of  life  with  one  who  is  as  black  a  creature  as  that 


man 


I" 


"  But,  after  all,  he  is  her  husband."  I  wanted  to 
see  what  she  would  say. 

"Her  husband!  Yes.  But  a  husband  without 
honour !  No !  no !  I  should  have  to  respect  the  man 
I  loved,  or  love  would  be  dead — dead !  Let  us  talk 
of  something  else.  Poor  Peggy !  Must  you  go  T " 
she  added,  as  I  rose.  "  This  horrid  war !  We  may 
never  meet  again."  And  then  quickly,  "How  is 
Captain  Blushes,  and  shall  we  see  liim  too  t " 

I  thought  not^  Already  the  army  was  making 
for  Chester,  and  so  toward  the  Head  of  Elk.  "  No ; 
I  must  go."    On  this  she  rose. 

"  Is  it  the  same,  Darthea,  and  am  I  to  go  away  with 
no  more  hope  than  the  years  have  brought  me  T  " 

"  Why,"  she  said,  colouring,  "  do  you  make  it  so 
hard  for  me— your  friend  T " 

"Do  I  make  it  hard t" 

"  Yes.  I  used  to  say  no  to  men,  and  think  no  more 
of  the  thing  or  of  them,  but  I  am  troubled ;  and  this 
awful  war !  I  am  grown  older,  and  t^  hurt  a  man— a 
man  like  you— gives  me  jwiin  as  it  did  not  use  to  do." 
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"  Bat  70a  hav«  not  said  no,^  siud  I ;  "  and  I  am  n 
obstinate  mAn." 

"  Why  will  yoa  force  me  to  say  no  f  WhjAonii 
It  Yon  know  well  enongb  what  I  think  and  ted 
Why  insi^-t  that  I  put  it  in  words  1  It  were  kixkr 
—not  to  orge  me." 

It  seemed  a  strange  speech.  I  said  I  did  not 
understand  her. 

"  Then  you  had  better  go.  I  am  engaged  to  lb. 
Arthur  W}-nne,  sir.  I  have  had  no  word  of  him  far 
a  year,  and  can  get  no  letter  to  him." 

I  might  hare  given  her  Miss  Franka^s  letter,  aai 
poured  out  to  her  the  story  of  his  trtrndnerj  and 
basenesB.  I  may  have  been  wron^,  bnt  soraedrnf 
in  me  forbade  it,  and  I  preferred  to  wait  yet  locgcr. 

"Shall  I  get  you  a  letter  through  the  linest  1 
can." 

"Tou  ue  a  strange  man,  Mr.  Wynne,  and  m 
honest  gentleman.  No,  yon  cannot  do  me  this  str- 
vioe.    I  thank  yon." 

"  Then  good-by ;  and  it  is  love  to  the  end,  Darthea' 

"  I  wish  yoD  would  go,*  she  said  faintly. 

"Good-lqr,'  I  r^eated,  and  rose. 

"Come  and  we  me  some  day  when  yon  ^m,— 1 
now,  not  this  time, — and  do  not  think  ill  oi  i 

"Think  ill  of  yon !     Why  should  I»» 

"Yes!  yes!" 

I  did  not  understand  her,  but  I  saw  that  sbe 
diaken  by  aonie  great  emotioii.    Tlien  she  apoke: 

"  I  have  given  my  word,  Mr.  Wynne,  *»»d  I  do  001 
h^tly  break  it    Perhape,  like  sonw  mat,  jooa^f 
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think  that  ironien  have  no  such  sense  of  honour  as 
men  believe  t«  be  tiieirs." 

"  But  do  you  love  him,  Darthea  T  " 

"  He  is  not  here  to  answer  yon,"  she  cried,  looking 
up  at  me  steadily,  her  eyes  ablaze.  "Nor  will  I. 
You  have  no  right  to  question  me— none ! " 

"  I  have  every  right,"  I  said. 

"  Oh,  will  you  never  go  away  ? "  And  she  stamped 
one  little  foot  impatiently.  "  If  you  don't  go  I  shall 
hate  you,  and  I— 1  don't  want  to  hate  you,  Hugh 
Wynne." 

I  stood  a  moment,  and  once  more  the  temptation 
to  tell  her  all  I  knew  was  sti-ong  upon  me,  but,  as 
she  said,  Arthur  was  not  here ;  first  I  must  tell  him 
face  to  face,  and  after  that  God  alone  knew  what 
might  come.  I  must  t^'ll  him,  too,  with  such  proof 
as  neither  her  love  nor  his  subtlety  could  gainsay. 
And  when  this  hour  came— what  then  T  If  I  klDed 
him,  — and  I  meant  to,— what  of  DartlieaT  That 
would  end  my  slender  chance,  and  yet  I  knew  myself 
BO  surely  as  to  be  certain  that,  when  the  hour  came, 
no  human  consideration  would  be  listened  to  for  a 
moment.  I  could  hate  in  those  day.'*,  and  I  did.  If 
I  had  had  the  assured  love  of  Darthea,  I  should  per- 
haps have  hesitated ;  but  not  having  it,  I  only  longed 
once  to  have  that  man  at  the  point  of  the  sword.  It 
is  all  very  savage  and  brutal,  but  in  those  my  young 
days  men  loved  and  bated  as  I  do  not  tliink  they  do 
of  late.  It  was  a  strong  and  a  choleric  generation, 
but  we  did  some  things  for  which  the  world  should 
thank  us. 


IT  the  7th  of  September  Marqnis  Lafii; 
was  holding  the  neck  of  the  penmsalk 
York.  A  more  daring  man  than  C 
wallis  would  have  tried  a  fall  with 
jtrmy,  but  he  waited  for  a  fleet  to  relie' 
him,  and  behold !  none  came  save  that  of  De  Orasse. 
By  September  26  sixteen  thousand  men  were  addrd 
to  those  of  the  marquis,  and  lay  about  WUliamsburg 
Our  quiet  old  hawk  bad  my  lord  in  his  clat<Jies,  aod 
meant  no  long  delay. 

Not  to  be  in  advance  of  the  army,  his  ExceDencr, 
who  left  Philadelphia  before  us,  lingered  a  few  day* 
on  the  way  to  \Tsit  the  home  he  had  not  seieu  for  «i 
long  years,  and  we  of  the  staff  followed  him  the  day 
after.  Both  in  town  and  on  the  march  through  Del- 
aware I  was  occupied  as  I  had  never  been  in  my 
The  French  marched  with  us,  and  to  keep  thin, 
straight  duplicate  orders  in  both  ttmgues 
needed,  and  there  were  notes,  letters,  and  despatches 
to  be  done  into  French  or  English.  An  aide  wb" 
spoke  I^nch  fluently  was  apt  to  be  in  the  saddk 
whenever  his  pen  was  not  in  use. 

The  life  was  to  me  of  advantage,  becanse  I  cane 
daily  into  contact  with  officers,  young  and  old,  vbo 
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had  seen  the  finest  company  in  Europe,  and  from 
whom  there  was  much  to  learn.  It  is  Chastellux,  I 
think,  who  has  said  that  Mr.  Washington  possessed 
the  charm  of  such  manners  as  were  rare  among  our 
officers.  With  these  gentlemen,  our  allies,  the  way  of 
doing  every  little  act  of  the  life  of  society  seemed  to 
have  been  studied  and  taught,  untQ  these  gracious 
and  amiable  forms  were  become,  as  one  may  say,  a 
part  of  the  man. 

No  wonder  they  found  us  clumsy  fellows.  Too 
msmy  of  our  gentry  were  not  in  the  war,  or  were 
opposed  to  it.  Many  regiments  were  strangely  of- 
ficered, and  this,  as  Graydon  says  in  his  memoirs, 
was  especially  the  case  as  to  the'New  England  troops. 
But  a  man  with  no  manners  and  with  brutal  habits 
may  fight  as  well  as  a  marciuis. 

Now  toward  the  close  of  the  war,  if  we  were  still 
as  to  looks  but  a  FuLstaffian  contingent,  the  material 
in  men  and  ofiStJors  had  been  notably  sifted,  and  was 
in  all  essential  ways  fit  for  the  perilous  service  to 
which  we  were  about  to  address  ourselves. 

At  Mount  Vernon  we  camped— we  of  the  staff— 
in  and  out  of  the  house,  and  were  bountifully  fed, 
nor  did  I  ever  see  his  Excellency  more  to  advantage 
than  here.  He  personally  looked  after  our  wants, 
and  lost  for  a  time  much  of  the  official  reserve  with 
which  he  guarded  himself  elsewhere. 

At  table  after  dinner  he  was  in  the  habit  of  asking 
one  of  his  aides  to  propose  toasts  for  him.  The  day 
before  wo  left,  as  we  were  about  to  rise  from  table, 
1  said,  "  One  more  toast,  with  your 
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permission,  Excellency,"  and  cried  oat,  "My  Lord 
Comwallis,  and  may  he  enjoy  the  hoBpitalides  oi 
our  army." 

Our  host  laughed  as  he  rarely  did,  saying,  "W* 
must  first  catch  our  fish,  Mr.  Tilglunan." 

I  ventured  to  say,  "  Ho  is  in  the  net  already.* 

His  Excellency,  looking  round  at  me,  said  gravelj, 
"  Pray  God  the  net  hold  good  !  "  After  I  had  offired 
the  toast  of  Lady  Waslungtou's  he&lth,  and  our 
thanks  for  the  pleasant  days  of  rest  and  good  cheer, 
he  left  us,  desiring  Mr.  Tilglunan  to  see  that  we  had 
wine  enough. 

On  the  14th  we  reached  Williamsburg,  The  army 
rapidly  came  in  by  (Tivisions,  FVeneh  and  American. 
Before  the  25th  we  had  from  the  fleet  cannon  and 
intrenching-tools,  and  all  our  available  force  was  to 
hand. 

I  can  make  clear  in  a  few  words  the  sitoatioD 
the  enemy.    The  penin-snla  of  York  hes  between 
James  and  the  York  rivers.     On  the  south  bank 
the  latter  sits  the  little  town  of  York.     Seven 
doubts  siuTounded  it.    The  town  was  flanked 
and  left  by  deep  ra\'ines  and  creeks  falling  into 
York  River.   Intrenchments,  field-works,  and  sbatu^ 
with  felled  trees,  lay  to  landward. 

Gloucester  Point>  on  the  opposite  shore  of  the  river, 
was  well  fortified,  and  before  it  lay  a  small  force 
British  war-sliips,  the  channel  being  obstmcled  lo 
down  by  sunken  vessels.    The  French  fleet  hdd 
river  below  the  town,  and  we  the  peniiutnla. 

On  the  night  of  the  25th,  after  a  brief  visit  to  lM 
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fleet,  onr  chief  lay  down  in  the  open  under  a  mnl- 

berry-tree  with  one  of  its  roots  for  a  pillow,  and  slept 
well,  as  was  audible  enough  to  ns  who  lay  atadistance. 

That  night  his  lordship  abandoned  his  outworks 
and  drew  within  the  town.  We  seized  these  liues 
next  day,  losing  Colonel  Scammel,  fonncrly  of  the 
staff,  in  whose  amusing  songs  and  gay  talk  our  chief 
had  used  to  take  much  pleasure.  On  the  28th  the 
armies  marched  twelve  miles  down  the  peninsula, 
and  camped  two  miles  from  the  town,  driving  in  the 
pickets  and  some  parties  of  horse. 

By  October  1,  the  weather  being  fine,  we  had  com- 
pleted a  hnlf-moon  of  intrenchments,  resting  at  each 
wing  on  the  river.  Two  advanced  redoubts  we  tJirew 
up  were  severely  cannonaded,  so  as  to  interrupt  the 
men  at  work. 

His  Excellency,  somewhat  anxious,  came  out  of  his 
tent,  and  calling  Mr.  Tilghman  and  me,  who  were 
writing,  rode  forth,  followed  by  his  faithful  black 
Billy,  whom  we  used  to  credit  with  knowing  more  of 
what  went  on  than  did  we  of  the  staff.  Mr.  Evans, 
a  chaplain,  was  fain  to  see  more  of  the  war  than  con- 
cerned him,  and  came  after  us.  As  we  approached, 
Billy,  riding  behind  me,  said  as  the  cannon-shot  went 
over  us : 

"  Dem  redcoats  is  p'intin'  ns  mighty  well." 

Then  a  shot  ricoohetted,  stinking  the  ground  in 
fnont  and  covering  us  with  dust.  Mr.  Evans,  who 
was  standing  by,  and  had  now  seen  quite  enough  of 
it,  said,  "We  shall  aU  bo  killed,"  and  then  looked 
ruefully  at  his  new  beaver,  well  dusted  and  dirty. 
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"  You  had  better  carry  that  home  to  your  wife  and 
children,"  said  the  chief.     "  This  is  not  the  place  i 
you,  sir." 

Neither  was  it  much  to.  my  own  liking,  and  I  was 
not  sorry  when  we  rode  back. 

On  the  night  of  the  9th  of  October  his  Excelle 
put  a  match  to  the  first  gun,  and  for  four  days  j 
nights  a  furious  cannonade  went  on  from  both  side 

Late  on  the  night  of  the  10th  Jack  came  to 
tent,  and  we  walked  out  to  see  this  terrible  spectack 
climbing  a  little  hill  which  lay  well  away  from  oa 
lines.    For  a  time  we  were  quite  alone. 

A  monstrous  dome  of  smoke  hung  over  the  to? 
Now  and  then  a  gust  of  sea  wind  tore  it  apart,  i 
through  the  rifts  we  saw  _the  silver  cup  of  the  moon 
and  the  host  of  stars.  We  lay  long  on  the  hillock. 
I  suppose  the  hour  and  the  mighty  fates  inTolved 
made  us  serious  and  silent.  Far  away  seventy  can- 
non thunderetl  from  our  works,  and  the  enemj 
batteries  roared  their  incessant  fury  of  reply. 

Presently  I  said,  "  Jack,  how  stiU  the  heavens  i 
and  under  them  this  rage  of  war !     How  strange ! 

"  Yes,"  said  Jack ;  "  once  I  said  something  of  i 
tranquilness  in  the  skies  to  our  great  Dr. 
He  is  verj'  patient  with  young  ft- Hows,  but  he  said 
to  me :  '  Yes,  it  is  a  pleasing  thing,  even  to  be  wrong 
about  it  It  is  only  to  the  eye  of  man  that  there  is 
calm  and  peace  in  tlio  heavens;  no  shot  of  cannon 
can  fly  as  these  worlds  fly,  and  comets  whirl,  and 
suns  blaze ;  and  if  there  is  yonder,  as  with  ns,  wv 
and  murder  and  ravage,  none  can  say.*   It  all  comes 
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back  to  me  now,"  said  Jack,  "  and  I  thought  to  tell 
you." 

"  It  is  a  terrible  sight,"  said  I,  as  the  great  tumult 
of  sound  grew  louder.  "  Let  us  thank  God  the  cause 
is  a  just  one." 

"  And  there  are  tho  stars  again,"  said  Jack,  "  and 
the  moon."  And  we  were  silent  once  more,  watch- 
ing the  death-stnigglo  of  a  failing  cause. 

Our  own  mad  world  was  far  other  than  at  peace. 
The  great  bombs  rose  in  vast  curves  overhead,  with 
trails  of  light,  and,  seeming  to  hesitate  in  mid-air, 
exploded,  or  fell  on  town  or  ship  or  in  the  stream 
between.  As  we  looked,  awe-struck,  hot  shot  set  fire 
to  the  "Cbarou,"  a  forty-foiu'-gun  ship,  nigh  to 
Gloucester,  and  soon  a  red  rush  of  fire  twiniug  about 
mast  and  spai-  rose  in  air,  lighting  the  sublime  spec- 
tacle, amid  the  crash  of  guns,  the  rattle  of  musketry, 
and  multitudinous  inexpUeable  noises,  through  which 
we  heard  now  and  then  the  wild  howl  of  a  dog  from 
some  distant  farm-yard. 

At  last  the  war-ship  blew  up,  and  a  wonderful 
strong  light  lighted  the  town,  the  river,  and  the  camp. 
As  it  fell  the  dog  bayed  again,  a  long,  sharp,  waver- 
ing cry. 

This  seemed  to  me  to  impress  Jack  Warder  more 
thau  anything  else  in  this  din  of  war.  Ele  said  now 
and  again,  "  There  is  that  dog,"  and  wondered  what 
the  beast  thought  of  it  alL  It  is  curious  upon  what 
the  minds  of  men  fix  on  grave  occasions.  I  meant 
to  ask  Jack  why  he  spoke  over  and  over  of  the  dog 
when  before  us  was  the  bloody  dose  of  a  great  hia- 


toric  tnigedy :  a  king  humbled ;  a  yonng  repnbUe 
swonl-poiiit  fli-it.h  an  ancient  monarcLy. 

It  seemed  to  me  a  man's  mind  mnst  grow  in 
presenceof  such  might  of  events.  The  hill,  a  half- 
from  the  lines,  was  a  good  vantage-ground 
to  see  and  hear.  Jack  and  I  smoked  many  pipes,  and, 
as  he  was  not  for  dut>'  in  the  trenches,  lay  here  most 
of  that  cool  Oeto1>er  night,  wrapped  in  oar  doaks. 
Sometimes  we  talked;  more  often  we  were  silei 
and  ever  the  great  cannon  roartMl  from  trench 
bastion,  or  were  quiet  awhile  to  let  their  hot  lips  oooL 

Once  Jack  fell  to  talk  of  how  he  and  I  were  changed 
from  the  quiet  Quaker  lads  we  had  been,  and  did  I 
remember  our  first  fight,  and  Colonel  Rupert  Foiws. 
and  Mast^  Dove  T  That  greater  master.  War,  sax 
then  had  educated  and  broadened  as.  He  was  moR 
philosophic  tlian  I,  and  liked  thus  to  specalate;  but 
of  Darthea  he  said  never  a  word,  though  vre  spokt 
of  many  things  that  memorable  nighL 

At  last,  when  it  was  near  to  dawn.  Jack  jamjwd 
up,  crying,  "  Oh,  oonfoond  that  dog  • "  He  haii 
what  I  never  had,  some  remnant  of  the  sapcsntttiaM 
of  our  ancestors,  and  I  suspect  that  the  howl  of  dw 
poor  beast  troubled  him.  I  guessed  at  this  when  y 
said  presently,  '*  I  suppose  we  shall  have  to  cany  tb 
place  by  storm." 

"  Now  don't  tell  me  you  will  get  hit,"  said  L  "  Yon 
always  say  that  There  are  enough  dead  men  to  Ml 
every  dog  in  Virginia  a-howling." 

Jack  laughed,  but  I  had  shamed  him  out  at  wbj 
deore  to  repeat  his  predictions  of  disaster,  «im^  wish 


the  signal-rockets  in  air,  and  the  resounding  thnnder 
of  this  storm  of  war  ever  rising  and  falling,  we  went 
at  last  to  our  tents. 

For  two  or  three  days  his  Excellency  kept  me  busy ; 
but  since,  except  every  third  or  fourth  day,  Jack  had 
no  active  work,  his  diarj'  at  tliis  time  is  very  fully 
kept.  I  see  from  its  pages  that  he  thought  over  aud 
over  in  this  leisure  of  what  we  had  so  lai-gely  dis- 
cussed on  that  night  when  we  lay  upon  the  hill. 

"October  11,"  I  find  written.— "Hugh  and  I  had  a 
long  talk  over  our  owu  lives.  It  is  a  good  thing  and 
wise  at  times  to  take  stock,  as  merchants  say,  of  one's 
self  and  of  one's  friends.  Indeed,  if  a  man  could 
contrive  a  moral  likeness  of  his  inner  self  such  as  he 
may  have  of  liis  body,  and  this  at  different  ages,  it 
were  an  interesting  and  perhaps,  too,  a  useful  thing. 
It  might  much  surprise  Mm  as  the  years  went  on. 
I  think  of  myself  as  not  so  changed  as  Hugh.  I  am 
indeed  more  shy.  As  time  goes  on  I  an-auge  to  hide 
it.  I  am  less  ambitious.  Duty  seems  to  me  more 
and  more  a  thing  which  I  must  do  l.iy  reason  of  habit, 
that  being  strong  wnth  me  owing  much  to  the  con- 
stant example  set  by  my  friend's  life.  If  I  liave  in 
me  something  of  the  woman's  nature,  as  Mistress 
Wynne  used  to  declare,  I  do  not  now  so  nmch  dislike 
the  notion.  It  may  exjJain  why,  as  I  mature,  noth- 
ing in  life  seems  to  uie  so  greatly  to  be  desired  as  the 
love  of  my  fellows.  If  I  think  a  man  I  esteem  has 
no  affection  for  me,  I  wiU  fetch  and  carry  to  get  it 
Thank  God  I  need  not  for  Hugh.  For  him  I  would 
give  my  life,  should  he  want  it,  and  what  more  can 
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a  man  do  for  his  friend!    Yes,  there  is  a 
test^  but  of  that  I  need  not  tliink,  since  she  does 
love  me,  nor  ever  could  I  think  to  win  her  love. 

"My  Hugh  is  a  big  handsome  fellow  uowada] 
builded  to  be  of  the  bigness  of  his  father,  but 
fashioned,  from  early  use  of  his  muscle?.  He  hu 
the  strong  passions  of  these  hot  Welsh,  but  is  disci- 
plined to  control  them,  though  not  always.  lie  i» 
more  serious  of  late,  and  has  thoughts  which  surprise 
me,  and  show  that  his  mind  has  gi'un-n.  I  used  bi 
think  he  was  too  abrupt  with  |>eople,  but  he  has  • 
gift  I  have  not— the  power  to  capture  the  fine  mp 
which  these  French  gentlemen  possess,  so  that  do«> 
days  he  has  quite  lost  the  stiff  ways  in  which  w? 
were  brought  up.  But  this  art  I  have  not,  nor  ever 
shall  have." 

Now  all  this  is  more  or  less  true,  and  as  I  haw 
said  whatever  was  ill  of  myself,  I  like  to  let  another, 
if  a  too  partial  judge,  say  of  me,  for  tht»  flattery  of 
our  blood,  what  may  one  day  pleasure  my  childiw 
to  read. 

On  the  night  of  the  12th  of  October  our 
parallel  was  opened  by  Baron  Steuben's  tlivision 
which  was  Jack's  command.     It  brought  us  wi 
thi-ee  hundred  yards  of  the  enemy's  works,    B 
our  people,  while  at  the  labour  of  digging,  wi 
greatly  annoyed  by  the  flanking  fire  of  two  redoubts, 
one  on  each  side,  and  lying  nearly  as  far  out  to 
and  left  as  were  now  our  advanced  trenches. 

On  the  13th  Colonel  Tilghman  came  to  ask  me  to 
write  the  needed  orders  for  an  assault  on  these  two 
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redoubts.  He  told  me  that  Marqnis  Lafayette  had 
asked  that  his  OMm  aide-de-camp,  Captain  Gimat, 
should  lead  the  storaiiug-party  of  Americans  from 
the  troops  for  duty  ou  the  1-ith,  but  Lieutenant- 
Colonel  Hamilton  had  insisted  on  his  own  right  to 
this  honourable  risk,  he  being,  on  the  day  set  for  the 
assault,  in  command  in  the  trenches. 

This  officer,  my  lifelong  friend,  had,  in  February 
of  '81,  resigned  fi-om  the  staff,  of  which  resignation 
too  much  has  been  said.  It  in  no  way  aflfeetcd  the 
regard  for  him  which  onr  chief  entertained,  and  the 
occasion  of  his  lea^nng  the  staff  was  not  one,  I 
tliought,  to  justify  my  friend  in  so  doing,  as  indeed 
I  made  bold  to  tell  him. 

He  had  now  writt/Cn  a  spirited  letter  to  our  chief, 
claiming  tiie  right  of  command,  as  he  had  that  day 
the  tour  of  duty  in  the  trenches.  His  Excellency, 
with  his  strong  sense  of  jiistiee,  had  decided  in  Mr. 
Hamilton's  favour,  and  it  was  thus  settled  that  he 
should  head  our  assaulting  column,  and  the  marquis 
have  command  of  the  whole  detachment,  which  was 
to  be  made  up  of  picked  men  from  the  divisions  for 
duty  in  our  works. 

I  wrote  the  required  orders,  and  sot  them  forth  in 
the  orderly-book.  Tlie  same  day  towartl  nightfall 
Jack  appeared  at  my  tent.  He  said  his  company 
was  selected  to  be  of  the  assault,  adding  with  a  fine 
colour  and  verj'  cheerful,  that  here  in  a  packet  were 
letters  he  had  writ  to  his  father  and  to  my  Aunt 
Gainor,  and  here,  too,  another— this  with  a  little  hesi- 
tation—for Miss  Darthea. 
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I  langjied,  and  mid  I  was  a  bad  penon  to  be  kk 
exeeator,  as  I  meant  in  aome  v»y  to  eootrivv  to  be 
of  the  partT ;  bow,  I  did  not  yet  know.  He  bulged 
me  not  to  risk  myself  on  •  boaineaB  oat  ai  nn*  fine 
al  doty,  bat  I  was  finnfy  set  as  to  the  mmtter,  md  be 
went  away  more  seximis  than  I  thon^ht  woitii  wbik. 
In  fact,  I  was  tired  ot  the  ereiy-dajr  f^mt-nfSK  at 
staff-daty  and  incessant  letter-writing. 

Later  in  the  evening  I  was  sent  for  to  the  tent  d 
hid  Excellency.  I  found  him  with  the  Comtes  dr 
I>eaxp(»it8  and  de  Boehambeao.  I  was  wanted  to 
act  as  interpreter.  Although  his  ExceDeney  ooaU 
comprehend  what  was  said,  he  possessed  no  saA 
knowledge  of  French  as  to  be  able  to  speak  it 

The  business  was  soon  despatched^  and  as  I  lin- 
gered, the  general  asked  what  other  matter  needed 
attention.  Upon  this  I  replied  that  I  greatly  de- 
sired to  be  of  the  storming-party. 

He  retomed,  "  I  presume  of  coarse,  sir,  that  yon 
are  not  for  duty  on  the  14th  t" 

I  said,  "No."' 

"  Then  yonr  bnsiness  is  with  the  staff.  I  am  nn- 
willing  to  permit  gentlemen  to  step  aside  out  <^ 
their  woik."  He  spoke  in  his  usual  deliberate  msn- 
ner,  and  with  a  certain  sternness  such  as  he  weD 
knew  how  to  assume. 

I  sainted,  but  stood  still  a  moment,  and  then  said, 
"  I  trust,  ExcellencT,  that  I  have  fulfilled  my  duties 
to  your  satisfaction." 

"  Entirely.  I  should  have  made  it  plain  to  yoa 
had  it  been  otherwise." 
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"And  I  have  never  asked  a  favour  of  your  Excel- 
leney.  I  have  been  twice  wounded,  have  had  no 
home  leave  for  four  years,  and  have  spent  five 
months  in  a  British  jail." 

I  saw  a  faint  smile  come  over  his  grave  face. 
"  You  boys  ai-e  all  alike.  Here  i.^s  Colonel  Hamilton 
in  a  rage  because  the  niarciiiis  would  have  given  his 
place  to  Captain  Gimat,  and  now  it  is  an  obstinate 
Welshman  nmst  go  aud  get  into  niisehtef.  I  wish 
the  whole  araij"  ha<l  your  spu*it,  sir." 

I  ventured  to  observe  that  Colonel  Armand  had 
been  permitted  to  serve  as  a  volunteer,  and  that  I 
had  hoped  that  I  too  should  be  allowed  a  like 
favour. 

His  Excellency  smiled,  and  returned,  "  As  a  vol- 
unteer, Mr.  Wynne— well,  as  a  volunteer.  Ask  Colo- 
nel Hamilton.  I  trust  that  is  satisfactory.  Are  the 
orders  aud  detail  all  made  out  t " 

I  said  yes,  and,  thanking  him,  went  away. 

Colonel  Hamilton,  whom  I  saw  early  on  the  14th, 
was  as  much  surprised  at  the  result  of  my  request 
as  was  I,  and  was  pleased  to  say  he  should  be  glad 
of  my  company,  and  would  I  be  on  hand  in  the 
trenches  before  dark! 

The  French  of  the  old  regiment  D'Auvergne, 
which  that  night  won  the  right  to  be  called  D'Au- 
vergne saim  tachf,  were  to  carry  the  redoubt  to  the 
right  of  the  enemj-^s  line.  The  Baron  de  Viomenisle 
was  to  lead  them.  Gimat  was  to  have  a  chance 
with  US. 

"  There  are  Conuecticat  men,  aud  Massachusetts 
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and  Rhode  Island  men,  with  a  reserve  from  Pemi- 
B^'Ivania.  The  North  has  the  whole  business,"  said 
Hamilton,  "and  your  friend  Warder  has  tlie  lack 
to  be  with  as." 

The  redoubt  Number  Ten  on  the  enemy's  left,  and 
nearest  the  river,  fell  to  as,  and  Hamilton  by  no 
means  meant  that  we  should  be  later  in  the  woric 
than  our  allies. 

I  am  forced  to  be  thus  particolar  becanse,  althoogl) 
iu  God's  providence  I  knew  it  not,  I  was  about  to 
pass  through  another  crisis  of  my  adventiirous  life 
Before  dask  I  was  in  the  trenches,  and  lying  down 
amid  a  crowd  of  silent  men.  Hamilton  walked  to 
and  fro  among  them,  seeing  that  all  were  ready,  and 
at  last  tied  a  piece  of  surgeons'  bandage  around  mj 
left  arm,  a  precaution  also  taken  as  to  the  men  that 
they  might  be  distinguished  iu  the  darkness 
the  enemy. 

Pioneers  with  fascines  and  ladders  were  a  little" 
later  put  out  in  front  of  the  trenches,  and  witli  them, 
the  sappers  and  axemen  under  Captain  Kirkpatri 
Within  the  crowded  trenches  and  behind  them  the 
detachment  of  four  hundred  men  lay  ready. 

It  was  cold,  and  a  drizzling  rain  would  have  nait 
it  neetiful,  under  ordinarj'  circumstiinccs,  to  keep 
tlu!  pans  of  the  nmskets  dry ;  but  all  loads 
drawn,  and  the  marquis  meant  to  trust  to  tlie  bayoi 
alone.  •Itu-k  was  afoot,  and  in  his  gay  fa-sliion 
saying  something  merry  to  his  men.  I  heard  tb» 
marquis  crj-,  "  Silence ! "  in  queer  Engli.sh,  and  dowB 
the  line  I  could  hear  officers  repeating  Lis  onler. 
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For  a  little  while  all  was  stilL 

"  Good-by,"  said  my  Jack.  His  hand  was  damp, 
and  shook. 

"  You  dear  old  idiot ! "  said  I. 

It  was  now  close  to  eight,  and  of  a  sndden  onr 
cannon  ceased.  I  dimly  saw,  a  few  yards  away  in 
the  deep  trench,  the  marquis  looking  back  toward 
cur  camp.  The  enemy,  glad,  I  dare  say,  of  a  chance 
to  cool  their  guns,  also  stopped  tiring.  I  wished  to 
heaven  this  horror  of  waiting  were  over. 

Then  a  rocket  rose  high  in  air  over  our  camp. 
"  Beady,  men ! "  said  Hamilton,  while  I  drew  my 
long  Hessian  blade. 

Six  bombs  in  quick  succession  rose  and  went  over 
us.  I  heard  the  marquis  cry  out, "  En  atxtnt  I  For- 
ward!" 

"  Forward,  sappers ! "  cried  a  voice  in  front 

"  Come  along,  boys ! "  cried  Jack.  And  not  giving 
the  sappers  more  than  time  to  scramble  up,  we  were 
off  in  a  s^-ift  rush  through  the  darkness.  The 
quickly  formed  line  broke  irregularly,  as  we  ran 
over  the  space  between  us  and  the  abatis,  the  sap- 
pers vainly  trying  to  keep  ahead. 

As  we  rushed  forward,  my  legs  serving  me  well, 
I  saw  that  they  in  the  redoubt  knew  what  was 
coming.  A  dozen  rockets  went  up,  Bengal  fires  of 
a  sudden  lighted  their  works,  a  cannon-shot  went 
close  to  my  head,  and  all  pandemonium  seemed  to 
break  loose. 

At  the  stockade,  an  hundred  feet  from  their 
works,  our  men  pushed  aside  the  sappers,  and  tore 
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down  the  rude  hairier,  or  tumbled  over  it.  They 
were  used  to  fences.  Here  Giniat  was  hurt,  and 
Kirkpsitrick  of  the  pioneers,  and  a  moment  later 
Colonel  Barber. 

The  hundred  feet  beyond  were  passed  at  a  run, 
and  the  men  with  fascines  cast  them  into  the  ditch. 
It  was  already  half  full  of  the  wreck  the  cannon  had 
mode  in  the  earthwork.  We  jumped  in,  and  out ;  it 
was  all  mud  and  water.  Ladders  were  set  against 
the  parapet,  but  the  slope  was  now  not  abrupt,  having 
been  crumbled  away  by  o»ir  guns,  so  that  most  of  us 
scrambled  up  without  delay.  I  saw  Captain  Hunt 
fall,  the  enemy  firing  wildly.  If  Sergeant  Brown 
of  the  Fourth  Connecticut,  or  Mansfield  of  the  For- 
lorn Hope,  were  fli-st  on  the  parapet,  I  do  not  know. 
Hamilton  got  by  me,  and  I  saw  him  set  a  foot  on  the 
shoulder  of  a  man,  and  jump  on  to  the  top  of  the 
redoubt.  Wliy  more  or  all  were  not  killed  seems  to 
me  a  wonder.  I  think  if  the  enemy  hatl  been  cooler 
we  had  been  easily  disposed  of.  I  saw  the  girl-boy 
leap  down  among  the  bayonets,  and  we  were  at  once 
in  a  hurly-bui"ly  of  redcoats,  our  men  with  and  after 
us. 

For  a  little  there  was  fierce  resistance  and  a  furi- 
ous struggle,  of  which  I  recall  only  a  remembrance 
of  smoke,  red  flashes,  yells,  and  a  confusion  of  men 
striking  and  thrusting.  A  big  Hessian  caught  me 
a  smart  thrust  in  the  left  leg— no  great  hurt.  An- 
other with  his  butt  pretty  nearly  broke  my  left  arm, 
as  I  put  it  up  to  save  my  head.  I  ran  him  tlu-ough, 
and  felt  that  they  were  giving  way. 
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To  left  and  rigbt  was  still  a  mad  straggle,  and 
what  with  the  Bengal  fires  still  blazing,  and  a  heap 
of  brash  in  flames  at  one  side  of  the  redoubt,  there 
was  light  enough  to  see.  Near  about  me  was  a  clear 
space,  and  a  pause  such  as  occurs  now  and  then  in 
such  a  scrimmage.  There  were  still  men  who  held 
back,  and  to  whom,  as  I  pushed  on,  I  called,  "  Come 
on !  We  have  them !  "  A  great  wind  from  the  sea 
blew  the  smoke  away,  so  that  it  was  easy  to  see.  As 
I  called  out  to  the  men  who  hesitated  on  the  outer 
slope,  as  some  will,  I  heard  before  rae  a  voice  cry, 
"  This  way,  men ! "  and,  taming,  caught  sight  of  the 
face  of  Arthur  Wynne.  He  too  saw  and  knew  me. 
He  uttered  an  oath,  I  remember,  crying  out,  "At 
last ! "  as  I  dashed  at  him. 

I  heard  ahead  of  me  cries  for  "  Quarter !  quarter ! " 
The  mass  of  striding  men  liad  fallen  back,  and  in 
fact  the  business  was  at  an  end.  I  saw  Jack  run 
from  my  left  toward  me,  but  be  stood  still  when  ho 
saw  what  was  happening,  and  instantly,  as  he  came, 
Arthur  and  I  crossed  swords.  What  else  chanced 
or  who  else  came  near  I  knew  not  I  saw  for  the 
time  only  that  one  face  I  so  hated,  for  the  heap  of 
brush  in  the  work  was  still  blazing. 

As  is  true  of  every  Wynne  I  ever  knew,  when  in 
danger  I  became  cool  at  once.  I  lost  no  time,  but 
pressed  him  hard  with  a  glad  sense  that  he  was  no 
longer  my  master  at  the  game.  I  meant  to  kill 
him,  and  as  he  fell  back  I  knew  that  at  last  his  hour 
had  come.  I  think  he  too  knew  it  He  fenced  with 
caution,  and  was  as  cool  as  L    Just  as  I  touched 
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liim  in  the  right  shoulder  I  felt  a  wounded  He 
clutch  my  leg.    I  fell  squtirely  backward,  my  i 
lunging  savagely  as  I  dropped.     I  bad  bein 
for  had  not  Jack  struck  up  his  blade  aa  I  l«y,  < 
ing  out : 
l.:«Ck)ward!'' 

I  was  up  in  a  moment,  pretty  savage,  and 
sight  of  my  Jack  fencing  with  my  tuau,  b«  cafaai 
if  we  were  in  old  Pike's  gallery.     A&  I  stood  pul- 
ing—it  was  but  a  moment— I  saw  Jac]<' 
viciously   round   Arthur's   and   pass 
breast,  nearly  to  the  guard. 

My  cousin  cried  I  know  not  what,,  fell  to  ox»e ! 
and  tlien  in  a  hoaj)  across  a  dead  greuaidier. 

"  Better  I  than  thou,"  cried  Jaak,  blowiug  i 
"He  will  play  no  more  tricks.    Come  011 1 " 

With  a  glance  at  my  enemy  I  hui-ried  past 
over  dead  and  wounded  men,  a  cannon  upset, : 
kets  cast  away,  and  what  not. 

"  This  way,  Wynne,"  said  the  marquis.   *'  CTesi  i 
Get  those  fellows  together,  gentlemen." 

Our  men  were  huddling  the  prisouer.s  in  a 
and  collecting  their  arms.    A  red-faced  New 
shire  captain  was  angrily  threatening  Major 
bell,  tlie  commander  of  the  redoubt,  wh<  > '     ' 
rendered.     Colonel  Hamilton  struck  141 
blade,  or  I  do  believe  he  would  have  killed  the  lua 
He  was  furious  over  the  death  of  Colonel  Sea 
who  was  greatly  beloved,  and  had  been 
Hessians  after  having  given  up  his  sword. 

It  was  over,  and  I  went  back  to  see  what' 
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become  of  Artlmr.  He  was  alive,  and  having 
(Imggt'd  liiuiself  to  the  inner  wall  of  the  redoubt, 
was  now  seated  against  it.  Jack  soon  found  a  lan- 
tern, and  by  its  light  we  looked  at  Arthur.  He  was 
covered  with  blood,  but  was  conscious,  and  stared 
at  me  with  dull  eyes,  without  power  to  say  a  wonl. 

"Take  care  of  him,  Jack,"  said  I,  and  went  away 
down  the  cninibled  slope  and  through  the  broken 
abatis,  wliile  overhead  the  bombs  howled  with  un- 
eartlily  noises  and  the  caunoury  broke  out  anew. 

I  was  still  angry  that  I  had  not  killed  the  man, 
and  went  off  to  my  tent  in  no  very  happy  state  of 
mind,  so  tired  in  body  that  I  could  not  sleep  for 
hours. 

Says  Jack,  "  October  15. — I  can  never  cease  to  be 
tliankf (d  that,  when  we  had  them  driven  like  scared 
sheep  into  the  far  side  of  the  redoubt,  I  ran  back  to 
see  what  had  become  of  Hugh.  It  was  but  a  minute 
I  had  missed  liim,  and  when  1  saw  Mm  slip  I  had 
only  just  time  to  catch  that  devil  Arthur  Wynne'? 
blade.  He  was  used  in  old  days  to  play  with  me 
like  a  child,  but  either  I  am  become  more  skilful  or 
he  was  out  of  practice,  for  I  knew  prett}'  soon  that 
he  was  delivered  over  to  me,  and  had  small  chance 
to  get  away  unlmrt.  If  my  friend  had  killed  him, — 
and  that  was  what  he  meant,  I  fear,— would  Darthea 
e%'er  have  married  Hugh!  I  know  not,  but  it  has 
been  ordered  otherwise.  There  was  indeed  a  way 
opened,  as  Friends  say.  A  nice  Quaker  I  am 
become ! " 

I  was  not  of  his  opinion  that  night.    Just  before 
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reveille  I  feO  into  a  broken  .sIiuuImt.  I  swakeud 
in  a  sweat,  having  dreamed  that  I  had  pat  a  Bwnnl 
through  my  cousin,  and  was  troubled  thjit  iitk 
was  to  tell  Darthea.  Thus  it  came  to  my  mind 
—dulled  before  this  with  anger  and  unsatisfied  lute 
—that  I  had  made  a  fortunate  escape.  Tlie  morn- 
ing brought  wisdom.  I  was  beg^iuning  to  tiunk 
that  all  was  not  well  between  Darthea  and  Artiinr 
Wynne,  and  that  to  kill  him  would  do  anything  bm 
add  to  my  chanees  with  a  woman  so  sensitive,  tMr 
woidd  it  mueh  improve  matters  tliat  his  dfialh  hii 
oome  out  of  the  unhappy  chances  of  war. 

When  in  happier  mood  I  began  to  dress  at  dawn. 
I  found  my  left  arm  very  stiff  and  sore.  I  mast 
have  been  much  distract«d  overnight  not  to  haxt 
felt  it,  and  not  to  have  seen  that  I  vraa  seriomlj 
bruised ;  my  breeches  were  starched  stiff  witli  blood 
from  a  bayonetrprick.  Jack's  quart«Ts  were  on  the 
extreme  rights  and  as  soon  as  the  lines  broke  atUr 
morning  drill  I  rode  over  to  find  him. 

He  told  me  that  Dr.  Rush  was  come  to  camp  tke 
day  before  with  otlier  surgi-ous,  and  that  Arthir 
was  in  a  tent  and  cared  for  by  our  good  doctor, 
informed  Jack  that  his  sword  had  traversed  the  h| 
lung,  but  had  not  gone  through,  as  it  seemed  to 
it  must  have  done.  The  doctor  thought  he 
possibly  get  over  it  Out  of  his  affection  for  mjr 
aunt  he  would  see  tliat  Arthur  had  snch  care  as  At 
would  desire  for  one  of  her  kin,  but  was  it  not  a 
most  unfortunate  accident  t 

**  I  assured  him,"  said  Jade,  "  that  it  was  most 
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lamentaWe,  but  might  have  been  worse— as  I  in- 
tended it  should  be,"  aililcd  Jack,  with  a  grin.  He 
then  asked  nic  had  I  ht-ard  of  that  good  Free  Qua- 
ker, Ctilonel  Forest,  who  had  taken  Major  Campbell, 
sajnng,  "  I  advise  thee  to  surrender,  or  thou  wilt 

repent  it,  d thee !  "  to  the  delight  of  Hamilton, 

will)  must  tell  his  Excellency  that  night,  having 
supjxid  with  him  on  his  return. 

I  made  haste  to  write  to  my  aunt,  and  was  able  to 
send  our  lett«i-s  North  with  the  general's  despatches 
to  CiongiTss.  I  said  nothing  of  my  own  encounter 
with  Arthur,  but  made  mention  of  Jack's  affair  as 
one  of  the  chances  of  war. 

Dr.  Rush  dressed  my  arm,  and  I  went  back  to 
duty  with  the  member  in  a  sling,  and  aching  like 
mad.  His  Excellency,  seeing  my  condition,  asked 
me  if  my  right  arm  was  in  good  order,  but  made  no 
reference  to  the  left.  After  I  toot  his  commands  for 
the  morning  he  said,  seeing  me  limp,  "Were  you 
mnch  hurtt" 

I  said,  "  No ;  I  ran  against  something  sharp  in  the 
bastion." 

He  smiled,  and  that  was  the  end  of  the  matter. 
Fair  women  and  brave  men  were  to  his  Excellency's 
liking. 

This  was  my  last  of  active  warfare.  The  marquis 
tried  his  hand  at  a  .sally,  and  made  ready  too  late  to 
get  away  over  the  York  River ;  but  the  sally  came 
to  nothing,  and  the  belated  efiPort  to  run  to  still  less. 

I  neglected  to  say  that  the  French,  haxing  come 
to  the  abatis,  waited  in  line  while  the  pioneers  used 


5o8      Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker 

their  axes  to  dear  it  ewajr.  Meuwiiile,  tltanks  t» 
too  good  diaeipline,  tk^  coffered  semdj.  As  «* 
radied  die  wiiole  thisg,  we  kwt  tmr  leas,  'it  m 
TCty  fine  and  em  rtgU,"  and  HamfTton^  "bntlfikeov 
•wwj  better."    And  ao,  I  think,  do  I. 

The  good  doetor  Eked  to  come  to  mr  staff  teat  k 
those  days,  to  talk  to  me  or  to  others.  He  ceoHi 
to  think  it  necessary  to  inf  mn  me  as  to  my  eooBS, 
and  I  dare  say  thought  me  cool  aboat  him. 

"  And  i^  doetor,  I  bad  stoek  him  through  the  hft 
aidef  '  sud  Jack,  lying  at  ease  <hi  a  bearskin  hi  bt 
toit 

"In  that  ease,"  said  oar  doetm-,  in  a  quite  pnis- 
sional  way,  "the  heart  or  the  great  arteries  had  lib 
enon^  been  pierced." 

"  And  what  thent"  asked  Jack  of  the  doctor,  wh» 
was  sitting  on  the  camp-bed. 

"  Probably  death  would  hare  owmrred.' 

On  this  Jack  looked  op  with  those  innocent  ereii, 
and,  poshing  back  the  blond  locks,  said :  "  It  is  ■ 
great  thing  to  know  anatomy.  If  only  I  had  xaadt 
a  little  stndy  of  that  science,  Dr.  Rush,  I  might  hsn 
had  better  snccess  at  this  pig-sticking  bosiness  n 
caD  war."  The  sly  hnmonr  of  the  feUow  sel  Hamil- 
ton to  laaghing,  but  the  doctor  did  not  smile. 

"  It  might  have  been  better  for  Hn^'s  eoa8in,''Iie 
said. 

"Yes,"  said  Jack,  sweetly;  "perhaps." 

As  they  talked  I  was.  automatically  patting  into 
fine  French  a  letter  of  his  Excellency  to  Comte 
d'Estaing,  and  I  took  in  readily  what  was  pasan^ 
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When  Jack  said,  "Perhaps,"  I  cried  out,  "It  would 
be  a  fine  thiug,  doctor,  to  have  all  this  saviDg  know- 
ledge on  both  sides,  so  as  to  know  where  not  to  hart 
one  another." 

Hamilton  was  on  the  side  of  Dr.  Rush.  "  It  were 
more  to  the  purpose,"  he  said,  "  to  sit  down  and  not 
to  go  to  war  at  alL"  This  was  set  forth  demurely, 
the  colonel  seeing  how  serious  a  dose  our  fun  was 
for  the  great  physician,  who  did  somewhat  lack  the 
capacity  to  discover  the  entertaiument  to  be  found 
in  this  manner  of  jesting. 

He  returned  gravely  that  this  was  his  opinion, 
and  that  had  he  his  way,  war  and  drinking  of  spirits 
should  alike  cease. 

To  tliis  we  agreed  in  part  as  one  man,  for  of  war 
we  were  tired  enough.  As  to  the  other  matter,  we  did 
not  mention  it.  To  think  of  such  a  revolution  was  too 
astonishing  in  those  days,  nor  have  we  come  to  it  yet 

After  that  the  doctor  discussed  Arthur's  ease  with 
much  learning  and  evident  satisfaction.  I  might 
like  in  a  day  or  two  to  see  Captain  Wjnine.  I  was 
of  opinion  that  it  would  do  him  harm,  and  when  the 
great  doctor  said,  "  Perhaps,  perhaps,"  Jack  began 
discreetly  to  talk  war,  and  asked  where  was  General 
Gates. 

But  by  tills  time  our  doctor  had  become  cautions. 
His  favourite  commander  was  dismissed  with  a 
word  or  two,  and  so  our  chat  ended,  Mr.  Hamilton 
and  the  physician  going  away  together,  each  pleased 
with  the  other,  and,  despite  some  differences  in  pol- 
itics, to  remain  lifelong  friends. 
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Ou  the  17th  of  Oot^lier,  the  Marquis  Cora? 
IiaviDg  hnd  a  stomach  lull  of  figlitJu^,  and  hn 
failed  of  his  schemes  to  get  away  across  the  T^ 
River,  beat  a  parley,  and  after  some 
signcii  the  articles  of  capitulatiou.  The  sold 
were  to  remain  prisoners  in  Virginia  and  Manliu«l, 
the  oflBcers  were  to  i-etuni  to  Euroj>e  upcm  parok 
The  beut^m  army  at  two  on  the  19th  came  down  ( 
road  between  the  French  and  our  lines,  with  ' 
colours  ill  their  cflses,  and  the  bauds  playing  a  ] 
ish  march ;  for  it  is  of  the  etiquette  of  such  ' 
that  the  caphu^d  array  play  noue  but  their 
tunes.  Some  wag  must  have  chose  the  nir,  for  th  " 
marched  by  to  the  good  old  Eng:lish  music  of  ' 
World  Turned  Upside  Down";  such  must 
seemed  sadly  the  case  to  these  poor  de^'ils. 

As  I  was  of  the  staff,  I  w^as  privilegvd  to  see  wd 
this  wonderful  and  glorious  conclusion  of  a  migb^ 
strife.  Our  chief  sat  straight  in  the  saddle^  wit] 
face  no  man  could  reiwl,  for  in  it  was  neither  elati 
nor  show  of  satisfaction,  as  the  sullen  ranks  came 
near. 

At  the  head  of  the  line  rode  General  O'Hara. 
paused  beside  our  chief,  and  begged  his  Excellei 
to  receive  the  excuses  of  my  Lord  Cftrnwallis, ' 
was  not  well  enough  to  be  present,  which  no  i 
believed  nor  thought  a  manly  thing  to  do. 

His  Excellency  bowed,  trusted  it  was  not  vrrT 
serious,  but  would   not  receive   General   (yHan'* 
sword.     With  quiet  dignity  he  motioned  him  to 
deliver  it  to  Major-Generai  Lincoln,  who  noir  bid 
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these  grateful  ameudsior  the  tuisfortune  of  Laving 
had  to  sun*ender  his  own  good  blade  at  Charleston. 

After  this  tlie  long  array  of  chagrined  and  beaten 
men  went  by,  and,  returning  to  York,  were  put  under 
g^ard. 

A  day  or  two  later  a  letter  of  my  aunt's  informed 
ine  of  the  disorder  my  fathei-'s  conditioti  liatl  brought 
about  on  his  tobacco- plantation  in  Maryhind.  This 
caused  me  to  ask  for  leave,  and,  with  the  under- 
stiindiug  that  I  might  be  recalled  at  any  time,  I  re- 
ceived permission  to  bo  absent  two  months. 

I  set  out  on  November  5  for  Annapolis,  with  two 
horses  and  my  servant.  Arthur  Wynne,  being 
found  unfit  to  go  to  Europe  with  the  rest,  was 
t^eu  a  week  later  by  our  doctor  on  a  transport 
t«  the  Head  of  Elk,  and  thence  by  coach  to  Phklar 
delphia.  There,  as  I  heard,  the  doctor  took  him  to 
his  owu  house,  much  amazed  that  Mistress  Gainor 
would  not  receive  him.  Arthur  won  the  good  doc- 
tor, as  he  did  most  people,  and,  despite  all  expecta- 
tions, was  said  to  be  mending  fast,  being  much 
petted  by  the  Torj'  ladies ;  but  if  Darthea  had  seen 
him  or  not  I  did  not  then  learn. 

My  affairs  in  Maiyland,  where  we  had  many 
slaves  and  large  interests,  kept  me  busy  until  near 
tlie  close  of  December,  when  I  set  out  to  rejoin  the 
staff  in  Philadelphia,  my  leave  being  up. 

During  this  winter  of  "81  and  '82  my  duties  were 
light,  and  except  to  write  a  few  despatches  daily, 
and  to  attc^nd  his  Excelleuey  on  occasions  of  festivity, 
I  had  little  to  do  save  to  look  after  my  father's  affairs. 
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It  is  now  fit  that  I  rctnm  to  the  narration  of  sndk 
thiugs  as  imuifdiattly  concern  my  personal  inta<Mli> 
Arthur  Wynne  was  able  to  ride  out  by  the  end  of 
Junufiry,  as  I  heard,  for  I  did  not  clionce  to  see  hioL 
My  father  remained  mueii  as  be  hod  been  forayev, 

Darthea,  to  our  pr^at  surprise,  on  Captain  Wynnrt 
return  became  desirous  to  yield  to  her  aunt  lod 
to  go  to  New  York.  My  annt  said  slie  woold  g«» 
them  a  pass  through  our  lines  in  the  Jerseys;  bot 
this  proving  difficult,  they  stayed  iu  and  about 
the  city,  spending  much  time  at  their  old  home  a 
Bristol.  Darthea  was  so  clearly  unwilling  to  «« 
me  that  I  was  fain  to  give  it  up,  and  accept  whit 
I  could  not  better.  When  I  said  I  was  sorry  the 
wished  to  go  away,  my  Aunt  Gainor  replied  tiai 
I  was  a  fool,  and  would  never  be  anything  tJs*. 
I  asked  why,  but  she  was  away  from  my  questioo 
at  once,  and  went  on  to  tell  me  what  officers  wflf 
to  dine  with  her  that  day,  and  did  his  ExceBenrr 
like  Madeira?  and  why  was  her  doctor  so  fooil  d 
quoting  Mr.  Adams's  letters  from  Holland,  wherp  h-* 
now  was  on  a  mission,  with  his  nasty  sneers 
Virginians  and  Mr.  Washington  1  She  gave  me  I 
time  to  reply.  Indeed,  this  and  much  else  I  sawi 
heard  ui  those  days  was  quite  beyond  me. 

My  aunt's  way  of  dismissing  a  question  she 
not  was  to  poiu-  out  matters  which  were  quite  ir 
evant,  when  to  stop  her  was  altogether  past  hn 
I  had  learned  to  wait.  She,  at  my  desire,  made  Jwi 
her  aid  in  her  affairs,  n.s  I  was  fully  oceupied  witi 
aiy  father's  neglected  business.    Now,  too,  she 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker      51  3 

busy  finding  Jack  a  wife,  and  would  tell  me  all  about 
it,  striding  to  and  fro,  and  with  viwut  sbrewduess  and 
humour  discussing  the  young  women  we  knew. 

"  Cat "  Ferguson  was  very  humble,  and  the  Chews 
in  great  favoui-  with  his  Excellency.  I  was  fain 
to  dismiss  my  wonder  as  to  Darthca,  and,  unable  to 
recur  to  the  question  I  had  asked,  I  went  away  to 
headquarters  in  the  great  Chew  house  in  Third 
street. 

The  town  was  gone  wild  with  feasting  and  din- 
ners, and  as  the  general  liked  his  staff  to  attend 
him,  I  had  more  of  these  engagements  tJian  I  cared 
about. 

Arthur,  still  weak  and  on  parole,  lingered;  but 
why  ho  did  not  get  permission  to  go  to  New  York, 
as  had  been  easy,  I  coiUd  not  well  understand. 

In  February,  '82,  I  came  home  to  my  father's  one 
morning  at  an  earlier  hour  than  usual,  and  to  my 
surprise  heard  my  cousin's  voice. 

"  I  fear,  sir,  I  am  not  understood.  I  came  for  the 
deed  you  pi-omised  me." 

My  poor  father,  a  huge,  wasted  framework  of  a 
big  man,  was  hn>king  at  him  with  lack-lustre  eyes. 
He  said,  "  My  wife  will  be  with  us  presently.     Wilt 

I      thou  stay  for  dinner  t " 

^^     I   went  in   at  once,  saying,  "I  am   more   than 

^Famiized,  sir,  to  see  you  here.    As  to  the  deed  you 

[      would  have  stolen—" 

W     "What  .'"he  cried. 

^V     "  I  said  '  stoleu,'  sir.    As  to  the  deed  you  would 

I      have  stoleu  from  a  man  too  feeble  in  mind  to  guard 
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bia  own  property,  I  have  only  this  to  say  "  (amid  con^ 
Btant  duties  it  had  gone  from  my  mind) :   "  I  shall 
put  no  obstacle  in  the  way  of  your  seeing  it." 

"  I  have  no  other  purpose,"  he  said  quietly — "  none. 
To  you  I  could  not  go,  and,  sir,  if  you  choose  to 
consider  my  effort  in  any  other  light  than  an  honest 
one,  I  have  no  more  to  say.  We  have  enough  causes 
of  difference  without  tliat." 

"  Quito  enough,"  said  I.     I  was  beginning  to  lose , 
gi-ip  of  my  patience.   ' '  Quite  enough.   That  they  wer 
not  settled  long  ago  an  accident  idone  prevented." 

"I  am  not,  sir,  in  a  way  fitly  to  answer  yon. J 
Neither  is  tliis  a  place  nor  a  presence  for  this  dis-^ 
eussion." 

"  At  least  we  can  agree  as  to  that,"  said  I ;  "  but  I^ 
did  not  seek  it.    At  my  own  leisure  I  shall  have 
ask  you  certain  ijuestions  which,  as  a  gentleman  and 
a  man  of  honour,  you  will  find  it  hard  to  answer." 

"I  fail  to  comprehend,"  he  returned,  with  his 
grand  air,  looking  all  the  better  for  his  paleness. 

I  said  it  was  not  now  neeilful  that  he  should,  and 
that  in  futui-e  he  would  understand  that  he  was  no 
longer  a  welcome  guest. 

"  As  you  please,"  he  said. 

I  thought  lie  showed  little  anxiety  to  hear 
length  what  was  in  my  mind. 

Meanwhile,  as  wo  spoke,  my  father  looked  va- 
cantly from  me  to  him  and  from  lum  to  me,  and  at 
last,  his  old  hospitable  instincts  coming  uppermost, 
he  said,  "  Thou  hast  not  asked  thy  cousin  to  take 
spirits,  Hugh." 
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Artlmr,  smiling  sadly,  as  I  thought,  said: "Thank 
you,  none  for  me.  Good-day,  Cousin  Wynne,"  and 
merely  bowing  to  me,  he  went  out,  I  ceremoniously 
opening  the  door. 

I  had  said  no  more  than  I  intended  to  say ;  I  was 
resolntely  bent  upon  telling  tliis  man  what  he  seemed 
to  me  to  be  and  what  I  knew  of  his  baseness.  To 
do  this  it  was  neeilful,  above  all,  to  find  Delaney. 
Aft€r  that,  whether  Darthea  maiTied  my  cousin  or 
not,  I  meant  that  she  abmild  at  last  know  what  I 
knew.  It  was  fair  to  her  that  some  one  should  open 
her  eyes  to  this  man's  character.  When  away  from 
her,  liope,  the  friend  of  the  absent,  was  ever  with 
me ;  but  once  face  to  face  with  Darthea,  to  think  of 
her  as  by  any  possibility  mine  became  impossible. 
Yet  from  first  to  last  I  was  fimi  in  my  purpose,  for 
this  was  the  way  I  was  made,  and  so  I  am  to  this 
day.  But  whetlier  I  had  loved  her  or  not,  I  should 
have  done  my  be.st  out  of  mere  friendship  to  set  her 
free  from  the  bonds  in  which  she  was  held. 

I  had  heard  of  Delaney  as  being  in  the  South,  but 
whether  he  had  come  out  alive  from  tlic  tussles  be- 
tween Morgan,  Marion,  and  Tarleton,  I  knew  not. 
On  a-sking  Colonel  Hai'rison,  the  general's  secretary, 
he  told  me  he  thought  he  cindd  discover  his  where- 
al)outs.  Next  day  he  called  to  tell  me  that  there 
was  an  officer  of  the  name  of  Delaney  at  the  London 
Inn,  now  called  "The  Flag,"  on  Front  street,  and 
that  he  had  been  asking  for  mo.  I  hiul  missed  him 
by  five  minutes.  He  ha<l  called  with  despatches 
from  Major-Geueral  Greene. 


516      Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker 


t 


To  my  joy  this  proved  to  he  the  man  I  waut«J, 
nor  was  it  siirpriging  that  he  should  thus  laekily 
appear,  since  the  war  was  over  in  the  South,  aud  a 
Btream  of  oflScers  was  passing  through  Philadelphia^ 
daily  to  join  the  Northern  army.  ^| 

For  a  moment  he  did  not  know  me,  but  was  de- 
lighted when  I  named  myself. 

I  said  I  had  no  time  to  lose,  and  asked  tiim  to 
meet  me  at  my  aunt's  in  the  afternoon.  I  much 
feared  that  Ai'thur  would  get  away  before  I  was 
ready  to  talk  to  him. 

Delaney  had  received  my  last  letter  and  had 
swered  it,  but  whither  his  reply  went  I  cannot  sajr^ 
At  all  events,  he  had  lingered  here  to  find  me.   Whe 
we  met  at  my  Aunt  Gainer's  that  afternoon,  it ' 
but  a  few  minutes  to  make  clear  to  her  the  sad  ' 
of  Arthur's  visit  to  the  jail. 

My  friend  had  no  sooner  done  than  the  old  lady 
rose,  and  began  as  usual  to  walk  about,  saying :  "You' 
will  excuse  me ;  I  must  think  of  this.  Talk  to  HugL" 
What  there  was  to  think  of  I  could  not  see. 

Delaney  looked  on  amused,  and  he  and  I  el 
She  was  evidently  much  disturbed,  and  while 
captain  and  I  talked,  I  saw  her  move  a  chair, 
pick  up  and  set  down  some  china  beast.     At 
she  said :  "  Come  in  at  nine  to-night,  Mr.  Delaney. 
I  want  to  think  this  over.   I  have  still  much  I  desire 
to  ask  you.   It  deeply  concerns  my  nephew  in  a  way 
I  cannot  now  explain  to  you.    May  I  have  the  priv- 
ilege of  another  half-hourt" 

Delaney  bowed. 
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"  Of  course  I  do  not  want  you,  Hugh,"  she  added. 

When  you  have  known  a  woman  as  long  as  I  had 
known  my  aunt,  there  are  sometimes  hints  or  warn- 
ings in  her  most  casual  expressions.  When  my 
aunt  said  I  was  not  wanted  that  evening  I  knew  at 
once  that  she  was  meditating  something  out  of  the 
common,  but  just  what,  I  did  not  think  to  ask  my- 
self. My  Aunt  Gainor  was  all  her  life  fond  of  what 
she  called  inventing  chances,  a  fine  phrase,  of  which 
she  was  proud.  In  fact,  tliis  sturdy  old  spinster 
liked  to  interfere  authoritatively  in  the  affairs  of 
men  and  women,  and  believed  that  for  tliis  she  had 
a  special  talent,  which  in  fact  she  discovered  no  in- 
cUnation  to  bury ;  but  what  now  she  had  in  hand  to 
do  I  knew  not. 

She  was  deeply  grieved  for  a  season  to  find  that 
her  plans  went  awi-y,  or  that  men  were  disappointed, 
or  that  women  would  not  go  her  way.  "  When  she 
hurts  yon,"  said  Mrs.  Ferguson,  "  slie  is  like  a  child, 
and  has  a  dozen  silly  devices  for  doctoring  your 
woimds.  We  have  fought  many  times,  and  made 
up  as  often.  There  is  no  real  maJice  in  her,"  which 
was  true. 

Jack  Warder  once  remarked  in  his  lively  way  that 
Mistress  Wynne  had  a  richly  coloured  character.  I 
fear  it  may  have  looked  at  times  very  black  to  some 
and  very  rose-tinted  to  others,  but  assuredly  never 
gray  in  its  tones,  nor  other  than  positive. 

With  me  she  took  all  manner  of  Uherties,  and 
with  Darthea  too,  and  if  over  she  were  in  doubt  if  it 
were  well  to  meddle  in  our  affairs  I  know  not    A 
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vast  richness  of  human  love  luwl  an  urgent  desiiv  of 
role  lay  underneath  the  life  she  showed  the  onl 
world  of  quadrille  and  dinners  and  gossip. 

When  she  hurt  us,  or,  as  Darthea  said,  broke 
china  in  trying  to  wash  it,  she  fell  back  on  our  h 
with  a  qiutc  childlike  astonishment  that  what  wi 
come  out  of  affection  should  give  rise  to  resentment. 

With  a  slight  puzzle  in  my  mind  I  went  away 
with  Delaney  to  dine  at  tJie  London  Coffee-hoa* 
which  now  showed  our  own  new  flag,  where  so  ofl 
I  had  passed  in  under  tlie  cross  of  SK  George. 

"  We  have  a  new  St.  George  now,"  said  Mr.  Jol 
Adams,  in  one  of  those  ill-natured  letttirs  to  Dr. 
Rush  which  filled  my  aunt  with  rage.  **8(MCk 
Washington,  ora  pro  nobis."  The  Massachu 
statesman  admired  our  grave  and  knightly  SI 
(Jeorge,  but  there  are  tliose  who  cannot  fly  a  kiri? 
without  the  bobtail  of  a  sneer— which  i.s  giwd  wit,  I 
think,  but  not  my  own ;  it  was  Jack  said  that. 

Wlien  Delaney  left  me  to  call  again  upt^m  myl 
aunt,  I  little  (b-eamed  of  what  imrt  she  meant  hi 
to  play.     He  left  the  town  early  ne.\t  day,  and  h 
it  not  been  for  Jiwk  I  should  not  for  a  long  wl 
have  known  fully  what  an  hour  brought  forth. 

"On  the  afternoon  of  Febniary  28  of  tliis  1782,' 
says  Jack's  diary,  "I  got  a  note  from  Mistress 
Wynne  asking  me  to  see  her  on  business  at  nine. 
I  found  with  her,  to  ray  pleasure,  the  good  feflu' 
Delaney,  and  was  able  to  tliank  him  for  the  ser^ni 
he  had  done  us  all  in  his  noble  care  of  Hugh.  Wl 
talked  over  our  battles,  and  presently   comes 
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Darthea,  whom  now  we  see  but  rarely,  for  reasons 
bost  known  to  herself. 

"  I  do  believe  Hugh  has  given  np  his  love-affair 
08  a  thing  quite  hopeless,  and  no  wonder.  I  think 
she  still  sees  tliat  rascal  of  an  English  captain,  and 
perhaps  he  will  not  have  her  keep  up  a  closer  friend- 
ship with  such  as  no  longer  desire  his  own  acquain* 
tance. 

"Mr.  Delaney  was,  like  all  men,  charmed  with 
Miss  Peniston,  and  the  talk  went  on  busily  enough, 
the  young  woman  in  good  spirits  and  the  captain 
most  amusing. 

"  By  and  by  he  spoke  quite  naturally  of  the  hor- 
rors of  their  life  in  the  provost's  prison,  and  upon 
this  Darthea,  becoming  of  a  sudden  seriously  atten- 
tive, listened  with  fixed  gaze.  Our  hostess,  seeing 
her  chance,  said;  ^  I  meant  to  ask  you  more  of  that 
to-day,  but  my  nephew  hates  even  to  hear  of  it 
How  long  were  you  there  t' 

'"I  was  taken  at  German  town  like  Mr.  Wynne, 
and  was  kept  until  June.  After  Wynne  nearly 
killed  that  rascal,  Cunningham,  things  were  worse 
than  ever.' 

" '  And  was  Hugh  so  very  ill  T ' 

" '  He  could  not  have  been  worse  to  live  at  all.' 

" '  And  was  there  no  inspection  amidst  all  those 
horrors!  Do  you  suppose  Sir  William  knew  noth- 
ing of  them  T    I  can  hardly  credit  that.' 

"  Darthea  looked  roimd  at  Mistress  Wynne.  She 
had  been  unusually  silent.  Now  turning  to  Delaney, 
she  said,  with  slow  articulation: '  I  also  am  carious. 
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Mr.  Delaney.  We  heard  many  rumours  and  Bome 
OBpleasant  facts.  Could  Sir  William  Hove  lure 
knowu  T     I  cannot  think  it.' 

" '  But  he  must,  after  the  iusp«ctions,  and  there 
were  three  to  my  knowledge.' 

" '  Indeed  T '  said  Mistress  Wynne.  *  T  is  most 
strange ! ' 

"  Delaney  hesitated,  not  liking,  I  suppose,  to  nfcn- 
tion  Arthur,  her  cousin,  of  whose  close  relation  to 
Darthea,  however,  he  was  not  aware. 

" '  And  one,'  Mistress  Wynne  went  on, '  was,  I  hear, 
made  by  our  kinsuaan.' 

" '  Yes,'  said  Delaney, '  and  that  did  certainly  amaze 
me.    Captain  Wynne—' 

" '  Captain  WjTine ! '  exchiiined  Darthea,  and,  turn- 
ing her  head,  she  lo(jked  shai'ply  at  Mistress  Wynne 
and  then  at  me.  I  Uiink  that  Delaney,  lieing  on- 
familitir  with  her  habits  of  speech,  did  not  notice 
how  strange  was  tlie  tone  in  which  she  added, 
all  know  Mr.  Arthur  Wj-nno.' 

" '  Indeed  ! '  said  Delaney ;  '  but  of  course  I  m 
have  known  that.' 

" '  Yes,  yes  I  I  iuterrupted  you.  F*ray,  go  on ;  it  i 
most  interesting.' 

" '  Very,'  said  Mistress  Wynne.    And  now  I  saw{ 
what  a  wicked  trap  our  spinster-fox  had  laid  for 
Darthea.    Delanej',  a  bit  puzzled,  glanced  at  me. 
made  no  sign.     It  must  not  stop  here, 

" '  It  is  a  queer  story,  Miss  Peniston,  and  not  much 
to  the  credit  of  his  Majesty's  oiBoera.' 

" '  What  next  T '  said  Darthea. 
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" '  Oh,  the  tale  is  brief  and  bmtaL  I  was  seated 
on  the  straw  one  day,  with  Hugh's  head  in  my  hip, 
putting  water  on  his  forehead  and  trying  to  quiet 
him,  when  the  turnkey  came  in  with  an  EugUsh 
officer.  This  gentleman  looked  about  him  at  the  few 
left  alive,  asked  carelessly  who  broke  the  window- 
panes,  and  then  suddenly  seemed  to  notice  Hugh. 
He  asked  who  was  this  poor  devU.  The  turnkey  said, 
"  Name  of  Wj-nue,  sir."  Then  the  captain  stood  still 
a  moment,  staring  at  us,  and,  as  if  curious,  bent  down, 
asking  me  what  Hugh  was  saying.  Now  my  poor 
friend  was  muttering  over  and  over,  "Dorothea! 
Dorothea!"— some  woman's  name,  I  suppose,  but 
what  woman  he  never  told  me.' 

"  At  this  I  saw  Darthea  flush,  but  perhaps  remem- 
bering that  Mr.  Delaney  might  know  her  only  as 
Miss  Peniston,  which  was  the  fact,  she  controlled 
herself  and  said  quickly :  '  He  asked  his  name  f  Are 
you  sure  he  asked  his  namet  Could  there  have 
been  no  mistake  T' 

"  Delaney  looked  the  surprise  he  no  doubt  felt, 
and  replied,  '  Yes ;  of  that  I  am  sure.' 

" '  Do  you  think,'  said  Darthea,  *'he  knew  how  ill 
Mr.  Hugh  Wynne  was  T ' 

" '  Certainly ;  I  heard  the  turnkey  tell  him  that  a 
day  or  two  would  see  Hugh  in  the  potter's  field  with 
tlie  rest.  The  doctor  had  said  as  much.  This  was 
true ;  he  had  told  me  it  was  useless  for  him  to  return, 
and  indeed  I  tliought  so  too.  They  buried  a  half- 
dozen  a  day.  When  told  that  this  man  Wynne  had 
jail-fever,  the  captain  seemed  iu  haste  to  leave.  At  the 
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door  he  turned  and  took  another  look  at  Hugh,  and 
then  went  out.  I  tisked  his  name  next  day,  but  tht 
turnkey  laughed,  and  said  it  was  none  of  my  busi- 
ness. I  had  a  fancy  that  the  inspector  desired  U> 
remain  unknown.  I  waa  sure  of  this  when,  a  tev 
days  after,  I  described  the  officer  to  Hugh,  who  wig 
then  quite  himself.  When  Hugh  said  at  last,  "  Had 
he  a  scar  over  the  left  eye  t"  and  I  said  be  bad^  Hu^ 
cried  out  in  a  rage  that  it  was  his  cousin,  and  would 
falk  of  nothing  else  for  days.  I  fear  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  the  inspecting  officer  was  Capt4un  Arihnr 
Wynne.' 

" '  Horrible  I '  exclaimed  Mistresa  Wynne.    '  In- 
credible ! ' 

" '  Yes ;  it  seems  to  me  a  quite  inconceivable  thing, 
but  I  ara  certain,  though  the  mau  looked  a  gen 
man  all  over.' 

" '  He  looked  a  gentleman  all  over,'  said  Darthi 
with  strange  deliberateness  of  speech. 

"This  wliile  Mistress  Wynne  sat  drawn  up, 
face  set,  and  one  hand  moving  on  the  arm  of  the 
chair,  just  the  same  queer  trick  her  brother  had. 
for  me,  I  watched  Darthea.    It  was  a  merciless  jili 
and  may  have  been  needed ;  but  in  truth  the  way 
it  was  cruel,  and  my  heart  bled  for  her  I  loved. 

"  As  she  spoke  her  tones  were  so  8traag«  that  Mr. 
Delaney,  who  was  clearly  but  an  innocent  thon 
sharp  tool,  said :  '  I  beg  pardon,  Miss  Peniston.   Th 
sad  stories  arc  too  dreadful  to  repeat    Miss  W; 
would  have  it—' 

"  But  Darthea  was  now  quite  lost  to  the  common 
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ways  of  life.  She  went  on  like  a  person  questioning 
herself,  as  it  sounded  to  me.  '  Arthttr  Wynne  asked 
his  name.     Is  that  so  ? ' 

"  Delaney  said, '  Yes,'  now,  as  I  saw,  quite  troubled, 
and  wishing  himself  out  of  it,  I  dare  say. 

" '  And  he  knew  he  was  in  rags,  starved,  dyiny;, 
and  he  left  hiiu  T '  continued  Darthea.  '  He  left  him 
—to  die.' 

"'Yes;  but—' 

'"No  matter.  I  must  hear  all— all  I'  she  cried 
sharply— '  all !     I  am  tlie  person  most  epncemed.' 

" '  Darthoa ! '  then  exelainu-d  Miiis  Wynne,  alarmed, 
I  suppose,  at  her  wild  manner  and  breaking  voice. 

"But  Darthea  went  on.  "This  is  my  business, 
madam.  You  are  sure,  sirf  This  is  no  time  to 
trifle.  I— I  am— I  must  know !  I  must  &uow !  Would 
you  say  this  to  Captain  Wynne  were  he  heret  An- 
swer  me,  sir ! ' 

" '  Certainly  I  woidd,  Miss  Peniston.' 

" '  Mistress  \Yynne,'  said  Darthea,  rising,  '  I  have 
been  brought  here  to  let  a  stranger  see  my— my 
weakness.  It  is  plain.  Did  you  thhik  I  could  hide 
it,  madam  f  Pardon  me,  sir.  You  have  done  me  a 
cruel  service.  I— I  thank  you.  I  bid  you  good- 
evening,  Mistress  Wynne.  Was  there  no  other  way, 
no  kinder  way,  to  teU  met  Will  you  take  me  home, 
Jackf    I— I  am  tired.' 

"We  had  all  risen  with  her  at  the  beginning  of 
this  last  speech,  I  troubled,  Miss  Wynne  very  red, 
and  only  fit  to  say  over  and  over, '  Darthea !  Darthea ! ' 
Mr.  Deiauey  annoyed,  and  lacking  knowledge  of  the 
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situation;   all  of  ns  awkward  and  confused  save 
Darthea,  who  passed  out  into  the  hall,  followed  iigfl 
Miss  Wynne,  and  saj-ing,  as  she  went  forth,  '  I  vrii^ 
never  forgive  you,  madam,  never !  never !     You  are 
a  wicked  old  woman !    I  shall  never  speak  to  you 
again.     I  did  not  think  it.' 

"  I  walked  in  silence  beside  her  to  Mrs.  Peniston 
home.   '  Thank  you,  Jack,'  said  she,  in  a  sweety '. 
voice.     'You  did  not  know,  did  you,  of  this 
story  T' 

"  '  Yes,  dear  lady,  but  of  this  disgusting  plot,  no.' 

" '  But  why  did  you,  who  are  my  friend,  and  Mr. 
Hugh  Wynne,  and  all  of  you,  leave  me  in  the  dark 
as  to  this— this  man  7' 

"  I  said  quickly  that  it  was  not  well  to  have  toll 
her  until  Mi-.  Delaney  eotild  be  found.     He  bad  bn 
just  now  come.    She  had  seemed  to  trust  Captain 
Wynne's  story;  Hugh's  was  but  tJie  hearsay  of  ». 
man  just  out  of  a  deadly  fever.     We  had  waited. 

"As  I  spoke,  she  stood  witli  her  calash  bonneil 
fallen  back,  clear  to  see  by  the  full  moonlight,  and 
looking  with  intent  face  across  Arch  street,  as  it 
might  be  with  envy  of  the  untroubled  dead  of  gen-i 
erations  who  lay  around  the  meeting-hoase.    As  I| 
ended,  she  said : 

" '  I  have  been  a  fool,  Jack,  but  I  loved  him ;  indeed 
I  did.    Is  there  more  f    I  know  Hugh  hates  Imn-   I«. 
there  moret' 

" '  Too  much,  too  much,  Darthea,'  I  said. 

" '  Then  come  in.  I  must  hear  all— all.'  And  she 
knocked  impatiently. 
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I  "  Presently  we  were  in  the  parlour.   '  Fetch  a  light,' 

I      she  said  to  the  black  who  opened  for  us.     When  we 
I      were  alone  and  seated,  she  said  quietly :  '  Jack,  you 

are  my  only  friend.  I  do  trust  you — oh,  entirely. 
,  Now  what  is  it  f  I  must  Imow  all.  Why  has  Hugh 
I      Wynne  been  aileut  J     It  is  not  like  him.' 

" '  I  have  already  told  you  why.     Partly  because, 

Dart-hea,  you  were  away,  or  would  not  see  us.    That 

you  know.     Piu^ly  because  Hugh  had  only  his  own 

word  to  give ;  but  this  I  have  told  you.' 
1  " '  Yes,  yes,'  she  cried ;  '  but  what  else  1 ' 

'  '"I  think,'  said  I, 'knowing  him  weU,  that  Hngh 

meant,  when  once  he  had  Dehuiey's  evidence,  to  tell 

his  cousin  face  to  face,  and  so  force  him  to  release 

you.' 
^b    " '  That  is  my  business,  not  his,'  she  broke  in. 
^^'What  has  Hugh  Wynne  to  do  with  itt    Am  I  a 

child  r 

"'It  had  been  the  kinder  and  the  manlier  way,' 

said  I.     '  Now  there  is'  no  need ;  but  Hugh  will  be 

furious  with  his  aunt' 
I         " '  I  am  glad  of  tliat.    What  else  is  there  t    You 

are  hiding  something.' 

" '  There  was  that  scene  in  the  garden,  Darthea.' 
"She  coloured  at  this.     'Yes,  I  know;  but  there 

were  reasonable  excuses  for  that,  and  no  one  had 

time  to  think.' 
1^     " '  Two  people  had,  Darthea.' 
^F     « ( -^g  ^iu  let;  tjja^t  pagg^  Jack.     Don't  play  with 

me.' 

"  Then,  driven  to  the  wall,  so  to  speak,  I  told  her 
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of  the  sad  revelation  Andr6  had  made  to  Hugh,  and 
how,  being  Hugh's  t-nemy,  Arthur  had  been  base 
enough  to  involve  him  in  an  affair  which  might  lutve 
been  his  ruin. 

"  •  Yes,  yes,'  she  said, '  I  see ;  but  who  could  know, 
or  who  think  to  use  such  knowledge  t ' 

"  I  was  taken  aback  at  her  seeming  to  have  any 
doubt.    I  coldly  set  myself  to  tell  her  of  Arthu 
double  dealing  about  the   estate,  and   of  how 
had  made  Hugh's   father  believe  he  was  mindejl 
to  consider  the  ways  of  Friends,  and  at  last  of  how 
he  had  borrowed  money  and  had  set  poor  Hnph's 
half-demented  father  against  him.     I  did  not  spare 
her  or  him,  and  the  half  of  what  I  said  I  have  noi 
set  down.    The  Arnold  business  I  did  return  to,  seej 
ing  tliat  it  stnick  licr,  or  seemed  to,  less  than  it 
me  i  for  to  my  mind  it  was  the  worst. 

" '  Darthea,'  I  said,  '  how  could  a  man  of  honou 
or  even  of  good  feeling  put  any  gentleman  in  snchl 
peril  of  worse  than  death  T   Tliere  were  Tories  enoiig 
to  have  done  his  shameful  errand.     But  oh,  dea 
Dartliea,  to  suggest  to  send  on  8ui»h  business  an  open, ' 
frank  enemy,— his  cousin  too,— that  was  too  bad  for 
the  lowest  and  vilest ! ' 

" '  Hush  ! '  she  said,  '  I  know  enough.     You  have 
been  both  brave  and  good.    Yon  are  the  l>est  man  I 
know,  Jack  Warder,  and  the  kindest.   I  wish  I  love^jH 
you.     I  am  not  worthy  of  yon.     Now  go  away.'        V 

"I  obeyed  her,  and  this  was  so  far  the  end  of  a 
miserable  affair.  What  Hugh  will  say  to  Miss  Wynne, 
God  knows.     I  have  given  a  thorough  rascal  his 
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dues ;  but  I  cannot  do  this  and  not  tell  liira  to  his 
face  what  I  have  said  behind  his  buck. 

"  This  was  at  night,  but  I  had  no  better  counsel  in 
the  morning. 

"  I  went  to  find  Mr.  Delant-y,  Imt  he  was  gone, 
having,  as  I  hoard  hiter,  put  <Jii  paper  what  he  had 
seen  and  heard  in  the  Provostrj." 


xxvin 


|HEN."  continues  Jack,  "  I  found 
had  gone  away,  I  was  in  a  quani 
I  by  no  means  desired  to  go  alone 
see  Captein  Wj-nne.  At  last  I  made 
np  my  mind  to  ask  Hugh.  If  there 
came  a  qnarrel  it  should  be  mine.  I  resolved  there 
should  be  no  fight  if  I  could  help  it,  and  that  th 
might  be  trouble  if  Hugh  were  first  to  see  his  cc 
I  felt  sure.  Tlie  small  sword  was  out  of  the  qm 
tion,  but  the  pistol  was  not.  I  intended  no  i 
ending,  and  believed  I  had  the  matter  well  in 
own  hands.  When  1  found  Hugh  at  the  quartei 
told  him  quietly  the  whole  story. 

"  That  he  was  in  a  mad  rage  at  his  annt  I  saw 
hate  to  see  Hugh  smile  in  a  certain  way  he  has, 
his  lips  set  close.  He  said  nothing  save  that  h« 
would  go  with  me,  and  that  I  was  altogether  in  the 
right  He  was  reluctant  to  promise  he  would  leave 
me  to  speak  alone,  but  at  last  T  did  get  him  to  say  so. 

"  Mr.  Arthur  WjTine  was  alone  in  his  room  at 
inn,  and  would  see  ns.    He  was  writing,  and  tuni( 
from  his  table,  rising  as  we  entered.    Ht*  looked 
and  angry,  in  a  soiled  dressing-gown,  and  I  thought 
had  been  drinking.     He  did  not  ask  us  to  be  seAteil, 
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and  WG  remained  standing  until  our  unpleasant  talk 
eanie  to  a,  close. 

"He  said  at  once,  'My  good  cousin,  I  presume  I 
owe  to  you  the  note  I  have  had  from  Miss  Peniston 
to-day.' 

" '  You  do  not,'  said  Hugh,  not  looking  at  all  dis- 
pleasecl. 

"  '  Indeed  T  I  had  hoped  you  had  come  to  offer  me 
the  only  satisfaction  in  life  your  slanders  have  left 
me.  My  health  is  no  longer  such  as  to  forbid  the  use 
of  a  pistol.' 

" '  Pardon  me,'  said  I,  '  this  is  my  affair,  and  not 
Mr.  Wynne's.  I  have  had  the  honour  of  lato  to  hear 
Mr.  Delauey  relate  what  passed  in  the  jail.' 

" '  Have  you,  indeed  T  An  old  story,'  said  Arthur 
Wynne. 

" '  None  the  less  a  nasty  one.  I  had  also  the  plea- 
sure to  teU  Miss  Peniston  that  you  suggested  to  the 
traitor  Arnold  to  use  my  friend's  known  loyalty  as 
a  safe  means  of  getting  to  Sir  Heury  Clinton  a  letter 
which  was  presumably  a  despatch  as  to  exchange  of 
prisoners,  but  was  really  intended  to  convey  to  Sir 
Henry  the  news  that  the  scoundrel  Arnold  was  will 
ing  to  sell  his  soul  and  betray  Ids  country.' 

" '  Wlio  told  you  this  nonsense  f '  said  the  captain, 
coming  toward  us. 

"'Major  Andr6,'  said  I.  *Yon  may  have  my 
friend's  word  for  that.' 

" '  It  is  a  lie ! '  he  cried. 

" '  Men  about  to  die  do  not  lie,  Mr.  Wynne.  It  ia 
true.' 
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"  The  man's  face  changed,  and  be  got  that 
look  about  the  jaw  I  have  heard  Hugh  describe.  To 
my  astonishment  he  did  not  further  insist  oa  ha 
duuial,  but  said  coldly,  '  And  what  then  f ' 

" '  Nothing,'  said  I.  '  Having  told  what  I  knew  to 
a  woman,  I  had  no  mind  to  have  you  say  I  luul 
slandered  you  behind  your  back.     That  is  alL' 

"  '  Is  it,  indeed  1  And  which  of  you  will  give  bm 
the  honour  of  your  company  to-morrow  I ' 

" '  Neither,'  said  I.   *  We  do  not  meet  men  like  yoa' 

"  His  face  flushed.     '  Coward ! '  he  said. 

" '  If  I  am  that,'  said  I,  pretty  cool,  and  shaking  a 
little  after  my  silly  way,  'you  know  l>est,  and  will 
remember,  I  fancy,  for  many  a  day.  Good-morning, 
sir.' 

"  On  this  he  cried  out,  '  By !  this  shall  not 

pass  I     I — I  will  post  you  in  every  inn  in  town,  and 
my  cousin  too.    No  mau  shall  dare — ' 

" '  Stop  a  little,'  said  Hugh.  '  If  it  comes  to  that 
I  shaU  know  what  to  do,  and  well  enough.  I  have 
no  desii-e  to  put  my  o^vn  blood  to  open  shame,  but 
if  this  matter  goes  further,  I  shall  publish  Mr.  D«^ 
laney's  statement,  and  that,  sir,  will  close  to  you 
every  gentleman's  house  here  and  in  London  too.' 

" '  And  shall  you  like  it  better  to  have  it  known 
that  you  were  General  Arnold's  agent  t '  ^^ 

"  I  saw  Hugh's  face  lose  its  quiet  look,  and  agai^" 
he  smiled.     '  In  that  case,'  he  said,  '  I  should  tell  my 
own  story  and  Mr.  Andre's  to  liis  Excellency,  and 
then,  my  good  cousin,  I  should  kill  you  like  a  mad 
dog,  and  with  no  ceremony  of  a  dueL     You  warned 
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me  once  when  I  was  a  mere  boy.  It  is  my  torn  now. 
As  there  is  a  God  in  heaven,  I  will  do  as  I  have 
said.' 

" '  Two  can  play  at  that  game,'  said  Arthur.  Hugh 
made  no  reply. 

"  And  on  this  wo  left  the  man  standing,  and  went 
forth  without  another  word. 

"  'I  think  his  fangs  are  drawn,'  said  Hugh.  And 
indeed  that  was  my  opinion.  I  made  up  my  mind, 
however,  that  at  the  leust  impleasaut  rumour  of  any 
kind,  I  woidd  take  such  a  hand  in  the  matter  as  would 
save  Hugh  from  having  t(»  go  to  extremities." 

Witli  the  date  of  a  week  or  so  later  I  find  added : 
"  The  man  thought  better  of  it,  I  dare  say,  when  the 
drink  wore  off;  how  much  of  his  folly  was  due  to 
that  I  cannot  tell.  It  was  plain  that  my  dear  Dar- 
thea  had  let  him  go  at  last.  Was  it  because  her  sweet 
pity  distressed  her  to  wound  a  man  once  dear  that 
she  was  held  so  long  in  this  bondage  T  or  was  it  that 
absence,  said  to  he  the  enemy  of  love,  was,  in  a 
woman  of  her  sense  of  honour,  a  reason  why  she 
should  not  break  her  word  imtil  she  had  a  more  full 
as.suranee  of  being  right  1 

"  I  think  he  slowly  lost  his  place  in  the  heart  won 
when  Darthea  was  younger,  and  perhaps  carried 
away  by  vain  notions,  which  lost  value  as  time  went 
on.  Such  men  liave  ftir  the  best  of  women  a  charm 
we  cannot  understand. " 

I  have  left  Jack  to  tell  a  part  of  my  life  which  I 
am  glad  to  leave  to  another  than  I.  I  heard  no 
more  of  my  cousin  except  that  he  had  made  up 
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his  mind  to  go  home  under  his  parole.  This  did  not 
fill  me  with  grief.  I  had  the  sense  to  know  that  for 
many  a  day  Darthea  were  better  left  alone. 

My  Aunt  Gainer  had  recovered  from  the  remo: 
which,  as  usual  with  her,  followed  upon  some  fn 
attempt  to  improve  the  machinery  of  other  folks' 
fates.  In  fact,  although  Darthea  closed  her  doo« 
upon  Mistress  Wynne  and  would  on  no  account  see 
Ijer,  my  aunt  was  already  beginning  to  be  pietsei 
with  the  abominable  trap  she  had  set,  and  was  good 
enoxigh  to  tell  me  as  much. 

For  three  days  after  Jock  had  informed  me  as  ttH 
the  drama  my  aunt  had  plauued  I  stayed  away  from" 
her,  being  myself  in  no  verj'  happy  state  of  mind, 
and  unwilhng  to  tru.st  myself.     When  at  last,  of  a 
Saturday  afternoon,  I  came  in  on  Mistress  W}-im^^ 
she  got  up  from  her  accounts,  which  she  kept  wit^| 
care,  saying  at  once :  "  It  is  a  week  since  you  were 
here,  sir,  and  of  course  I  know  why.     That  long- 
tongued  girl-boy  has  been  prating,  and  your  lord&hip 
is  pleased  to  be  angry,  and  Darthea  is  worse,  and  wiD 
not  see  me  because  I  had  the  courage  to  do  what  yo^^ 
were  afraid  to  do."  '^M 

"  Upon  my  word,  Aunt  Gainor,"  said  I,  "  you  are 
a  little  too  bad.  I  was  here  foiu*  days  ago,  and  have 
I  said  an  impatient  wordt  If  I  was  angry  I  have 
had  no  chance  to  say  so."    Nor  had  I.  ^M 

"  Then  if  you  are  not  angry  you  ought  to  be,"  Sh^^ 
seemed  to  me  bigger  than  ever,  and  to  have  more 
nose  than  usual.    "  You  ought  to  l>e.    I  made  a  fool 
of  myself,  and  all  for  you;  and  because 
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burned  my  fingers  iu  pulling  yoiu"  gfoose  out  of  the 
fire,  you  must  get  into  a  passion.  You  Lave  no  need 
to  smile,  sir.  I  suppose  it  were  finer  to  say  chestnuts, 
but  a  goose  she  is,  and  always  will  be,  and  I  love  her 
like  a  child.  Your  soft-hearted  Excellency  was  to 
see  me  last  week,  and  saying  that  he  had  no  children, 
I,  that  have  no  right  to  any,  said  I  was  as  ill  off,  and 
we  looked  at  each  other  and  said  nothing  for  a  little, 
be«ause  God  had  given  to  neither  the  completeness 
of  life.  I«  he  stem,  sirt  I  don't  think  it.  We 
talked  of  General  Arnold,  and  of  poor  Peggy  his 
wife,  and  as  to  all  this  he  was  willing  enough,  and 
frank  t^o.  Despite  Dr.  Rush  and  Mr.  Adams,  he 
can  talk  well  when  he  has  a  mind  to.  But  when  I 
said  a  word  of  poor  Andr^,  I  had  better  have  kept 
my  tongue  quiet,  for  he  said  quickly:  'Mistress 
Wynne,  that  is  a  matter  I  will  never  hear  of  willingly. 
I  ask  your  pardon,  madam.'  I  could  do  no  more 
than  excuse  my  want  of  tJiought,  and  we  fell  to  dis- 
cussing tobacco-growing." 

"  But  what  more  of  Darthea  T "  said  I,  for  aU  the 
generals  in  the  world  were  to  me  as  nothing  com- 
pared with  one  little  woman. 

"  Oh,  there  is  no  more,  except  that  I  am  unhappy. 
I  will  never  again  be  kind  to  anybody.  I  am  only  a 
miserable,  useless  old  maid."  And  here  she  began  to 
cry,  and  to  wet  a  fine  lace  handkerchief. 

Just  now  comes  in  saucy  Miss  Margaret  Chew,— 
we  call  her  Peggy,— and  is  rather  flustered  by  my 
aunt  in  tears.  "  0  Mistress  Wynne,"  she  says,  "  I  beg 
pardon.    I—" 
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"  What  for  t "  says  my  aunt  "  My  Manx  cat  has 
eaten  the  raspberrj-  jam.  That  is  alL"'  Whereon  we 
laugli,  and  the  little  lady,  lieing  pretty -spiken,  saj? 
she  wishes  she  was  Mistress  Wynne's  cat,  and  w; 
my  aunt  dries  her  eyes  goes  on  to  say,  "  Here  i 
note  for  you  to  dine  with  us  and  Mr.  Waahingi 
and  I  was  bid  write  it,  and  so  I  did  on  the  back 
the  queen  of  hearts  for  a  compliment,  madam,"  and 
with  this  she  drops  a  curtsey. 

My  aunt,  liking  beauty  and  wit  combined, 
her,  and  said  she  would  come. 

This  diversion  cleared  the  sky,  which  much  need 
clearing,  and  Miss  Chew  being  gone  away,  my  ai 
detained  me  who  would  willingly  have  f olloweti  her.j 

After  that  I  comforted  her  a  little  as  to  Darthi 
and  said  she  could  no  more  keep  up  being  angry  thaa' 
a  June  sky  could  keep  cloudy,  and  that,  after  aQ,  it 
was  just  as  well  Darthea  knew  the  worst  of  the  man. 
I  related,  too,  what  Jack  hml  told,  and  said  that  now 
my  coufiin  would,  I  thought,  go  away,  and  we— thauk 
Heaven ! — be  quit  of  him  forever. 

"And  yet  I  must  see  him  once,"  she  said,  "and 
you  too.  I  have  put  that  deed  in  the  hands  of  James 
Wilson,  and  he  has  taken  counsel  of  our  friend  Mr. 
Attorney-General  Chew." 

"I  suppose  you  are  right,  Aunt  Gainor,"  said  L 
"  The  man  is  bad  past  belief,  but  he  has  lost  Darthea 
which  is  as  much  punishment  as  I  or  any  could  de- 
sire, I  think  with  you  this  estate  business  sho 
some  way  be  settled,  and  if  it  is  to  be  liis,  I  have  i; 
mind  to  leave  the  thing  in  doubt,  and  if  it  be 
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or  my  father's,  I  for  one  do  not  want  it.  I  have 
enough,  and  no  wish  to  muddle  away  my  life  as  a 
Welsh  squire." 

"  We  shall  see,"  said  my  amit,  not  at  all  of  my 
opinion,  as  I  readily  perceived.  *'  We  shaU  see.  He 
shall  have  justice  at  our  hands,  and  James  Wilson 
will  be  liere  at  four  to-morrow,  and  yon  too,  Hugh, 
whether  you  like  it  or  not." 

I  did  not,  and  I  said  so.  She  had  written  my 
cousin  that  she  desired  to  see  him  concerning  the 
deed.  Whether  from  interest,  or  what,  I  know  not, 
he  had  replied  that  he  would  be  with  her  at  half- 
past  four. 

Thus  it  happened  that  I  was  to  see  Arthur  Wynne 
once  more,  and  indeed  I  felt  that  my  aunt  was  riglit, 
and  that  it  were  as  well  all  our  accounts  with  this 
man  were  closed.  Just  how  tlii.s  woidd  come  about 
I  knew  not  yet,  but  closed  they  should  be ;  as  to  that 
I  was  fully  advised  in  my  owu  mind. 


|T  four  punctually  arrived  my  friend  the 
famous  lawj'er.  He  was  not  a  band- 
some  man,  but  possessed  a  certain  dis- 
tinction, which  he  owed  to  a  strong  face, 
well-modelled  head,  and  a  neatly  pow- 
dered wig,  tlie  hair  Ijcing  tied  back,  after  the  fashion 
of  the  bar,  in  a  black  queue-l)ag  with,  at  the  end,  a 
broad  black  ribbon.  He  took  the  snnff  my  aunt 
offered,  carefully  dusting  the  excess  oflf  the  colhir  of 
his  brown  velvet  coat,  and  sat  down,  saying,  as  be 
took  some  papers  from  a  silk  bag,  that  it  was  alto- 
gether an  interesting  and  curious  question,  this  we 
had  set  before  liim.  And  why  had  we  held  this  deed 
so  long  and  said  nothing! 

I  told  him  of  my  father's  and  my  grandfather's 
disinclination  to  open  the  matter,  and  why  and  how 
the  estate  had  seemed  of  little  worth,  but  was  now, 
as  I  believed,  more  valuable. 

Hearing  this  he  began  to  question  my  annt  and 
me.  He  learned  from  our  replies  that  at  the  tima 
I  got  the  deed  from  my  father  none  bnt  my  parent 
had  any  clear  idea  of  what  tliis  old  family  (•omj^>aet 
meant,  but  that  now  we  were  in  poss«»ssion  of  such 
facts  as  enabled  us  to  understand  it.   I  then  went  on 
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to  make  plain  that  my  aunt  -was  full  of  the  matter, 
and  eager,  but  that  I  had  no  inclination  at  any  time 
to  enter  ou  a  long  and  douhtful  litigation  in  another 
country. 

To  myself  I  confessed  that  I  desired  no  immediate 
settlement  until  I  saw  what  Arthur  meant  to  be  at. 
It  was  one  more  hold  on  a  scamp  still  able  to  do  me 
misehie£|  K  it  was  clearly  his  father's  estate  and 
not  om-s,  he  should  soon  or  late  be  relieved  of  any 
possible  doubt  this  deed  might  stOl  make  as  to  ques- 
tions of  title. 

When  Mr.  Wilson  turned  to  my  aunt  he  found  a 
more  warlike  witness.  She  delighted  in  the  prospect 
of  a  legal  contest. 

"When  a  chUd,"  she  said,  "I  used  to  hear  of  my 
father's  lia\ing  consented  to  make  over  or  give  away 
to  his  brother  WiUiara  an  embarrassed  estate,  and 
that  the  crown  officers  were  in  some  way  consenting 
parties  to  the  agreement,  my  father  engaging  him- 
self to  go  to  America  when  let  out  of  jail. 

"  There  is  no  doubt,"  slie  went  on,  "  that  Wyncot« 
was  under  this  arrangement  legally  transferred  by 
my  father  to  his  next  brother.  Our  Wcl.sh  cousins 
must  have  this  conveyance.  It  seems,  from  the  deed 
you  have  examined,  that  privately  a  retransfer  was 
made,  so  as,  after  aU,  to  leave  my  father  possessed  of 
his  ancestral  estate.  If  ever  he  chose  to  reclaim  it 
he  was  free  to  do  so.  The  affair  seems  to  have  be- 
come more  or  less  known  to  the  squires  in  that  part 
of  Merionethshii'e.  William  was,  we  presume,  un- 
willing to  take  an  unfair  advantage  of  his  brother's 
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misfortune,  and  hence  the  arrangement  thus  made 
between  them." 

"You  state  the  case  admirably,"  said  the  lawyer. 
"  And  what  else  is  there  t " 

"  But  little.  Letters  of  affection  and  esteem  came 
and  went  at  long  int<?rvals.  I  recollect  heariiif:  ' 
of  them,  but  cannot  say  if  the  estate  matter  wcr. 
mentioned.  After  William's  death  the  lyrrespoii- 
dence  may  or  may  not  have  ceased.  His  brother 
Owen  came  into  the  property  without  interfereni'<-, 
and,  dying,  left  a  young  son,  Owen,  who  is  still  alive. 
His  son  Arthur,  Captain  Wynne,  is  to  be  here  to- 
day. There  are  personal  matters  involved,  into  which 
there  is  no  need  to  go.  The  Welsh  branch  is  no 
doubt  desirous  in  some  way  to  clear  the  matter ;  but 
having  held  the  estate  for  a  centxiry,  they  are,  we  may 
presume,  not  very  eager  to  give  it  up.  In  justice 
to  Owen  Wynne,  I  may  say  that  it  is  probable  that 
becatise  of  a  long  minority  he  only  began,  as  I  thinkj 
a  few  years  ago  to  have  any  doubt  as  to  his  title, 
may  add,"  my  aunt  went  on,  "  that  Capteun  Wynr 
came  and  went  during  the  war,  and  that  only  of  lati 
has  this  deed  turned  up." 

"  And  your  brother  is  quite  unfit  to  help  ns  T '  said' 
Wilson. 

"  Yes ;  and  unwilling  if  he  were  able." 

"  I  see,  madam,  I  see ;  a  diflBcult  business." 

"  And  this  deed  T "  said  my  aunt ;  "  yon  were  abot 
to  speak  of  it." 

"  It  is,"  he  replied,  "  a  simple  act  of  sale  for  one 
shilling,  a  reconveyance  of  Wyncot©  from  Wil 


to  Hugh,  the  date  October  9,  1671.    It  is  in  order, 
and  didy  vrituessed." 

"WeUT" 

"As  to  its  present  value,  Mistress  Wynne,  there  is 
a  consensus  of  opinion  between  the  Attorney-General 
and  myself." 

"  That  is  to  say,  you  agree,"  said  my  aunt 

"  Pree^ly,  iiuwlaui.  It  is  our  belief  that  the  lapse 
of  time  hiis  probably  destroyed  tlie  title.  There  is 
no  annexed  trust,  on  William's  part,  to  hold  for  his 
brother's  use,  and  the  length  of  undisputed,  or  what 
we  lawyers  eall  adveree,  i>ossessiou— soiiiethiug  like 
an  hundrt'd  years  or  more— «eow«  to  make  it  impoe- 
sible  for  my  friends  to  oust  the  present  holder.  Am 
I  clear  t" 
I    "  Too  clear,  sir,"  said  my  aunt.    "  Is  that  all  1 " 

"  No ;  I  said,  '  seems.'  There  are  other  questions, 
Buch  as  the  mention  of  the  matter  in  letters.  If  the 
succeeding  brothers  in  letters  or  otherwise  from  time 
to  time  acknowledged  the  rights  of  Hugh  Wynne, 
that  might  serve  to  keep  ahve  the  claim ;  if,  too,  it 
can  be  proved  that  at  any  time  Ihey  paid  over  to 
Hugh  orhis  8on,yourbrother,madam,  rents  or  dues, 
as  belonging  to  tliese  Ameriean  claimants,  this  too 
would  serve  to  give  some  validity  to  your  present 
claim.  It  is  a  question  of  dates,  lettei's,  and  of  your 
possession  of  evidence  ii]  the  direction  of  repeated 
admissions  on  the  part  of  the  Welsh  holders." 

My  Aunt  Gainor  was  at  once  confident.  Search 
should  bo  made.  She  had  some  remembrance  in  her 
childhood  of  this  and  that.    In  fact,  my  aunf  never 
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admitted  the  existence  of  obstacles,  and  commonly 
refused  to  see  them.  Mr.  Wilson  shook  his  head 
dubiously.  "There  seems  to  have  been  negligence 
or  a  quite  culpable  indifference,  madam.  The  time 
to  he  covered  by  admissions  is  long,  and  the  siahit 
of  32  Henry  VIII.  and  21  James  I.,  IG23,  do,  I  fear,| 
settle  the  matter.  The  lapse  in  the  continuit)- 
evidence  will  be  fomid  after  the  death^f  Hn^h.1 
Twenty  years  will  suffice,  and  I  am  fort-ed  to  i 
that  your  claim  seems  to  me  of  small  value.  It  wa 
simply  an  estate  given  away,  owing  to  want  of  the 
simplest  legal  advice." 

"  Wait  until  I  look  through  our  papers,"  said  my 
aunt  "  We  are  not  done  with  it  yet,  nor  sliall  be,  if 
I  have  my  way,  until  the  courts  have  had  a  chance 
to  decide." 

"  It  will  be  mere  waste  of  money,  my  dear  lady. 
Now,  at  least,  you  can  do  nothing.  The  war  is  uot 
over,  and  when  it  is,  none  but  an  English  coort  can 
settle  tlio  title.  I  confess  it  seems  to  be  a  case  for 
amicable  compromise." 

"There  shall  be'none— none,"  said  my  annL 
"  And  we  are  just  where  we  began,"  said  L 
"  Not  quite,"  he  returned.    ''  You  may  have  a  case, 
but  it  seems  to  me  a  weak  one,  and  may  he  in 
chancery  a  man's  lifetime.    I,  as  a  friend  as  well  as 
a  lawyer,  knowing  you  have  no  need  of  the  estate,- 
hesitate  to  advise  you  to  engage  in  a  suit  of  ejecV 
ment.   I  should  rather  counsel— ah,  that  may  be  Mr. 
Wynne." 
It  was  a  clamorous  knock  at  the  hall  door,  whidi 


caused  Mr.  Wilson  to  cut  short  his  advice  with  the 
sta^^^t  that  it  would  need  longer  discussioQ,  and 
tl^^^K  must  be  the  other  party. 

IWras,  in  fact,  my  cousin,  who  was  set  down  in  a 
ehair,  as  I  saw  by  a  glance  through  the  window. 
When  Jack  and  I  had  seen  him  at  his  inn  he  had 
been  a  little  in  liquor,  and  wore  a  sort  of  long  chintz 
bedgown  wrapper,  with  his  waistcoat  buttoned  awrj' 
—  not  a  very  nice  figure.  Ue  was  now  Arthur  WjTine 
at  his  best.  He  stood  a  moment  in  the  doorway,  as 
beautiful  a  piece  of  mauliood  as  over  did  the  devil's 
work.  His  taste  in  all  mattei-s  of  dress  and  outer 
conduct  was  beyond  dispute,  and  for  this  family 
meeting  he  had  apparently  made  ready  with  unusual 
care.  Indeed  this,  my  last  remembrance  of  Arthur 
Wynne,  is  of  a  figure  so  striking  that  I  cannot  resist 
to  say  just  how  he  looked.  His  raiment  was  costly 
enough  to  have  satisfied  Polonius;  if  it  bore  any 
relation  to  his  purse,  I  know  not.  It  was  not  "  ex- 
pressed in  fancy,"  as  was  that  of  the  macaroni  dandy 
of  those  early  days.  He  knew  better.  As  he  stood 
he  carried  in  his  left  hand  a  dark  beaver  edged  with 
gold  lace.  His  wig  was  small,  and  with  side  i-olls 
well  powdered,  the  queue  tied  with  a  lace-bordered 
red  ribbon.  In  front  a  full  Mechlin  lace  jabot,  with 
tlie  white  wig  above,  set  his  regular  features  and 
dark  skin  in  a  frame,  as  it  were,  his  paleness  and 
a  look  of  melancholy  in  the  eyes  helping  the  natu- 
nd  beauty  and  distinction  of  a  face  high  bred  and 
haughty.  The  white  silk  flowered  waistcoat,  the 
bunch  of  gold  seals  below  it,  the  claret-tinted  velvet 
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coat  and  breeches,  th*  black  silk  clocked  hose  with 
gold  buckles  at  ankle  and  knee,  and  a  silvc 
dress-sword  in  a  green  shagreen  sheath,  oomi 
picture.    I  wish  you  to  see  him  as  I  saw  him,  I 
measure  you  may  comprehend  why  his  mere  person:^ 
charms  were  such  as  to  attract  and  captivate  women.  ^H 

lie  came  forward  with  his  right  hand  ou  hi^  heart  ^^ 
and  bowed  to  my  aunt,  who  swept  him  a  space-filhug 
curtsey,  as  he  said  quite  pleasantly, "  Good-afternoon. 
Cousin  Ghunor ;  your  servant,  Mr.  Wilson."    To  me 
he  bent  slightly,  but  gave  no  other  greeting.   It  was 
all  easy,  tranquil,  and  without  sign  of  embarrassment.  J 
As  he  spoke  he  moved  toward  the  table,  on  which' 
Mr.  Wilson  had  laid  his  papers  and  bag.     Now,  at 
always,  a  certain  deliberate  feline  grace  was  in  all 
his  movements. 

"  For  a  truth,  he  is  a  beauty,"  said  my  Aunt  Gai- 
nor  after  our  meeting  was  over.   "  And  well-propor- 
tioned, but  no  bit  of  him  Wynne.     He  has  not  our , 
build."    Nor  had  he. 

"  Pray  bo  seated,"  said  my  aunt.     "  I  have  asked ' 
my  friend  and  counsel,  Mr.  James  Wilson,  to  be 
present,  that  he  may  impartially  set  before  yoo  a 
family  matter,  in  which  your  father  may  have  inter- 
est.  My  nephew,  Hugh  Wynne,  is  here  at  mj  earnest , 
solicitation.    I  regret  that  Mr.  Chew  is  anable,  bj 
reason  of  engagements,  U>  do  me  a  like  favour.    Mr. ' 
Wilson  will  have  the  kindness  to  set  before  yon  tho^ 
nature  of  the  case." 

Mistress  Wynne,  sitting  straight  and  tall  in  a  high 
cap,  spoke  with  dignified  calumeas. 
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"At  your  service,  madam,"  said  the  lawyer,  look- 
m^^rthur  over  with  the  quick  glance  of  a  ready 
ob^Hbr.  Before  he  could  go  on  to  do  as  he  was 
biduen  I  found  my  chance  to  say,  "  You  will  be  so 
good,  Mr.  Wdson,  as  to  state  Mr.  Owen  Wynne's  case, 
as  well  as  our  own,  with  entire  frankness ;  we  have 
no  desire  to  wrong  any,  and  least  of  all  one  of  our 
blood." 

"I  think  I  understand  you  fully,"  said  Wilson. 
'  "  A  deed  has  been  put  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Attorney- 
General  Chew  and  myself,  and  as  to  its  value  and 
present  validity  an  opinion  has  been  asked  by  Mis- 
tress Wynne  and  her  nephew." 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  Arthur ;  "  is  not  my  Cousin 
John  the  proper  person  to  consider  this  question  T " 
I  "Assuredly,"  returned  Mr.  Wilson,  "if  his  state 
of  mind  permitted  either  his  presence  or  an  opinion. 
No  interests  wiD  be  affected  by  his  absence,  nor  can 
we  do  more  than  acquaint  those  who  are  now  here 
with  what,  as  lawyers,  we  think." 

"  I  see,"  said  Arthur.     "  Pray  go  on." 

"This  deed  seems  to  convey  to  my  client's  grand- 
father—that is  to  say.  Mistress  Wynne's  father- 
certain  lands  situate  in  Merionethshire,  Wales.  I 
understand  that  yon,  sir,  represent  the  present 
,  holder." 

"  I  am,"  said  Arthtir,  "  the  son  of  the  gentleman 
now  in  possession  of  Wyncote,  and  have  full  permis- 
sion to  act  for  hun.  If,  indeed,  you  desire  further 
to  learn  on  what  authority—" 

"  Not  at  all,  not  at  all,"  interposed  Wilson.   "  Your 
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presence  snffloes  ■  no  more  is  needed.    This  meelbg 
oommita  no  one."  ^^ 

"  I  was  about  to  ask  the  date  of  this  doa^Bl^' 
said  Arthur.  ^^ 

'<  Certainly ;  here  it  is."  And  so  saying  the  lav}« 
spread  the  deed  out  on  the  table.  "  It  is  a  coowy- 
ance  fn^m  William  Wynne  to  iiugh  of  that  naae; 
the  date,  1671,  October  9 ;  the  witnesses  are  Hem; 
Owen  and  Thomas  ap  Roberts.  It  is  vohuninoya. 
Do  you  desire  to  hear  it  t " 

"Nojohnol     WhatneitT" 

"We  believe/  continued  the  lawyer,  "that  thi« 
deed  has  ceaijed  to  have  effect,  owing  to  lapse  of  tiine 
and  the  appearance — pray  note  my  words— th«  ii^ 
pmranct.  of  undisputed  ownership  by  the  yoongv 
branch.  Neither  is  there  any  trust  to  bold  tiw 
estate  for  Hugh ;  it  is  a  mere  conveyance." 

"There  can  be,  of  course,  no  doubt,"  returned 
Arthur—  "  I  mean  as  to  a  century,'  of  unquestioned 
possession." 

"  I  am  not  secure  as  to  the  point  yon  make,"  said 
Mr.  Wilson,  courteously.  "I  cannot  now  decide. 
I  am  asked  to  state  the  matter  impartially.  My 
clients  wish  justice  done  to  all,  and  will  take  no 
unfair  advantage.  It  may  be  yon  have  no  cut. 
There  may  have  passed  frequent  letters  on  both 
sides,  admitting  the  claim  or  reasserting  it,  and  thus 
keeping  it  alive.  Bents  may  ha%-e  been  paid.  Pacts 
like  these  may  open  questions  as  to  the  length  of 
undisputed  holding.  Only  your  own  court*  can  de- 
cide it,  and  that  with  all  the  evidence  before  them.' 
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"  I  am  obliged  by  your  fraukneBs,"  said  my  couran. 
"  I  lud  hoped  to  see  the  matter  fully  settled." 

Mhat  will  never  be,"  said  my  aunt,  "  until  I  have 
earned  it  through  every  court  in  Eugland." 

"  As  you  please,"  replied  Arthur. 

"  Mr.  Wynne,"  said  I,  "  while  my  father  lives  we 
shall  do  nothing ;  nor  even  afterward,  perhaps.  1 
do  not  want  the  money,  nor  the  old  home.  What  is 
done  may  depend  much  on  your  own  actions,  sir." 
I  had  no  desire  to  lose  this  hold  on  him.  As  I  spoke 
I  saw  him  look  up  astonished,  as  was  also,  I  thought, 
the  lawyer,  who  knew  nothing  of  our  quarrels. 

"  If,"  said  I,  "  you  had  eome  to  us  frankly  at  first, 
and  stated  why  you  came,  we  should  have  said  what 
I  now  say.  No,  I  should  have  said  far  more.  I 
believe  tliis  ends  the  matter  for  the  present."  My 
aunt  lifted  her  hand,  but  I  added, "  I  pray  yon  let  it 
rest  here,  aimt,"  and  for  a  wonder  she  held  her  peace. 

Arthur,  too,  seemed  about  to  speak,  but  his  worse 
or  better  angel,  I  know  not  which,  prevailed,  and 
quietly  saluting  us  all,  he  rose  and  took  his  leave. 

"We  shall  see  when  this  war  is  over,"  said  my 
aunt,  taking  the  deed.  "  Many  thanks,  Mr.  Wilson ; 
I  should  like  to  have  your  opinion  in  writing." 

"I  shall  send  it  in  a  week  or  two.  Mr.  Arthur 
Wynne  seems  to  have  come  over,  as  I  judge  from 
what  he  said,  with  authority  to  act  for  his  father. 
Why  he  did  not  at  once  relate  his  errand  I  cannot 
see.  Had  you  had  no  deed  it  would  have  closed  the 
matter.  If  he  found  you  had  one  he  would  have 
been  only  in  the  position  he  is  now  in  to-day." 


"I  fancy  he  may  have  been  fearful  and  over- 
cautious, not  comprehending  the  nature  of  tho^  be 
had  to  deal  with,''  i>aid  I.  ''  Yon  must  have  kJara 
him  as  I  do,  Mr.  Wilson,  to  understand  his  actiotui 
I  was  sorry  you  did  not  let  him  tell  us  what  powers 
he  really  had.    I  was  curious." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  interrupted  him.  It  was  a  mistaka" 
And  so  saying  he  rose. 

"It  shall  not  rest  here,"  said  my  aant.  "Some- 
tliiug  shall  be  done."  And  on  this  I  too  went  away, 
declining  further  talk. 

When  Arthur  came  over  to  leam  what  he  could 
as  to  their  title  to  Wyncote,  he  failed  to  see  that  we 
were  people  whom  no  prospect  of  gain  could  kad 
into  tlie  taking  of  an  advantage.  He  thus  lost  the 
chance  a  little  honest  dii-eetuess  would  have  given 
him.  When  later  my  father  threw  in  his  way  the 
opportunity  of  absolute  security  as  to  the  title,  the 
temptation  to  get  secretly  from  him  a  legal  transfer, 
or — Ood  knows— perhaps  the  power  to  destroy  the 
deed,  was  too  much  for  a  morally  weak  tmd  quite 
reckless  nature.  I  was  the  sole  obstacle,  or  I  seemed 
to  be.  Wo  loved  the  same  woman ;  she  had  begun 
to  doubt  her  English  lover.  If  I  had  died  he  had 
become  assured,  not  only  of  the  possession  of  Wyn- 
cote, but  of  being  idtima(«ly  my  father's  heir. 

Of  this  Jack  writes  :  "  Here  was  a  whole  brigade 
of  temptations,  and  he  could  not  stand  it.  He  would 
havi^  broken  that  tender  heai-t  I  loved.  God  help  me ! 
I  think  I  should  have  killed  him  before  he  bad  the 
ci-uel  chance." 
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If  to  the  estate  and  other  worldly  baits  was 
added  the  remembrance  of  the  blow  a  mere  boy 
gave,  I  do  not  know.  It  is  certain  that  at  last  he 
hated  me,  and  as  sure  that  I  had  as  little  love  for 
him. 


XXX 


ARLY  in  March  of  1782  Jack  and  I  con- 
cluded that  the  war  wasover,  or  was  to  be 
but  a  waiting  game,  as  indeed  it  proved. 
After  some  thoujrht  over  the  matter  we 
both  resigned,  and  as  it  was  desired  to 
lessen  the  list  of  officers,  we  were  promptly  released 
from  service. 

On  March  22  his  Excellency  rode  away  from  town 
under  escort  of  Captain  Morris's  troop  of  light  horse. 
I  went  along  as  far  as  Burlington,  being  honoured 
when  I  left  by  the  personal  thanks  of  the  general, 
and  the  kind  wish  that  I  might  discover  it  to  be 
convenient  to  visit  him  at  Monnt  Vernon. 

April  was  come,  and  wo  glatlly  turned  again  to 
the  duties  which  awaited  us  both.  His  Elzcelleiiey 
had  gone  to  watch  Sir  Guy  Oarleton  penned  up  in 
New  York.  Congress  wrangled,  our  gay  world  ate 
and  danced,  and  the  tardy  war  fell  to  such  slacknefla 
that  it  was  plain  to  all  a  peace  must  soon  come, 
although  we  were  yet  to  see  another  winter  pass 
before  the  obstinate  Dutchman  on  the  English 
throne  gave  up  a  lost  game. 

In  July  my  father  died  of  a  sudden  aflSux  of 
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to  the  head ;  add  although  ie  was  blooded  by  Dr. 
Rush  several  tunes,  never  was  so  far  bettered  as  to 
speak  to  me.  Only  once,  as  I  am  told  is  not  rare, 
he  so  revived  when  in  the  very  article  of  death  aa 
to  look  about  and  say,  thinking  my  baud  in  his  was 
my  mother's,  that  she  must  not  grieve  for  him. 

Alas !  he  had  been  as  one  dead  to  me  for  many  a 
year.  I  wore  no  black  for  him,  because  I  was  and 
am  of  the  opinion  of  Friends  that  this  custom  is  a 
foobsh  one.  My  aimt  was  ill  pleased  at  my  decision, 
and  put  herself  and  all  her  house  in  mourning. 
None  the  less,  for  my  part,  did  I  regret,  not  so  much 
the  natural,  easy  death,  as  the  sad  fact  it  seemed  to 
fetch  back  so  plainly,  that  from  my  youth  up  here 
were  two  people,  neither  of  them  unkindly  or  ill 
natured,  who  were  all  through  life  as  completely 
apart  as  if  no  tie  of  a  common  blood  had  pledged 
them  to  aflfection. 

I  saw— I  can  see  now— the  gray  and  drab  of  the 
great  concourse  of  Friends  who  stood  about  that 
open  grave  on  Arch  street.  I  can  see,  too,  under 
the  shadow  of  his  broad  gray  beaver,  the  simple, 
sincere  face  of  James  Pemberton,  my  father's 
lifelong  friend.  He  spoke,  as  was  the  custom  of 
Friends,  at  the  grave,  there  being  no  other  cere- 
mony, an  omission  of  which  I  confess  I  do  not 
approve.    Much  moved,  he  said: 

"  Our  friend,  John  Wynne,  departed  this  life  on 
the  23d  of  July  of  this  year  [being  1782].  For  many 
years  he  hath  canied  tlie  cross  of  afflicting  sickness, 
and  hath  unceasingly  borne  testimony  to  the  doo- 
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trine  and  conduct  nphcld  of  FrieiWs.  He  was  a 
man  of  great  abilities,  and,  like  our  lamented  William 
Penn,  of  an  excellent  gravity  of  difiposition,  without 
dissimulation,  extensive  in  charity,  having  neither 
malice  nor  ungratefulness.  He  was  apt  without 
forwardness,  yet  weighty,  and  not  given  to  unseemly 
levity.  The  wise  shall  cherish  the  thought  of  him, 
and  he  shall  be  remembered  with  the  just"  And 
this  was  alL  One  by  one  they  took  my  hand,  and 
with  my  Aunt  Grainor  I  walked  away.  I  doeed  the 
old  home  a  day  or  two  later,  and  went  with  my 
aunt  to  her  farm. 

I  had  not  seen  Darthea  for  many  a  day.  "  Let 
her  alone,"  said  my  aunt  I  think  Jack  was  oft«n 
with  her;  but  he  knew  to  hold  his  tongue,  and  I 
asked  no  questions.  At  last^  a  week  after  the  fu- 
neral, I  recognised  her  hand  in  the  address  of  a 
note  to  me.     I  read  it  with  a  throbbing  heart. 

"  Sm :  I  have  heard  of  your  great  loss  with  sorrow, 
for  even  though  your  father  has  been  this  long  while 
as  one  lost  to  you,  I  do  think  that  the  absence  of  a 
face  we  love  is  so  much  taken  from  the  happiness  of 
life.  You  know  that,  your  aunt  hurt  me  as  few  could, 
but  now  I  am  not  sorry  for  what  then  befelL  The 
thought  of  death  brings  others  in  its  train,  and  I 
have  reflected  much  of  hite.  I  shall  go  to  see  Mis- 
tress Wynne  to-day,  and  will  yon  come  and  see  me 
when  it  shall  appear  to  you  convenient!  I  uu  for 
a  little  at  Stenton,  with  Madam  Logan."* 

Would  I,  indeed  T  My  dear  old  Lucy,  a  little  stiff 
in  the  knees,  carried  me  well,  and  seemed  to  share 


IS  a  H 


I 


Hugh  Wynne:  Free  Quaker      551 


my  good  humour  as  I  rode  down  the  long  road  from 
Chestnut  Hill. 

The  great  trees  about  the  home  James  Logun 
built  were  in  fuU  leaf,  and  under  their  shade  a  black 
tn'oom  held  two  horses  as  I  rode  up.  Darthea  came 
out,  and  was  in  the  saddle  before  she  saw  me. 

The  rich  bloom  of  health  was  again  on  her  cheek, 
and  deepened  a  little  as  I  went  toward  her. 

I  said  I  was  glad  to  see  her,  and  was  she  going  to 
my  Aunt  Gaiuor'sT  If  so,  and  if  it  were  agreeable 
to  her,  the  groom  might  stay.  I  would  ride  back 
with  her.  Then  Mrs.  Logan,  at  the  door,  said  tliis 
would  suit  verj'  well,  as  she  needed  the  man  to  go  to 
town.  After  this  we  rode  away  under  the  trees  and 
up  the  Gennantown  road.  Miss  Peuistou  pushing 
her  horse,  and  we  not  able  on  this  account  to  talk. 
At  last,  when  I  declared  Lucy  too  old  to  keep  up  the 
pace,  the  good  beast  fell  to  walking. 

Soon  we  went  by  the  graveyard  where  the  brave 
Englishman,  General  Agnew,  lay ;  and  here  Darthea 
was  of  a  mind  to  be  told  again  of  that  day  of  glory 
and  defeat.  At  the  m  arketrhouse,  whore  School-house 
Lane  comes  out  into  the  main  street  of  German- 
town,  she  must  hear  of  the  wild  strife  in  the  fog  and 
smoke,  and  at  last  of  how  I  was  hurt ;  and  so  we 
rode  on.  She  had  gotten  again  her  gay  spirits,  and 
was  full  of  mirth,  anon  serious,  or  for  a  moment 
sad.  Opposite  Cliveden  I  had  to  talk  of  the  fight, 
and  say  where  were  Jack  ainl  Sullivan  and  Wayne, 
although  Jack  more  concerned  her.  As  we  rode  up 
the  slope  of  Mount  Airy  I  broke  a  long  silence. 
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"  Darthea,"  said  I,  •'  is  it  yes,  or  always  no  7  " 

"Will  yoa  never  be  contented t "  she  ret 
"  Is  nt  it  mean  to  say  tliese  things  now  T     I  can't  ( 
away.    I  have  half  a  mind  to  marry  Jack,  to  be  rid 
of  you  both." 

"  Is  it  yes  or  mo,  DartheaT" 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  looking  mo  in  the  face.     I  mi 
strong  man,— I  was  so  then,— but  a  grreat  rush 
blood  seemed  to  go  to  my  head,  and  then  I  ww 
pale,  as  she  told  me  later,  and  I  clutched  at  Luc 
mane.  I  felt  as  if  I  might  fall,  so  much  was  I  mo 
by  this  great  news  of  joy. 

"  Are  you  ill  f "  she  cried. 

"No,  no,"  I  said;  "it  is  love!     Thy  dear  love 
cannot  bear.    Thank  Ood,  Darthea !  " 

"  And  do  you  love  me  so  much,  Hugh  f     I — I 
not  know."    She  was  like  a  sweet,  timid  child. 

I  could  only  say,  "  Yes,  yes !  " 

"  Oh,  Hugh  1"  she  cried.     "How  can  you  forgiv 
me!     But  I  am  not  like  other  women.     My  word- 
you  will  know— and   then  you  will  forgive  me.* 
Her  eyes  were  full  of  tears,  her  face  all  aglow. 

"There is — there  never  will  be  anything  to  forgive-* 

"But  I  was  so  foolish— and— I  was  so  foolish." 

"  Let  us  forget,  Darthea     I  have  thy  love, 
knows  it  is  enough." 

"  Thank  you,  Hugh.     Don't  speak  to  me  for  a  lit- , 
tie,  please."  And  under  the  warm  August  afternoon 
sky  we  rode  on  at  a  footrpace.  and  said  no  wont] 
more  until  we  came  to  my  aunt's  door.     Then  DaiwJ 
thea  slyly  put  on  her  riding-mask,  and  we  went  in. 
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My  aunt  had  her  in  her  great  arms  in  a  moment. 
The  mask  fell,  and  then  my  atint  held  her  off  a  little, 
looked  from  her  to  me,  and  said,  "  Has  he  made  you 
cry,  sweetheart  T  He  always  was  a  fool.  I  am  very 
glad.  You  have  made  an  old  woman's  heart  sing 
with  joy.  It  is  not  your  fault.  Hugh's  silly  face 
was  enough.  Lord !  girl,  how  pretty  you  are !  Do 
you  suppose  I  never  was  in  love  1  I  never  was,  but 
I  know  the  signs."  Darthea,  released,  was  pleased 
enough  to  be  let  go  iip  to  my  aunt's  room.  By  and 
by  she  came  down,  saucy  and  smiling,  and  later 
came  Jack,  when  my  aunt,  being  too  happy  to  hold 
her  dear  old  tongue,  told  Mm,  while  poor  Darthea 
looked  at  him  with  a  tender  gravity  I  did  not  under- 
stand. He  went  away  very  soon,  saying  he  had  busi- 
ness in  town,  and  this  is  what  he  writ  that  night : 

"And  so  she  will  have  my  Hugh,  and  he  the  best 
lady  alive.  I  pray  the  good  God  to  keep  them  from 
all  the  sorrows  of  this  world.  If  he  love  her  as  I 
love  her,  she  can  ask  no  greater  love ;  and  he  will- 
he  cannot  help  it  Now  I  will  write  no  more.  God 
bless  thee,  Darthea ! "  It  was  thus  a  gallant  gentle- 
man loved  in  those  stormy  days. 

And  here,  with  this  dear  name,  his  records  close, 
and  there  is  the  date  of  August  1, 1782,  and  a  line 
drawn  underneath. 

The  new  relation  soon  to  be  established  between 
OB  of  necessity  brought  Madam  Peniston  and  my 
aunt  into  frequent  council.  There  were  matters  of 
dress  to  be  considerately  dealt  with,  and  I  was  told 
it  must  be  six  months  before  orders  could  be  filled 


a 
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from  France,  England  being  just  now  out  of  tlie 
question.  Where  tiie  mysteries  of  women's  gar- 
ments are  concerned  a  man  bath  no  better  resort 
than  to  submit  humbly,  as  to  a  doctor  or  a  Iaw)-er. 
Hero  of  a  certainty  knowledge  is  power,  and  as  to 
this  matter,  a  man  had  best  learn  to  conceal  ainaze^ 
mcnt  under  a  show  of  meekness. 

When  I  ventured  to  remonstrate  Darthea  lotiki-J 
serious,  and  would  I  ever  have  fallen  in  love  wiiU 
her  unless  she  had  laid  snares  of  gown  and  ribbon, 
and  how  was  my  love  to  be  kept  if  for  the  fularo 
there  were  not  provided  a  pretty  variety  of  such 
vanities  f  Even  my  Aunt  Gainor  refused  to  discuia 
the  question.  I  must  wait ;  and  as  this  was  the  sin-, 
gle  occasion  known  to  me  when  she  had  declined  a> 
hand  at  the  game  of  talk,  I  began  to  perceive  that 
ignorance  is  weakness,  and  so  at  last,  calmly  con- 
fessing defeat,  I  waited  until  those  consulting  cbo 
to  advise  me,  the  patient,  of  their  conclusions. 

Meanwhile  Mre.  Peniston  had  ceased   to  grieve 
over  the  lost  lover  and  the  great  estate— it  never ^ 
was  really  great. 

My  aunt  could  not  let  go  of  the  notion  that 
must  have  a  fight  for  Wyncote.    This  tendency 
become  possessed  by  an  idea,  I  came  to  see  later,J 
was  a  family  trait,  of  value  if  wisely  kept  in  dn 
place,  but  capable,  also,  of  giving  rise  tti  mischief 
My  aunt,  in  some  of  her  talks  with  Darthea's  reliwj 
tive,  heard  of  that  good  dame's  past  regrets  at  tht 
loss  of  a  title  and  estate  and  a  British  lover,  and ' 
how  flattered  we  ought  to  be. 
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I  prefsnme  poor  Sladiuii  I'euistuu  was  wtU  and 
sbarply  answered;  liut  it  was  not  in  my  Aunt 
Gaiuor  not  to  boast  a  little  of  how  we  were  tlie 
eldur  branch,  and  of  what  might  chance  in  the  fauy 
future.  When  Mre.  Penistou  saw  thu  deed,  and  was 
told  of  the  search  my  aunt  was  making  for  lettere 
to  sujtport  onr  claims,  she  was  too  excited  not  to  let 
out  enough  to  disturb  Darthea,  and  this  although 
my  aunt  told  Mrs.  Peniston  of  my  dislike  of  the 
whole  matter,  and  how  it  was  never  to  be  mentioned 
or  known  to  any  until  more  evidence  came  to  light. 
Thus  cautioned,  she  was  just  mysterious  enough  to 
excite  ray  quick-witted  maid,  who  was  as  ciu-ious  as 
any  of  her  sex. 

When  of  course  she  questioned  me,  and  some 
notion  of  the  mischief  on  hand  came  thus  to  my 
knowledge,  I  saw  at  once  how  it  might  annoy  Dar- 
thea. I  said  that  it  merely  concerned  a  question 
in  dispute  between  jVrthur  Wynne's  family  and  my 
own,  and  ought  not,  I  thought,  to  be  discussed  just 
now.  The  mere  name  of  her  fonner  lover  was 
enough  to  silence  her,  and  so  I  begged  her  to  put 
it  aside.  She  was  willing  enough.  I  ha<l  happier 
things  on  my  own  mind,  and  no  present  desu-e  to 
stir  in  the  matter.  In  fact,  I  wished  most  earnestly 
to  keep  it  awhile  from  Darthea.  How  much  she 
knew  I  could  not  teU,  but  I  was  well  aware  that  she 
was,  above  all  things,  sensitive  as  to  any  reference  to 
Arthur  Wynne.  That  slie  had  once  loved  him  with 
the  honest  love  of  a  strong  uatiu*e  I  knew,  and 
Bomewhat  hated  to  remember;  but  this  love  was 
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dead,  and  if  the  sorry  glmst  of  it  haunted  her  at 
times,  I  could  not  wonder.  My  aunt  had  once  or 
twice  mentioned  him  casually,  and  each  time  Bar- 
thea  had  flushed,  and  once  had  asked  her  never  to 
speak  of  him  again.  I  meant  soon — or  more  likely 
later— to  discuss  the  matter  quietly  with  Darlhea; 
for  then,  as  always,  I  held  to  the  notion  that  the 
wife  should  have  her  share  in  every  grave  decdfiion 
affecting  the  honour  and  interests  of  her  husband. 

After  this  I  spoke  most  anxiously  of  the  matter 
to  my  aunt,  and  entreated  her  to  quiet  Madam  Pen- 
iston,  and  to  let  the  thing  rest  in  my  hands.  This 
she  declared  most  reasonable,  but  I  knew  her  too 
well  not  to  feel  uneasy,  and  indeed  the  result  josti- 
fiod  my  fears. 

My  aunt,  as  I  have  said,  had  gone  wild  a  bit  over 
that  deeid,  and  when  Darthea  was  not  with  her  wu 
continually  discussing  it,  and  reading  over  and  orer  h 
Mr.  Wilson's  opinion.     I  got  very  tired  of  it  all.       f 

One  night,  late  in  October,  I  rode  out  from  town, 
and,  after  a  change  of  dress,  went  into  the  front 
room  with  the  dear  thought  in  my  mind  of  her 
whom  I  should  see.  M 

A  welcome  fire  of  blazing  hickory  logs  alone  lighted  " 
np  the  large  room,  for  my  aunt  liked  thus  to  sit  at 
or  after  twilight,  and  as  yet  no  candles  had  been  set 
out  As  I  stood  at  the  door,  the  leaping  dames, 
flaring  up,  sent  flitting  athwart  the  floor  «ineer 
shadows  of  taJl-backed  chairs  and  spindle-legged 
tables.  Tlie  great  form  of  niy  Aimt  Ooinor  fill 
the  old  Pcnn  chair  I  Lad  brought  from  home,  1 
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rajself  to  tiae  it.  Just  now,  as  usnal,  she  was  sitting 
erect,  for  never  did  I  or  any  one  else  see  her  use  for 
support  the  back  of  a  chair.  At  her  feet  lay  Dar- 
thea,  with  her  head  in  the  old  lady's  lap— a  pretty 
picture,  I  thought. 

Darthea  leaped  up  to  run  to  me.  My  aunt  said 
notliing,  not  so  much  as  "  Good-evening,"  but  went 
out,  and  in  a  minute  or  two  cjime  back,  exclaim- 
ing, in  an  excited  way,  that  she  had  waited  all  day, 
and  now  at  last  she  had  great  news,  and  we  must 
hear  it. 

I  was  bewildered,  until  I  saw  she  had  in  one  hand 
the  deed  and  in  the  other  a  bundle  of  letters.  Then 
I  knew  what  a  distressful  business  was  to  be  faced, 
and  that  it  was  vain  to  cry  "  Stop ! " 

"  What  is  it  t "  said  Dartliea. 

"  It  can  wait,"  said  I.     "  I  insist.  Aunt  Gainor." 

•■'Nonsense!  The  girl  must  know  soon  or  late, 
and  why  not  now  T " 

"  I  must  hear,  Hugh,"  said  Dartliea. 

"Very  well,"  I  returned,  lus  angiy  with  the  old 
lady  as  ever  I  had  been  in  aU  my  life. 

"•It  is  a  thing  to  settle,"  cried  Aunt  Gainor,  in  her 
strong  voice.    "  We  must  agree— agree  on  it— all  of 

OS." 

"  Go  on,"  said  I.  And  Darthea  insisting,  I  said 
nothing  more,  and  was  only  concerned  to  be  done 
with  it  once  for  all. 

"The  war  will  soon  end,"  said  my  aunt,  "and 
something  must  be  done.  These  letters  I  have  come 
apon  put  a  new  face  on  the  matter.    I  have  not  yet 


read  nil  of  them.    But  among  them  are  letters  to 
your  grandfather  of  givat  importance." 

I  was  vexed  as  I  have  rarely  been.     "I  nev 
doubted,  Aunt  Gain  or,  that  in  my  grandfather's  li/e 
some  acknowledgments  may  have  passed ;  but  it  is 
the  long  lapse  of  time  covered  by  my  father's  life 
•which  will  fail  as  to  evidence." 

"  It  shall  not !  "  she  cried.  "  You  shall  be  mistress 
of  Wyncote,  Darthea.     These  letters — " 

"It    Wyncote  f "  said  Darthea. 

"  Let  us  discuss  them  alone,  aunt,"  I  ui^ed,  hoping 
to  get  the  matter  put  aside  for  a  time. 

"No;  I  will  wait  no  longer.  I  am  deeply  con- 
cerned, and  I  wish  Darthea  to  hear." 

"  Why  not  refer  it  to  Mr.  Wilson  T  Unless  these 
letters  cover  far  more  of  a  centiuy  than  seems  likely, 
they  cannot  alter  the  case." 

"  That  is  to  be  determined,"  said  the  old  lady.  "  I 
shall  go  to  England  and  settle  it  there.  You  shall 
be  Wynne  of  Wyncote  yet,  sir." 

"  What  I  what !  "  cried  Darthea.  "  What  does  all 
this  mean !  Tell  me,  Hugh.  Why  is  it  kept  from 
met"  It  was  plain  that  soon  or  late  slie  must 
know. 

"  My  aunt  thinks  Wyncote  belongs  to  as.  There 
is  an  old  deed,  and  my  aunt  will  have  it  we  must  go 
to  law  over  it.  It  is  a  doubtful  matter,  Darthea— 
as  to  the  right,  I  mean.  I  have  uo  wisli  to  stir  it  up, 
nor  to  leave  my  own  land  if  we  were  to  win  it" 

I  saw  Darthea  flush,  and  in  a  moment  she  was  at 
my  aunt's  side. 
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"  Stop ! "  said  I.  "  Remember,  dear,  I  have  not  hid 
it  from  you.  I  desired  ouly  that  some  day  you  and 
I  should  cousider  it  alone  and  tranquilly.  But  now 
there  is  no  help  for  it,  and  you  must  hear.  The 
deed-  " 

"  Is  this  it  t "  she  broke  in,  taking  the  yellow  parch- 
ment off  the  table  where  my  aunt  had  laid  it. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  my  aunt ;  "  and  you  must  bring 
Hugh  to  his  senses  about  it,  my  dear.  It  is  a  great 
estate,  and  rich,  and  the  old  house— we  have  its  pic- 
ture, Darthea.  Madam  Wjmne  of  Wyneote,  I  shall 
come  and  visit  you."  The  old  lady  was  flushed,  and 
foolishly  eager  over  this  vain  ambition. 

Darthea  stood  in  the  brilliant  firelight,  her  eyes  set 
on  the  deed.     "  I  cannot  underetand  it,"  she  said. 

"I  will  send  for  candles,"  cried  Mistress  Wynne, 
"  and  you  shall  bear  it,  and  the  letters  too ; "  and  with 
this  she  rang  a  hand-bell,  and  bade  Caesar  fetch  lights. 

I  looked  on,  distressed  and  curious. 

"  And  this,"  said  Darthea,  "  is  the  deed,  and  it  may 
give  you,  Hugh— give  us  the  lands  T" 

"  But  I  do  not  want  it,"  cried  my  aunt,  greatly 
excited.    "  It  is  to  be  Hugh's.   Yours,  my  dear  child." 

"If,"  said  Dai'thea,  speaking  slowly,  "the  elder 
brother  dies,  as  he  surely  will  before  long,  it  will  be 
—it  will  be  Arthui-  Wynne  who,  on  his  father's  death, 
will  inherit  this  estate ! " 

"  That  ^is  it,"  said  my  aunt.  "  But  he  shaD  never 
have  it.     It  is  ours.    It  is  Hugh's." 

My  dear  maid  turned  to  me.  "  And  it  would  be 
ours,"  said  Darthea,  "if—" 
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"  Yes,"  cried  Miss  Wjirne.     "  There  are  no '  if s.'* 

"Do  you  want  it,  Hugh— these  Welsh  lands f* 
asked  Darthea.  ^M 

I  thought  she  looked  anxionsly  at  the  deed  in  he^^ 
hand  as  she  stood.     "  Not  I,  Darthea,  and  least  of 
all  now.    Not  I."  i 

"  No,"  she  went  on ;  "  you  have  taken  the  man's 
love  from  him— I  think  he  did  love  me,  Hugh,  in  his 
way— you  could  not  take  his  estate ;  now  could  you, 
Hugh!" 

"No!"8aid  I;  "no!" 

"  Darthea,  are  you  mad  f "  said  Aont  Wynn& 

"  I  will  not  have  it !"  cried  Darthea.  "I  say  I  will 
not  have  it,  and  it  concerns  me  most,  madam."  I 
had  never  before  seen  her  angry.  "  Do  yon  love  me, 
Hugh  Wynne  T "  she  cried.   "  Do  you  love  me,  sir  f " 

"  Darthea ! " 

"Will  you  always  love  met" 

"  Dear  child !  "  I  exclaimed.     "  What  is  it  T  • 

"Give  me  that  deed,"  said  my  aunt  "Are  yon 
crazy  fools,  both  of  you  f " 

"  Fools,  Mistress  Wynne  T "  said  Darthea,  turning 
from  me,  the  deed  still  in  her  hand.  *'  You  are  cmel 
and  unkind.  Could  I  marry  Hugh  Wj-nne  if  he  did 
tliis  thing  T  Are  there  no  decencies  in  life,  madam, 
that  are  above  being  sold  for  money  and  name  t  I 
should  never  marry  him  if  he  did  this  thing  —never; 
and  I  mean  to  marry  him,  madam."  And  with  this 
she  unrolled  the  deed,  cnunpled  it  up,  and  threw  it 
on  the  red  blaze  of  the  fire. 
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There  was  a  flash  of  flame  and  a  roar  in  the  chim- 
ney. It  was  gone  in  a  moment,  and  our  Welsh  lands 
were  so  much  smoke  and  cinders, 

My  aunt  made  a  wild  rush  to  rescue  them,  but 
struck  her  head  against  the  chimney-shelf,  and  fell 
hack  into  a  chair,  crying, "  You  idiot !  you  fool !  Yon 
shall  never  marry  him ! " 

I  picked  up  the  slim  little  lady  in  my  arms,  and 
kissed  her  over  and  over,  whilst,  as  she  struggled 
away,  I  whispered : 

"  Thank  God !  Dear,  brave  heart !  It  was  well 
done,  and  I  thank  you." 

My  aunt's  rage  knew  no  bounds,  and  I  may  not 
repeat  what  she  said  to  my  Darthea,  who  stood  open- 
eyed,  defiant,  and  flushed. 

I  begged  the  furious  old  lady  to  stop.  A  whirl- 
wind were  as  easily  checked.  At  last,  when  she  could 
say  no  more,  my  dear  maid  said  quietly  : 

"  What  I  have  done,  Hugh  should  have  done  long 
since.  We  are  to  live  together,  I  trust,  madam,  for 
many  years,  and  I  love  you  weU ;  but  you  have  said 
things  to  me  not  easy  to  forget.  I  beg  to  insist  that 
you  apologise.  For  lighter  things  men  kill  one  an- 
other.    I  await,  madam,  your  excuses." 

It  was  a  fine  sight  to  see  how  this  fiery  httle  bit  of 
a  woman  faced  my  tall,  strong  aunt,  who  towered 
above  her,  her  large  face  red  with  wrath. 

"Never!"  she  cried.  "I  have  been— it  is  I  who 
am  insulted  and  put  to  shame,  in  my  own  house,  by 
a  chit  of  a  miss." 
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"  Then  gfKidby,"  said  Diu-tbea,  aud  was  by  me  and 
out  of  the  house  before  I  could  see  what  to  do  or 
know  wliat  to  say. 

"  She  is  gone  I "  I  caied.  "  Oh,  Aunt  Oainor,  yoa 
have  broken  my  heart ! '' 

"What  did  I  say,  Hugh?"  said  my  annt.  I  do 
traly  thuik  slie  did  uot  know  what  she  ha<l  said;  and 
now  she  was  off  and  I  after  her,  knocking  over  Ca«ar 
and  oiu*  Ijelated  caudles,  aud  out  of  doors  after  Ditr- 
thea.  I  saw  her  join  her  a  few  yai-ds  away,  uud  did 
wisely  to  Ijold  back.  I  knew  well  the  child-heart  my 
auuit  carried  within  that  spacious  bo.som. 

What  the  pair  of  them  said  I  do  not  know.  In  a 
few  minutes  they  were  back  again,  both  in  tears,  the 
whole  wretched  business  at  an  end.  I  thought  it 
Ix'tber  to  go  away  aud  leave  them,  but  my  aunt  crii 
oat: 

"Wait,  sir!     I  am  an  old  ass!     If  either  of  yoi 
ever  mention  tliis  thing  again,  I— I  will  wring  yoi 
necks.    I  make  free  to  say  that  some  day  yon  will 
boUi  regret  it ;  but  it  is  yom"  affair  aud  uot  mine. 
Lord !  if  Cat  Fergu.son  ever  comes  to  know  it—" 

"  She  never  will,"  said  Darthea ;  "  and  we  will  1ot»! 
you  and  love  you,  dear,  dear  mother,  and  I  am  sorry 
I  hurt  you;  but  I  hafl  to— I  had  to.  If  I  was  wise^^ 
I  know  not ;  but  I  ha<l  to  end  it— I  had  to." 

Never  before  had  I  heard  the  sweet  woman  caD  ray 
aunt  mother.  Slic  often  did  so  in  after-years.  It 
melted  the  old  spinster,  and  she  fell  to  kiaaing  her, 
saying: 

"Yes,  I  am  your  mother,  child,  and  always 
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be."  But  ever  after  Mistress  Wynne  was  a  trifle 
afraid  of  my  little  lady,  and  tliere  were  no  more  such 
scenes. 

When  my  aunt  was  gone  away  to  bed,  though  not 
to  sleep,  I  fear,  my  dear  maid  came  and  sat  at  my 
feet  on  a  cushion,  and  for  a  time  was  silent.  At  last, 
looking  up,  she  said,  "  Hugh,  was  I  wrong  to  bum 
it!" 

Then  I  was  silent  a  Uttle  while,  but  from  the  first  I 
was  resolved  to  be  ever  outright  and  plain  with  my 
huly,  who  was  impulsive,  and  would  need  help  and 
counsel  and  government,  that  her  character  might 
grow,  as  it  did  in  after-yeai's.  I  said :  "  Yes,  Darthea. 
It  was  not  yours,  nor  altogether  mine ;  it  was  my 
father's  land,  if  it  belonged  to  any  of  us.  It  is  better 
for  me  to  tell  you  the  simple  truth.  It  would  have 
made  no  difference  had  the  deed  been  left  unde- 
stroyed;  it  would  oidy  have  given  you  the  chance 
to  know  me  better,  and  to  leam  that  no  consideration 
would  have  made  me  t^ke  these  lands,  even  had  our 
title  been  dear.  Now  you  have  destroyed  my  power 
of  choice.  I  am  not  angrj',  not  even  vexed;  but 
another  time  trust  me,  dear." 

"I  see  I  I  see ! "  she  exclaimed.  "  What  have  I 
done  T "  And  she  began  to  sob.  "  I  was— was 
■wicked  not  to  trust  you,  and  foolish ;  and  now  I  see 
Aunt  Gainor  had  reason  to  be  angry.  But  you  are 
good  and  brave  to  tell  me.  I  could  not  have  said 
what  you  said  ;  I  should  have  declared  you  were  right. 
And  now  I  know  it  was  weakness,  not  strength,  that 
made  me  do  it.  I  shall  pray  God  to  forgive  mu.  £iss 
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me,  Hugh;  I  love  you  twice  as  much  as  ever  I  did 
before." 

When  I  had  done  her  sweet  bidding,  I  said, "  Dar- 
thea,  let  us  forget  all  this.  Wrong  or  right,  I  at  least 
am  pleased  to  have  the  thing  at  rest  forever;  uid, 
wrong  or  right,  I  thank  yon.  I  was  honest,  Darthea, 
when  I  said  so ;  and  now  good-night."  At  this  she 
looked  me  in  the  eyes  and  went  slowly  out  of  the 
room,  and,  I  fear,  had  no  better  slumbers  thab  my 
Annt  Gkunor. 


TyyT 


ARLT  in  February  of  1783  we  were  mar- 
ried by  the  Rev.  William  White,  long 
after  to  be  our  good  bishop.  Christ 
Church  was  full  of  my  old  friends,  my 
Aunt  Gainor  in  the  front  pew  in  a  mag- 
nificent costume,  and  Mrs.  Peniston  with  Jack,  very 
grave  of  face,  beside  her.  As  no  De  Laneeys  were 
to  be  had  in  our  rebel  town,  Mr.  James  Wilson  gave 
away  the  precious  gift  of  Darthea  Peniston,  We 
went  in  my  aunt's  chariot  to  Merion ;  and  so  ends  the 
long  tale  of  my  adventures,  which  here,  in  the  same 
old  country  home,  I  have  found  it  pleasant  to  set 
down  for  those  who  will,  I  trust,  live  in  it  when  I 
am  dead. 

In  April,  1783,  peace  was  proclaimed.  In  Novem- 
ber of  that  year  I  heard  from  Colonel  Hamilton  tliat 
our  beloved  general  would,  on  December  4,  take  leave 
of  his  officers,  and  that  he  was  kind  enough  to  desire 
that  all  of  his  old  staif  who  wished  should  be  present 
I  was  most  pleased  to  go. 

In  New  York,  at  Fraunce's  Tavern,  near  White- 
hall Ferry,  I  found  the  room  full  of  the  men  who 
had  humbled  the  pride  of  England  and  brought  our 
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great  war  to  a  close.  His  Excellency  entered  at 
noon,  and  seeing  about  him  these  many  comfianions 
in  arms,  was  for  a  little  so  agitated  that  he  could 
not  speak.  Then  with  a  solemn  and  kindly  expres- 
sion of  face,  such  as  I  had  once  before  seen  him  wear, 
he  filled  a  glass  with  wine,  and,  seeming  to  stead}' 
himself,  said : 

"  With  a  heart  full  of  love  and  gratitnde,  I  take 
my  leave  of  you,  most  devoutly  wishing  that  your 
latter  days  may  be  as  prosperous  and  happy  as  yo 
former  ones  have  been  glorious  and  honoorable. 

So  saying,  he  di-auk  his  wine,  and  one  after 
other  went  by  him  shakiug  his  hand.  No  word  wa* 
said,  and  these  worn  veterans  of  the  winter  camps 
and  the  summer  battle-fieUis  moved  out>  and  saw 
their  former  general  pass  down,  between  lines  of  in- 
fantry, to  the  shore.  There  he  got  into  a  barge.  As 
he  was  rowed  away  he  stood  up  and  lifted  his  hat 
All  of  us  uncovered,  and  remained  thus  till  he  passed 
from  sight,  to  be  seen  no  more  by  many  of  those  who 
gazed  sadly  after  his  retreating  form. 

Tliere  is  an  old  book  my  grandchildren  love  to 
hear  me  read  to  them.  It  is  the  "  Morte  d' Arthur," 
done  into  English  by  Sir  Thomas  Slalory.  Often 
when  I  read  therein  of  how  Arthur  the  king  bade 
farewell  to  the  world  and  to  the  last  of  the  great 
company  of  his  Knights  of  the  Round  Table,  this 
scene  at  Whitehall  slip  comes  back  to  me,  and  I 
to  see  once  more  those  gallant  soldiers,  and  far  a 
the  tall  figure  of  surely  the  knightliest  geutli 
our  days  have  known. 
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My  years  go  on  in  peace.  We  have  enough— far 
more  tiian  enough— for  aU  the  wants  and  even  for 
the  luxua-ies  of  life.  It  is  hite  in  the  night,  and 
Christmas- time,  in  the  great  stone  house  at  Merion. 
The  noise  of  little  ones— and  they  are  many— has 
ceased.  I  hear  steps  and  laughter  in  the  hall.  The 
elder  ones  troop  in  to  say  good-night.  There  are 
Darthea  and  Gainor,  mothers  of  the  noisy  brigade 
now  in  bed,  and  here  is  Hugh,  the  youngest,  and 
Jack,  with  tJie  big  build  of  his  race.  And  soon  all 
are  gone,  and  the  house  quiet 

I  looked  up  where,  under  my  dear  Jack  "Warder's 
face,  which  Stuart  did  for  me,  hangs  Knyphausen's 
long  blade,  and  across  it  Jack's  sword.  Below,  my 
eye  liglits  on  the  Hessian  pistols,  and  the  sword-knot 
the  gallant  marquis  gave  me. 

I  watch  the  crumbling  &ve  and  seem  to  see  once 
more  the  fierce  struggle  in  tlie  market-place,  the 
wild  fight  on  the  redoubt,  and  my  cousin's  dark  face. 
The  years  have  gone  by,  and  for  mo  and  mine  there 
is  peace  and  love,  and  naught  a  man  in  years  may 
not  think  upon  with  joy. 

Suddenly  two  hands  from  behind  are  over  my 
eyes;  ah,  well  I  know  their  tender  touch!  Says  a 
dear  voice  I  hope  to  hear  till  Ufa  is  over— and  after 
that,  I  trust— "What  are  you  tliinking  of,  Hugh 
Wynne  T " 

"  Of  how  sweet  you  have  made  my  life  to  me,  my 
darling." 

"Thank  Godl" 


THE  END. 
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